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Chapter 1

I turned the contract to face the other side of the huge mahogany table and placed my Montblanc pen on top. I gently pushed both towards Becky, the gorgeous young woman seated opposite me. She has been my wife for one whole week now, but nobody else at that table knew it. If they did, we’d both be fired and sued into poverty. We work for opposing law firms and we both signed documents when we started that we’d never create such an overt conflict of interest and damage our firms’ reputations. That was a year ago. Since then, we met, fell in love, and broke our word.

But the pay is amazing.

So, now, we hide. We hide our relationship from everyone.

No one suspects. Partly because they see us as too young to get married, and they’re probably right, and partly because no one would be so stupid as to challenge law firms as large and vicious as ours. Love is blind.

Or perhaps we should say love is stubborn.

We are but lowly clerks, working towards our law degrees, but from the positions we hold at our respective firms, we see everything. Every document, every client, every meeting. We see a river of confidential information daily. Private information. Embarrassing information. Illegal information, sometimes, that could get powerful people in a lot of trouble. We are trusted with all of it, and we violated that trust anyway.

I avoided her eyes, and she avoided mine, taking the contract I offered and presenting it to her clients. This merger would be huge but the lawyers for both sides had already left the room. This was a sketchy deal and plausible deniability must be maintained. If our clients had any questions remaining, and they didn’t, we’d call the lawyers back. They’d answer and leave again, creating a buffer that would withstand testifying under oath: No, your Honor. I know nothing about the final terms. I wasn’t even in the room when those contracts were signed.

You think politicians are slimeballs?

Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, I present lawyers.

Becky turned to face her clients, so I risked a quick glance. She is so pretty. She’s wild and impulsive but you’d never guess that based on her conservative ankle-length dress and long-sleeved, buttoned-at-the-neck blouse. Beneath those clothes lay a body you wouldn’t believe. Her hair was pinned out of her face in a no-nonsense style ponytail she calls The Examiner. Her clients signed and she returned the contract to me. I presented it to my clients and watched them sign. Becky had ice water in her veins. Such an actress. You’d never know just fourteen hours before she was gagging on my cock, trying to force another half-inch down her throat because she loves sucking cock so much. Prim and proper? More like ravenous whore.

“I believe that concludes our business today,” she stated. “Unless your people have further questions?”

I gave them a look. They shook their heads.

“Fantastic,” she said, without another look at me.

Her side of the table rose. I escorted them out of our offices, and she never looked at me once. That’s the game we play and it’s fun. She’ll jump me when we get home tonight, but woe be unto us if we are ever caught.


Chapter 2

Teddy ran to the edge of the rock overhang, chugged from his beer, and jumped. He sailed through the air, twisting, turning, chugging again before throwing the can and hitting the water and sinking. We all cheered.

“How long before he’s naked?” Becky asked me.

“I give him twenty minutes.”

“I bet you a dollar it’s closer to five. I saw him doing shots of whiskey earlier. You don’t know how much liquor he’s had already.”

Teddy broke the surface and twirled his swimming trunks overhead, hooting.

“So,” Becky said. “Less than a minute. We were both wrong, but I was closer.”

I pulled a dollar out of my pocket and gave it to her.

“Who’s his date this time?” I asked.

“Glenda or Brenda. Something like that.”

“He just wants to show her his big cock.”

Becky laughed.

“He wants to show all of us his big cock,” she said. “Even those who have seen the thing a million times already.”

Teddy swam to shore and walked out of the water, long cock swinging. He shook water from his hair and several of our friends, laughing, told him to put his trunks back on. He smiled and ignored their requests.

I call him Teddy but his name is Theodore Ramses the Third. Teddy is my best friend and a male version of Becky: outgoing, extroverted, sex-fiend. Teddy is also the youngest son of the seventh richest family in the United States. We’ve been friends since high school. He’s brilliant, rich, handsome, skinny as a nail, and hung like a donkey.

“How much money does his family have, anyway?” Becky asked, looking my lean friend up and down.

“Tons. The Ramses have only a little less than the Waltons, I think. Theodore Ramses the Third, youngest son of Martha and Edward Ramses, is set for life. Why? You thinking about divorcing me to marry him?”

Her face turned serious.

“That’s a great idea,” she teased. “I love money and I love cock and he has both. We’ll be so happy together.”

“I’ll be your side guy,” I said. “You’ll turn to me for comfort and understanding every time he cheats on you. We’ll spend his money together. I’ll be your paramour.”

Becky shook her head.

“He won’t cheat on me. I’ll be the exception. I have a magical pussy. One fuck with me and his cheating days are over.”

“You’re right,” I said. “That’s what happened to me. Your magic pussy cast a spell and I’ve been hopelessly in love ever since.”

We laughed.

“Let’s find a place to fuck,” she said. “Your sweet words always get to me.”

“Sounds good.”

We had been sitting on the tailgate of Becky’s truck, so we grabbed towels and a blanket and left the camp. We followed the river downstream. Several people called out asking where we were headed. Becky flashed them a wicked smile.

“You’re going somewhere to molest that boy,” Laurie, Danny’s girlfriend, called out. “There are witnesses, Beck. He was last seen with you.”

“They’ll never find his body,” Becky yelled back. “I’m going to devour the lad. Habeas corpus, Laurie.”

We walked a short distance from camp and stopped under a large oak. Becky slipped her arms around my neck. We kissed. Passion flared. We ripped off our T-shirts and shorts.

“Get it in me,” Becky rasped.

She jumped up and wrapped her legs around my waist, her arms around my neck. I took her weight easily. I’m no muscular guy, but Becky is petite and barely a hundred pounds. We kissed like crazy as my cock rose. She felt the tip poke her and groaned.

“I need it, Baby,” she said. “Put it in. Hurry. I’m soaking wet already.”

I reached under and found my dick and searched for her pussy. I sank into a pit of warm honey.

“Fucking hell,” I groaned.

“You like that? You like your wife’s hot little cunt?”

“I love it. I love your magical pussy.”

We kissed wildly again. Her cunt squeezed me. She worked her hips against my body, grinding her clit on my lower abs, and rushed towards climax. Movement caught my eye. Jean. Becky’s best friend, shy, reserved, and always dressed in baggy clothes to hide her killer bod, watched us from a clump of trees. Poor Jean. She was Becky’s opposite, but my wife would kill for the girl. Jean’s life had been hard, harder than any of ours. To her we were the privileged rich kids. She and Becky had met at a conference about technology and the law. Jean was there on scholarship. Becky paid her own way.

“I think Jean is watching us,” I muttered.

Becky never slowed her grind.

“Let her watch,” my wife rasped. “She needs to learn.”

Fine by me. Jean is a cute nerd and I like having an audience, especially a cute one. I wrapped my arms around Becky and gave Jean a good show. My wife picked up on what I did.

“Yeah,” she groaned. “Fuck me. Let her see me get fucked. She watched me with my last boyfriend. People watching makes everything hotter.”

I remained standing for a minute and then took Becky to the ground, my ass rising and falling as I built speed and violence. Becky moaned and gasped continually.

“You think she’s masturbating?” I murmured.

“God!” Becky gasped. “Hot. I hope so.”

Now we were both really into it. I fucked my wife into the grass and leaves and Becky clawed at my back, urging me to go harder. My dick was a diamond. Her heels dug into my ass on every thrust.

“Cam,” she groaned. “Jesus, Cam. Yeah, Baby, here it comes.”

Becky clenched herself around me. I drove my cock like a piledriver, pumping her scalding cunt. She was drenched. Her voice rose in a loud moan that became an agonized cry of pleasure. I felt her pussy walls contracting around me, coaxing my load. I held off but I knew I wouldn’t last long. I loved that sweet Jeans eyes were on us. I fucked Becky deep and then slowed, drawing out each new penetration. Her pussy is so tight. Her hands rested on my ass to feel my butt rise and fall.

“I love it,” she mumbled. “Never stop. I love being fucked. I love hard dick. Never stop, Baby.”

“I will fuck you forever,” I said.

Her fingernails dug into my skin. I moved strong and smoothly, gliding in and out. I pulled back enough to kiss her, and she sent her tongue into my mouth. We were locked in a heated kiss when my balls tightened, and my muscles locked down.

“Here it comes,” I croaked.

She lifted her ass, driving her hips up to meet my thrusts.

“Not yet!” she barked, throwing her weight to the side and trying to roll me onto my back.

I let her. She slammed her pussy down on me over and over until the first spurt left me like a rocket. I groaned, remembered that Jean watched us, and turned loose a flood of hot sperm. She begged for everything, desperate for semen, desperate for my seed. I pumped it up and out until my balls ached.

She collapsed on top of me. We stayed connected a long time, lying in the grass and leaves.

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


Chapter 3

Becky lifted my soft penis off my thigh. She wagged it like a dog’s tail and laughed. I shushed her.

“The others will hear you,” I murmured.

“So? They only hear me laughing. They can’t see through their tent wall and our tent wall to know I’m playing shake the rag with your dick.”

“Didn’t your mother tell you not to play with your food?”

Becky laughed again.

“She did, but I never listened.”

My new bride slipped my dick into her mouth.

I don’t know why Becky loves sucking cock as much as she does, but I don’t question it. I don’t know why she loves fucking so much, but I don’t question that either. She loves to flirt and show off her hot body and get all the guys worked up over her. Do I mind? Not at all. Acting like that gets Becky worked up too, and then she brings it home to me.

I reached for the lantern to dim the light. She smacked my hand. I looked at her confused and she jerked her chin towards the tent wall where the silhouette of our shadows played. The outlines showed her head bobbing slowly on my dick.

“They can tell what you’re doing,” I whispered.

“I know,” she giggled. “I want them to know.”

“Why?”

“It turns me on.”

She wrapped her lips around the head like two soft pillows. She sucked gently and then slipped me in, working those lips down the shaft, engulfing more and more of my penis. I was getting hard, and she loves the sensation of my penis getting hard in her mouth. Becky is the most sexual girl I’ve ever dated. I watched her work on my dick and then I watched her shadow on the wall. Any of our friends still awake out there were getting a show. Like Becky, it turned me on too. I hoped Jean was out there enjoying a beer with the guys. I’d like Jean to see the outline of my dick. I’m not huge, like Teddy, but I am big, and I like showing off almost as much as Becky. I lifted my wife’s hair to better show off the shape of things. Becky glanced at the wall and moaned.

“Now you’re getting it,” she muttered.

I think she hoped Jean was out there too. Jean and Teddy. Maybe Derek and Sophia. Laurie and Danny. All of them. Others I couldn’t think of at that moment because Becky is so skilled. I admit I was nervous to bring Becky on this camping trip with Teddy here but he’s loyal. He'll flirt with and try to bed any woman within reach but not his friend’s girls, and especially not his best friend’s wife.

I moaned before I could clamp my mouth shut. Becky gasped, a wave of arousal sweeping over her. She loves to make me moan. I reached down and pulled her top off, freeing her softball titties. I flicked her overly sensitive nipple and she winced, groaned, and sucked harder. Yeah, staying quiet was going to be a challenge. I tried to roll her over to fuck her but she shoved my hand away.

“Let me drink it,” she said. “I have you in my pussy already. I want you in my tummy too.”

I laid my head back and let the girl work. Her silhouette bobbed on the wall of our tent. I heard friends chuckle outside and hoped they enjoyed the show. I moved closer to the wall to make the shadow of my cock look bigger and helped guide her head up and down. The girl worships dick. Seriously. Her expression is pure bliss as a cock slides in and out through her lips. She’s told me she loves how they go from soft and small to big and hard. She’s told me how she loves the way they throb with the man’s heartbeat, pulsating, alive. Her favorite part, she says, is when she teases them so long and so well, they erupt with a warm salty elixir, nectar of the Gods, she calls it.

“Let me drink it,” Becky said again.

I blasted a massive load down her throat.


Chapter 4

I heard his heavy footfalls before he knocked on the door. I timed it to scare the shit out of him, which is dangerous when your friend is a seasoned mixed martial arts fighter. Danny had his hand raised to knock when I yanked the door open.

“Dude!” he cried. “You scared the hell out of me.”

I laughed.

“Come in, Danny. Game starts in a few. Grab a seat. The others aren’t here yet.”

He shook his head.

“Dude, I need to use the bathroom first. Too many beers.”

I waved him in that direction and closed the front door. Danny disappeared as our bedroom door opened. Becky emerged wearing a tight T-shirt and denim shorts.

“No bra?” I asked.

“Why would I? It’s just your guy friends over to watch the game. I won’t even be in the room most of the time. Bras are uncomfortable. I’d go naked if I could.”

“I’m sure they’d love that.”

She laughed.

“I’m sure they would.”

A knock on the door let me know someone new had arrived. I put my eye to the peephole.

“Pizza delivery,” I said.

An idea popped into my head. I looked Becky up and down.

“I dare you to answer the door like that,” I said.

“In this thin shirt?”

“Give the guy a thrill.”

Her smile turned naughty. 

“Are you serious?”

“I am. It will be a hell of a tip. It’s an Internet thing.”

“You want me to flash this guy?”

“No,” I said. “I dare you to flash this guy.”

“I’ll do it, Cam. Don’t dare me. I don’t give a fuck. You think I won’t, but I will.”

“I dare you.”

She studied my face.

“All right, Mister,” she said. “Let’s do this right.”

She peeled her shirt off and threw it at me. Then she unbuttoned her shorts and tossed those to me as well. She was trying to shock me, and she succeeded.

I stepped around the corner. Becky mussed her hair and shot me a playful but naughty look. She faced the door.

“I’m so sorry!” she announced, opening the door, and trying to cover her tits and pussy at the same time but failing. “You caught me right out of the shower.”

The pizza guy looked astonished, staring at Becky’s gorgeous body.

“I don’t mind,” he exclaimed. “I don’t mind at all. Holy shit, you’re hot. You can answer the door like that anytime.”

Becky took the pizzas from him with both hands, dropping any attempt to cover herself and behave modestly. The dude ogled my wife, boldly staring directly at her. Becky struck a pose, let him do it.

“Hang on,” she said. “Let me set these down and I’ll get your tip.”

“Tip was added already,” he said. “On the card when the order was called in. Besides, I’m enjoying the best tip I’ve ever received right now.”

They laughed together. Becky began to slowly swing the door closed with her foot. She was proud of herself for completing my dare and winning.

“Bye,” she told him, clearly flirting.

The dude kept his eyes on her until she finally closed the door. Becky turned to me, triumphant, then her expression turned to horror.

“Fucking hell!” she cried.

“Nice!” Danny bellowed.

“Shit!” I said. “Sorry, Becky. I forgot Danny was in the bathroom.”

Becky held the pizzas in both hands so there was no way to cover herself. Danny gawked. Becky hurried to the coffee table and sat the boxes there. I threw her clothes to her, and she quickly pulled them on. Danny applauded.

“You guys are assholes.”

“What did I do?” Danny laughed. “I walked out of the bathroom. How come the pizza guy gets to see your goods but your old friend Danny boy doesn’t? That hardly seems fair. I can’t believe after all these years I finally got to see them but, goddamn, it was worth it. You were blessed by God, Beck.”

“Shut up.”

She acted annoyed but I saw the look in her eyes. Secretly, she was thrilled to show off like that. I knew when the game was over and we were alone again, I would get laid. Sweet.

“Why do all men want to see tits?” she asked, opening the pizza box. “What is the fascination? From adolescence to death, every guy needs to look at tits.”

“It’s science,” Danny teased.

“Shut up, Danny,” Becky said. “Sit down. Eat your pizza. I hope your team loses.”

He acted hurt.

“What did I do?” he asked. “All I did was walk out of the bathroom. Why were you naked in front of that pizza guy? If he did nothing wrong by looking, then I did nothing wrong by looking.”

“Cameron dared me.”

“I dared you to answer the door in that thin T-shirt,” I said, defending myself. “You decided to go all the way and rock that guy’s world. Turns out you got a two-for-one.”

“I still don’t know what’s so bad about me seeing you naked,” Danny said.

“I don’t know that guy,” she said. “Most likely I’ll never see him again. I’ve known you for years. I see you fifty-two times a year. Now you know what I look like naked.”

“To be honest, I’ve already imagined that a million times. You wear some skimpy bikinis to the lake and to the river. No offense, but I think all of Cameron’s friends have pictured you naked. You look good, Beck. Spectacular, in fact.

“Thank you.”

“You’re right,” he continued. “Like every man, I’ve been looking at tits since I was six, maybe seven. Yours are among the best I’ve ever seen.”

That got to her.

“You mean that?”

“I swear. They’re gorgeous. Why did you dare her to flash the pizza guy? Was that his tip or something?”

“I thought it would be funny,” I said. “I see people doing it on the net. The pizza challenge, they call it. I dared Becky, but I forgot you went straight to the bathroom when you got here. Oops.”

“Lucky me,” he said.

“You really think they’re that nice?” Becky asked.

“I do. Another look would help me be sure, but yeah. Gorgeous.”

“Easy there, big fella,” she said.

Becky looked down at her breasts, hidden now behind her T-shirt. Danny’s high praise pleased her. She glanced at Danny, and I read her face. She might act mortified, but the exhibitionist in her was delighted. As if to prove my point, her nipples stiffened under the thin fabric and rose to twin points.

The front door opened, and Teddy walked through. He carried a six-pack of beer and a bottle of wine.

“Knock!” I shouted. “For fuck’s sake, Teddy, how many times do I need to tell you to knock before you walk into our home?”

“Sorry! I forget.”

“You should have been here earlier,” Danny said.

Becky and I flashed him a hard stare.

“You, um, you could have met the pizza guy.”

Teddy made a face.

“Why the fuck would I want to meet a pizza guy? Does he have a hot sister?”

Danny got the message. He’d gotten lucky and enjoyed a nice view, but he needed to keep what happened a secret. Others knocked and our living room filled up. We all found seats and settled in to watch the game. The room was warm, but every time I glanced at Becky, her nipples were stiff. I suspected she enjoyed showing the goods to Danny and the pizza guy and I had those suspicions confirmed hours later, after the game ended and everyone left. Becky jumped me right there in the living room.

“You liked those eyes on you,” I said, peeling her T-shirt off again.

“I did.”

“You’re so hot, Beck. They try to play it cool because they’re friends, but I always catch them looking at you.”

“Do you?”

“Yes. I know you catch them too. Girls know. You have a sixth sense. You feel their eyes on you.”

“We do.”

“My sweet Becky likes it. My sweet Becky gets hot from the attention.”

“I do,” she said, clawing at the drawstring of my shorts. “You like it too. Cam is the man with the hot wife. Cam loves to see others checking out his hot babe.”

“Guilty.”

“Too bad we can’t fuck in front of them. That would be weird. Is there a place where we can fuck in front of strangers? That would be hot. We should find a place to fuck where people can watch us. God! Just imagine it, Cam. All those people watching your cock enter me, watching my face, staring at my bare tits. They see by my expression how good your dick feels.”

She shoved my shorts down, freeing my erection.

“Get it in me, Baby,” she said. “I want it.”

I sat on the floor and pulled her down with me. She sat on my lap, facing me, one hand searching for my hard dick. She found me and guided me in, and we groaned together.

“So nice and big,” she exhaled.

“You like my big dick?”

“I love it. I want a room full of people watching you fuck me with it.”

The excitement in her voice was palpable. I wondered if that was something I could do or if I’d feel too self-conscious. I decided I could.

“There’s a swingers club downtown,” I rumbled, feeling my inches sink into her. “I bet we could do it in there. I bet people would love to watch the hot young couple fuck.”

“Let’s visit,” she said. “Soon.”


Chapter 5

The Iron Bull is a luxurious and fashionable swingers club in the heart of the city, housed in the basement of a hundred- and twelve-year-old building. A bank sits above them now and the bank doesn’t want them there, but the club was grandfathered in with the lease, so there’s little they can do. The hypocrisy is huge: many bank officers frequent the club. The pursuit of a law degree has taught me this is always true of things socially sexual. Men want to arrest the prostitutes they pay to use. Church leaders molest the children they pretend to protect. If someone is stridently yelling about how righteous they are, rest assured they are actually the villain.

The Iron Bull was filled with people behaving sexually on this Saturday night. Becky and I marveled at the variety of individuals here. Attire was everything from formal evening wear to bondage outfits of latex and patent leather to individuals simply walking around fully nude. Our eyes were wide open.

“I can’t believe this place,” Becky murmured, clinging to my arm. “It’s been here forever, right under our noses, and we never knew.”

I’d learned more details about the place after a brief internet search and showed Becky my discovery. She needed only a minute to make her choice. She wanted to visit but we’d play it by ear. Maybe we’d fuck in front of others or maybe we’d simply watch. We never expected so much sex going on around us. The interior was lavish and beautiful, but we rarely noticed. There was too much to see down at floor level. Men and women, women and women, men and men: we saw every kind of sex a person can have. We saw one woman take on six men at the same time. We saw one man, tied down on a huge, padded bed, used by five women until he screamed for mercy, or he would have screamed except his mouth was stuffed with pussy.

After the first hour, Becky said her legs felt weak. We looked for a quiet place to sit and collect ourselves, wandering deeper into the labyrinth. There were fewer people back here and the lighting grew dim. I took her hand. We walked a long corridor growing progressively darker and entered a small open area. A doorway across the room had a deep blood-red neon sign over it: The Blackout Room. We passed through and lost almost all light, feeling our way forward. Becky took my hand again and squeezed it.

“This is scary,” she whispered. “Scary but fun. I hear people around us but can see no one. What perfect anonymity. It’s making me hot.”

The end of the hall opened into a large room, but I knew that only by sound. The place was almost pitch-black. The echoes of people shuffling around, and the low murmurs of muted speech told me. I kicked a bench and pulled Becky to sit with me.

“Let’s give our eyes a minute to adjust,” I whispered.

“Okay.”

Time didn’t help. The room remained as dark as ink. I heard Becky moving around next to me and then her hands started to unbutton my shirt.

“You want to fuck?” I asked, voice low. “Now? Here?”

“Yes,” she muttered.

“We came to this club to fuck in front of people. This room is too dark for anyone to see us.”

“I don’t care. I want it now. The dark adds mystery. It’s exciting.”

“Let’s find a better spot.”

We felt our way forward, which was the point of the darkness, I suppose. To make people use their hands instead of their eyes. Touch instead of sight. The whole place acted like one giant blindfold on all of us. I stumbled against a large, padded ottoman and felt around to find the edges. It was big enough.

“This will work,” I said.

“Strip. Hurry. I love knowing there are all these people around us.”

I undressed. I heard Becky doing the same. Her hands soon found me in the darkness. I opened my eyes extra wide, trying to see anything at all, but it didn’t help. I saw nothing but black. Her hands traveled my body and then her warm mouth enveloped my cock. I heard her muffled groan of pleasure. My wife loves sucking dick more than having her pussy eaten. Lucky me. I lost myself to the pleasures she gave, resting my hand on her head. The darkness forced all my attention inward, to the sensations I felt.

“Get it in me,” she panted, once I was hard.

I searched for her in the gloom and found her legs. I shuffled forward, hurrying, running my hands down her thighs. She grabbed my cock to guide me in. I sank deep. After a moment, I was pleased by the satisfied moan she made.

“You feel huge,” she groaned.

I grabbed a handful of tit, which felt bigger and softer, and shoved my penis all the way in. I pulled back and did it again. The darkness forced me to experience sex with my wife using senses other than sight, and it altered what I felt. It was exciting to feel her in new ways. I worked my hips faster, enjoying her sounds of passion. I leaned over her body and kissed her.

“So big,” she moaned, next to my ear. “Baby, you feel so big.”

I froze.

If my lips were pressed to hers, how could she speak? I sent my hand to probe the darkness next to me and quickly encountered warm flesh and a smooth, firm breast.

“Cam,” she said. “Someone is touching me. Someone is caressing my breast. Is that okay? Should we stop? I’m okay with it. I like it. Are you okay with it?”

The truth erupted in my mind like an exploding volcano: Some other man was fucking Becky! That also meant I was buried in some other woman but that didn’t concern me. My heart seized and my head spun. Becky moaned close by, receiving great satisfaction from the cock moving in her, the cock she thought was mine. The woman beneath me touched my chest.

“Don’t stop,” a soft voice said. “Fuck me.”

Her pussy clamped around my inches. She worked her hips, trying to fuck herself on my dick. Her pussy felt so good I wanted to keep going. My hips started moving on their own. Sex does that to a man. I still held my wife’s breast, so I lightly pinched her nipple and caressed the warm globe.

“Cam?” a nervous Becky asked. “Honey. Is it all right?”

My wife was asking if it was all right for others to touch her while I fucked her, but what answer could I give? I wasn’t the one fucking her. I needed to shove this woman away from me and pull Becky away from the man inside her. I needed to do all that right now. But I did nothing. I was paralyzed by the soft moans of Becky’s pleasure. I was paralyzed by the tight cunt working my dick. I was paralyzed by the shock of awareness, too late to undo what had already happened. Another man was moving deep inside my wife, and she loved it. She loved his cock.

“You’ve never felt so big, Cam,” Becky moaned. “You’re going to make me cum.”

My lover grabbed my ass and pulled me all the way in. I groaned. I felt dizzy.

“You like that, Baby?” Becky asked, not understanding. “Fuck me, hard.”

I was in it now. I obeyed her command, but it wasn’t my wife I began to pound. Her lover did the same. I heard our bodies slapping. I was lost in the moment, swept away by insane levels of lust and excitement. This was crazy!

“I’m going to cum,” Becky hissed. “You feel so good! Unngh!”

She was cumming for him!

My mind jumped off a cliff. A stranger was ripping an epic, towering orgasm from her, a massive, huge orgasm. She howled with pleasure, fueled by our public exposure and his size. On and on the waves of bliss wracked her body. I listened to her thrashing beneath him, her cries of delight. The ottoman shook from the pounding he gave. The moment was surreal, unbelievable. I was swept away, dumbfounded. I teetered on insanity.

To protest was impossible. Too much happened too fast. I couldn’t hold a thought in my head beyond a few seconds. Not with the sounds she made. Not with this tight pussy milking me. I was lost to animal lust. All I could do was pump my hips and listen to Becky cum. My excitement grew. He pummeled her and I pummeled my lover. A tiny part of my mind screamed at me to say something, to stop everyone and everything, but I didn’t. I let it happen. I let everything happen. All I could do was experience the moment. I was on fire, wrapped in burning flames of naked passion. I listened to Becky take that big cock and fucked my lover harder and deeper.

Then the man groaned from an impending climax of his own, and the blood in my veins turned to white-hot lava. Becky recognized what that groan meant too, even if she failed to recognize the voice as not my own. She was caught up in all this lust too.

“Give it to me,” my sweet wife whimpered.

She gave her body to him, not me. She begged for his sperm, not mine. She begged this man to cum deep inside her and I held my breath and listened for him to do it. The knowledge of what was about to happen drove me to the brink of madness.

“Take it!” he barked, and a jolt of adrenaline hit me.

“Give it to me,” my wife begged again.

He roared like a bull and his balls contracted and he fired the first blast of boiling sperm into my wife. It was truly happening, and it was too much for me. I made guttural animal sounds and released my load too. I listened as the man, so close in the dark, pumped semen into my wife, grunting and groaning over and over. Becky pleaded for every drop.

I knew what he experienced right then. I knew what she was doing to him. I knew she clenched her cunt around his thick inches. I knew she milked him; she coaxed every drop out of him. I knew all this because those are the things she always does to me. I knew every way she used her pussy to please her man, and I knew right then she did all those things to him.

I’ve never cum so hard in my life.

My cock exploded. Pure white roaring silence filled my head. I felt myself floating in a milky cloud of euphoria, the edges of my body lost. All movement receded. My bursting cock throbbed inside the woman and gushed hot cum and I left Earth behind.

When I returned, I noticed several tiles embedded in the floor had begun to faintly glow red, like embers, providing a little light. I heard people moving around, trading partners, leaving and entering the Blackout Room.

I discerned the faint shape of a woman I did not know under me, my wife on her back next to me, and a large muscular man I did not know supporting himself over Becky while wrapped in her shapely legs. With their hips pressed together like that, I knew his cock was still buried in her. Her eyes were closed, her face was blissful.

Orgasmic afterglow held her in a firm grip.

She slowly opened her eyes. She happened to be facing me, so our eyes met. She smiled, before the strangeness of our bodily positions dawned on her. When it did, her gaze dropped to the woman beneath me, a woman now nudging me aside so she could slither out. I moved to let her go.

Becky lifted her eyes to the man over her.

Realization arrived like a hammer’s blow. Her eyes jumped back to mine.

“Cameron?” she said. “What the fuck? What the actual fuck?” Her gaze dropped to my bare penis, then returned to the handsome man still between her legs, still balls-deep in her pussy.

“What did we just do?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. The truth was obvious to both of us.

“Get off me,” she told him.

He lifted himself over her, withdrawing his fat and softened penis with a sucking slurp. The veiny thing came out like a spongy lance, dangled limp, drained. We stared at it. He was big, bigger than me for sure. He kissed her forehead and got to his feet.

“Thank you, Love,” he said, with a light British accent. “You’re a lovely bird.” He turned to me, pointed at the glowing tiles. “If you want to find another bloke for her, these tiles stay lit for a short time to let people move around safely. The light fades after sixty seconds.”

On cue, the floor tiles began to dim. He wandered away, heavy cock drooling and swinging. Becky turned to me, her expression utter disbelief.

“We just fucked other people,” she said, clearly stunned.

“I thought it was you,” I said. “Your voice was so close.”

“Same for me,” she said.

She reached out her arms for a comforting hug, but I moved between her legs. I laid my body on hers and kissed her mouth. The head of my penis pressed against her hot messy cunt. I remained spongy and partially stiff, and we both jumped when my dick slipped into her well lubricated pussy. The man had left behind a lake of steaming sperm. I plowed through it, pressing my dick deeper until our pubic bones touched. Our eyes met in the fading light.

“Fuck me,” she whimpered.

I heard concern in her voice, but I also heard lust and desire. My wife was left wildly aroused. She knew she should worry about repercussions but could not manage that right now. Right now, she was blown away by the knowledge she’d just been fucked by a handsome stranger. She cared not at all that I’d fucked someone else too. That was irrelevant.

“He fucked me, Cameron,” she murmured, like she was trying to fully understand. “He fucked me. He came in me.”

“I feel him in there.”

She gasped.

“You are fucking his semen farther into me,” she said. “You do realize that? Your cock is sliding through him.”

“It is.”

“Are you angry?” she whispered.

I pumped my partial erection, using his semen as lube.

“No,” I croaked. “Not angry. Are you?”

I felt her shake her head and then she realized I couldn’t see her in the dark.

“No,” she said. “I’m not.”

“What are you feeling?”

She adjusted her hips to allow me to get deeper.

“Horny,” she whimpered.

“You liked fucking him.”

“I loved fucking him. Now I know why he felt so different.”

“Bigger.”

“Yes.”

“Everywhere.”

“Yes. More muscular. Taller. Heavier. Bigger.”

“Bigger.”

“Yes, bigger.”

“You orgasmed for him.”

“He felt fantastic. I didn’t think about the differences between him and you.”

“You were too busy getting fucked.”

“Yes. Just like you. Or did you know and let it happen?”

“No, I was confused too.”

“I wouldn’t be angry if you let it happen.”

I let that go. People were moving in again, crowding the ottoman. My dick was growing.

“Are you getting hard?” she gasped.

“Yeah.”

She pulled my mouth down and kissed me.

“That’s fucking hot,” she said. “Do it. Fuck me with a pussy full of cum. God that’s nasty. That’s so slutty.”

I pushed all the way in, felt the tip brush her cervix. She groaned from deep in her soul.

“Dear God,” she rasped. “You probably just shoved a bunch of his cum into my womb. Do it again.”

Sweet Jesus, I did. I began to pump my hips. There was more she wanted to say but she clamped her jaw shut. The room was black again, so I wrapped my arms tightly around her. I jumped when many hands touched me.

“There are people around us,” I muttered. “They’re touching me.”

“Yes!” she gasped. “They’re touching me too. They’re caressing my breasts. Baby, it all feels so good.”

There was so much lust in her voice, so much raw desire. I wasn’t fully hard but I knew how to get there.

“Get on your hands and knees,” I told her. “I’ll fuck you from behind.”

I released her. I eased myself away and felt hands grab my dick. Several hands. A mouth slipped over the head and sucked. I groaned.

“Cameron?”

“I’m here,” I gasped. “It’s okay.”

“If you’re sure,” she said. “Do it.”

My gorgeous and sexy wife groaned as another cock filled her from behind.

I couldn’t see it. I saw only blackness. But I recognized that groan. I knew what it meant. I had misunderstood the question buried in my name. I should have realized there were men eager to fuck her, men waiting for someone to say okay. She hadn’t been asking if I was okay. She had been seeking permission for the man trying to enter her cunt from behind. I’d told her it was okay, and she’d told him to do it.

My dick surged fully erect.

I heard wet, slurpy sounds as this new lover thrust in her sperm-filled pussy. My wife moaned in pleasure. I stumbled forward until I found her on all fours, body jarred each time he rammed his cock deep. Hands massaged her swaying breasts. Hands caressed her skin, teased her pussy. Someone slipped under to suck her clit while she was fucked. I moved in front and found her chin, lifted her face, offered my cock to her mouth. She sucked me but could not have known it was me. She was simply eager to please any cock presented. She vacuumed my penis. The man behind fucked her deep and strong.

A sharp intake of breath and a muffled, mewling cry told me when this man gave Becky an orgasm. She stopped sucking while it happened, losing herself to the waves of euphoria, shuddering beneath all the hands that stroked her. It was too soon for me to climax again, so I just left my dick in her mouth. The man behind her growled and I felt her body lurch and her moans built with the same intensity as his thrusts. Everyone heard his body slapping hers as he fucked my wife. He smacked her ass.

Becky suddenly cried out, cumming yet again, and then he drove all the way in and roared, pouring himself into her womb, firing rope after rope of baby-making seed far up in her. He roared again, pumping another batch of semen deep. His hips worked feverishly and then he slammed all the way in again, releasing yet another copious load of sperm. He was inseminating my wife while I fucked her mouth. He squeezed the last drop out and then shoved her ass away, pulling his long cock out. He left her wrecked, wiped out, exhausted and dripping. She collapsed to the padded surface, allowing my penis to slip from her mouth. Many hands crawled across her skin. I covered her head with my arms and kissed her cheek. She lay there panting, a sweaty mess, and basked in the sweetness of a thorough fucking.

We didn’t move for a long time. The lighted floor tiles went through two cycles, glowing and fading, before she lifted her head to kiss my cheek. She drew a deep ragged breath and started to gently weep into my neck.

“Don’t cry, Baby,” I murmured. “You did nothing wrong.”

She slipped an arm around my neck.

“I know.”

“Then why the tears?”

She held my chin and kissed me softly. I felt her trembling. She kissed me again.

“Because I want more,” she rasped. “I feel drunk on sex. I crave more with my whole body. I know we need to get the fuck out of this place, but I want to fuck another man. Take me home, Cam.”


Chapter 6

Jean’s jaw almost hit our dining table. goggled

“They made love to you?” she asked. “Out in the open? Strangers?”

“No,” Becky corrected. “They fucked me. They fucked me like an animal.”

“I hate when you use that word,” Jean said. “You’re too smart for that word.”

“But that’s what happened,” my wife continued. “Cameron fucked some woman he didn’t know. I got fucked by men I will never see again. It was wild.”

“What was this place?”

“It’s called The Iron Bull,” I said. “It’s a swinger’s club, downtown. We were curious what went on in there, so we visited. Now we know.”

“Are you going to sue that place?”

“No,” Becky said, looking at her friend sideways. “Why would we?”

“They created a situation where you suffered injury. They’re liable.”

I laughed. Becky took Jean’s hand.

“We went there looking for sex, Jean. We found it. We had plans on fucking each other but the room was pitch black and we lost track of each other. Shit happens.”

Jean shook her head, disbelieving. She turned to me.

“You plan on doing nothing?” she asked me. “As her husband? Men forced themselves on her and you plan on doing nothing?”

“Nothing was forced,” I said. “Hell, Becky orgasmed with those men. She should probably be thanking them.”

“If I ever see them again, I will,” my wife added.

“If you ever see them again,” I interjected. “You’ll probably fuck them.”

Becky and I chuckled at my joke. Then she turned serious.

“Can I?” she asked.

“What?”

“If we ever find those men, especially that large British gentleman that fucked me first, can I fuck him again? Or are you just being funny?”

“You guys are crazy,” Jean blurted. “I can’t believe a place like that even exists. Part of me thinks you’re playing a joke on me. I know I’m naïve. You shouldn’t tease me about it. I like books more than people.”

“We’ll bring you along,” I said. “Next time we go. You can come and watch. You’ve caught us having sex before, so it won’t be a huge shock to you. You should see this place. It’s gorgeous inside and the people are polite and sophisticated. It would do you good to experience something so outside your comfort zone.”

“That’s a great idea,” Becky said. “Let’s go next weekend. You won’t have to do anything. Come see for yourself. You don’t believe us so come see.”

“Maybe I will,” Jean said, thinking she was calling our bluff. “Aren’t you worried about appearing in public together like that? What if your law firms discover your relationship? You’ll both be terminated.”

“They would need to admit they were in a place like that too,” Becky said. “No way. The company’s sterling reputation would tarnish. I can’t go to a restaurant or stadium with Cameron, but we can certainly visit a dark sex club together.”

“Sounds right,” I said. “Now, we need to get to the sports arena. We can’t miss Danny’s fight.”

We collected purses and wallets, keys and cell phones. We headed for the car. The drive over was quiet. Jean had a lot to think about. The parking lot was packed, and I was glad we got there early. Inside, the place was almost sold out. I commented on the crowd and worked our way to our assigned seats. Jean sat in the middle to act like my date. We often used her that way. Once the women were comfortable, I went back for popcorn and drinks. There were twelve bouts scheduled. Danny would be the tenth.

Laurie joined us after dropping Danny at the locker room and I could tell by the way she acted that Danny never mentioned seeing Becky nude. Good. We all talked about our lives and caught up. Becky and I could share with Jean what we’d done at the swinger club, but no one else. We were close with Danny and Laurie, and Teddy was my best friend, but Jean alone could be trusted to keep her mouth shut.

Soon the first bell rang, and the fights began.

I’d read somewhere that in ancient Rome the gladiator battles were considered an excellent place to pick up women. Roman men mentioned in letters to friends about the powerful aphrodisiac qualities of the bloody conflicts. Over and over they mention getting laid was easy after the women watched gory combat. Seemed counter-intuitive to me but the extensive documentation was there. Perhaps the presence of death makes creating life more urgent? Perhaps a deeply buried primal trigger is activated? Who knows? Regardless, Roman men swore by it.

By the time Danny’s fight arrived, I fully believed those ancient Roman men. Becky was all over me. Laurie was clearly horny. She worried about her man’s fate but the bouts before him stirred her blood. Even Jean, who has never exhibited a single horny moment, gazed in wide-eyed wonder at the muscular and sweaty combatants. I expected the blood and pain to turn women off but that shows you what I know about women. Becky whispered to me that we were fucking as soon as we got home.

“Count me in,” I teased.

At last Danny’s fight began. I know little about the sport, other than it’s brutal, so Laurie narrated the ins-and-outs of strategy and tactics. Danny had studied his opponent for weeks, watching films, sparring. The two men circled and then grappled and then the violence began. The women were as repulsed as they were aroused. I was amazed at how hard Danny could hit. He was fast and strong and fearless. It took him three rounds to knock his opponent out cold. The crowd loved it. I thought we’d stay to watch the remaining fighters, but Laurie wanted to get to her man.

“Go easy on the guy,” I joked. “He’s been through a lot.”

Laurie scoffed.

“He has a high pain threshold,” she said. “Our sex is always awesome after a fight.” She turned her attention to Becky and Jean. “Don’t you ladies feel it? Don’t the fights get you going?”

“Yes, they do,” Becky said.

Jean nodded slowly and with great uncertainty.

“Let’s go,” Laurie said. “I know a way back.”

We followed her. She led us out into the main concourse and then took an employes-only exit. The rent-a-cop waved her through. We followed her along a long curving corridor and then she darted through an unmarked door. We emerged in a screened-off area, large sheets hanging like temporary walls to provide individual spaces where the fighters got ready. We passed through a small doorway to the sound of spraying water, and stepped into a large marble shower area. Almost two dozen nude warriors washed the sweat and blood from their bodies. There were muscles everywhere. There were asses everywhere. Most importantly, at least to Becky and Jean, there were penises everywhere. Becky grinned broadly. Laurie aimed for Danny.

Jean stared.

The men did not give a shit that we saw them naked. They were battered and bruised, exhausted, weary. Most went back to washing themselves, but several watched Becky and Jean watch them. One man decided now was the best time to suds his cock and balls. He lathered himself for Becky and Jean. The ladies were mesmerized. Laurie threw herself into Danny’s arms. It appeared to me this was a ritual of theirs. Danny was not surprised to see her, and Laurie didn’t care much about the naked men around her. They hugged and kissed. He waved hello and we waved back.

“That,” Becky said, waving her hand towards the soapy naked men. “Is spectacular. Sweet Jesus, that’s yummy.”

“We should go,” I suggested.

Becky took one long last look and then turned away with me. We’d walked a hundred feet before we realized Jean was missing.

“I’ll go find her,” I said.

“And leave me alone and lost in this maze? No. I’ll find her and retrace my steps back to you, and then you can lead us out of here.”

I leaned against the wall.

“Go,” I said.

Becky hurried off.

I waited.

I waited some more.

I felt stupid sending Becky back to deal with naked men and I went hunting for them both.

Only two men showered now. The open area was otherwise empty. Danny and Laurie were gone but so was Danny’s big gym bag. They were probably on the way home by now. I started to wander through the area. Most of the fighters had departed, but a few lay resting on the ground, eyes closed. I visited each makeshift cubicle, checking left and then right. I passed a sheet wall and swung my head.

Jean was on her knees, sitting on her heels. Becky stood beside her. A naked gladiator stood before them both, fists on hips, gazing down as Becky stroked his big cock into Jean’s mouth. My thoughtful wife offered instruction to her innocent and inexperienced friend. She lifted the man’s ball sack on her palm and told Jean how to lick wide swaths across the sensitive skin. She held the man around the base of his shank and aimed the cock towards the back of Jean’s throat, explaining the best techniques for relaxing the jaw and avoiding the need to gag. Jean gagged anyway but insisted on sucking more cock. She acted ravenous and I wondered if I was witnessing the first penis in her mouth ever.

Becky happened to glance up and notice me. Our eyes met. I couldn’t read her expression, but I saw some kind of question there. I gave her a little nod, conveying my approval of her tutoring. My wife smiled gratefully and sank to her knees. She pulled that penis away from Jean and sucked it herself.

I had misunderstood the question in her eyes again.

She sucked for a moment and then withdrew the man, explaining something to Jean. The dude was in Heaven. Back and forth the women took turns on his cock. Soon, Becky dipped under to suck his balls while Jean bobbed inexpertly on the head and shaft. The man closed his eyes and leaned back. The women worked him over. There was plenty of room for both on his big dick. Becky’s passion grew and Jean followed along. Those women attacked the man.

Becky got him hard and throbbing and then, at the right moment, pushed him into Jean’s mouth. My wife held her friend’s head down as he bellowed. Jean’s eyes grew wide, but she obediently swallowed. The man poured a river down her throat. Jean gagged but kept sucking. Becky used her free hand to tease his balls.

When it was over, Becky pulled Jean’s mouth off the man. She seemed reluctant to go. My wife leaned over and kissed her best friend on the mouth and then helped Jean stand. The girl looked stunned. She’d just swallowed what I was sure was her first load ever. Becky put her arm around Jean’s shoulders and led her back to me. Jean turned shy when she saw me.

“Did you see me?” she asked.

“Most of it,” I said. “You did a great job.”

She smiled weakly. Becky got close and grabbed my face, kissing me deeply. She was hot to fuck. She grabbed my erection through my pants.

“Home and to bed?” I asked.

“No time for that,” she answered, reaching under her skirt to tug her panties down. “Fuck me.”

Jean backed off a step, suddenly realizing what was happening. She’d seen us through tent walls and crawling over each other in dark rooms, but she’d never seen us in full light. I unzipped and set my erection free, and Jean’s gaze went right to it. I felt a thrill. Becky crouched and took me in both hands, lovingly licking from balls to head. I didn’t expect Jean to join in, she’s respectful of boundaries, but I sure loved having her gaze locked on my hard cock. Becky liked it too. My wife showed off her cock-sucking talents to her naïve and inexperienced friend. Jean was uncomfortable at first but then moved closer to watch.

“Aren’t cocks magical?” Becky asked, laughing. “I simply love them.”

“You mean you love your husband’s cock?”

“Yes, but not just his. I love them all. They’re wonderful things. Like snowflakes, no two are exactly alike.”

My wife giggled. She stood and lifted her leg, placing it in my grip. I raised her leg even higher.

“Jean, Honey,” Becky said. “Since you’re down there, will you grab Cam’s cock and put it in me, please?”

I froze.

I hoped.

I prayed.

When I felt Jean’s fingers curl around my shaft, I moaned. How fucking hot was this? She moved my cock around searching for Becky’s opening. At last, she lined me up and I flexed my hips, sliding inches into my wife.

“You can touch him all you want,” Becky said. “Use your mouth too. It’s only fair.”

I almost died. I kissed Becky on the mouth. I felt Jean’s tentative touch when she lifted my balls on her fingertips. She was curious.

“I have a few questions,” she said, rolling my testicles around.

I pushed deeper, thrilled Jean’s face was so close. She must wonder how shit works between men and women. She must have a million questions about the male body. I was ready to be there for her. I’m your guinea pig, Jean. Use me.

“Is sperm stored in the balls or in the body?” she asked.

“In the balls,” I said.

“Is pee stored there too?”

“No. That’s kept separate, in the body.”

“But both come out the penis?”

“Yes.” This anatomy lesson was not what I’d hoped for. “They take different paths but, yes, both exit via the penis.”

Weirdest sex-talk ever. I pushed my cock all the way into Becky and she gasped. I withdrew and pushed in again.

Jean put my balls in her mouth. I groaned and Becky laughed.

“What’s she doing?”

“Sucking my balls,” I rasped.

“That’s so fucking hot. Give it to me hard while she holds you.”

I pumped my cock in and out, fucking Becky, but not so hard that I slipped from Jean’s mouth. I loved it in there. The pleasure from both women was almost too much to take. I breathed deep and focused on delaying my orgasm. Becky played with her clit, trying to get there fast.

“Do you want to fuck her?” my wife murmured. “I’ll let you.”

“I want to, but not here. We could get caught any second.”

Becky glanced around.

“Damn it. You’re right. Let’s go home.”

My wife lifted her leg over Jean’s head, pulling herself off my cock. We both gazed down at Jean sucking my balls. My wife bent my dick down and Jean licked up the shaft, proudly displaying her new skills for her teacher. She engulfed the head and sucked hard. I groaned.

“I taught her well,” Becky said.

“I’m grateful.”

Becky took my cock away from Jean, who pouted.

“What’s wrong?” she said. “Did I do something wrong?”

“Not at all,” my wife declared. “We need a bed to do this right, so it’s time to go home. I’m going to let Cameron fuck you. Would you like Cameron to fuck you?”

“Yes.”


Chapter 7

Jean was a little, terrified fawn. We peeled her baggy clothing away to reveal a breathtaking landscape of feminine curves. She was petite, and she was stunning. Her hair needed washing and probably a professional trim and her fingernails could use a manicure, but, God, what a body. Full, round, succulent breasts and flat stomach, firm ass, straight from the gym where she relentlessly worked off all her sexual frustrations. She was beyond shy, almost painfully recluse, and while my cock told me to dive in, my heart said go slowly. She was frightened.

Becky led the way. They’d been best friends for a long time, so it was best that Becky led the way. We started with a friendly shower. Now we had a reason to all be naked and, in my mind, a chance to wash her stringy hair. The girl is a book nerd. Studious, learned, brilliant at law but utterly lacking social skills. We undressed her and led her to our large walk-in shower and my dick gave away my true feelings, rising to strain for the ceiling. Men can’t hide shit. Truth be known, my raging hard on was probably the best thing for all of us. Every time doubts and insecurity flared in Jean, she looked down at my curved and veiny penis, throbbing with desire for her. Becky reassured Jean that there was no jealousy, and that she’d done nothing wrong. It took some coaxing, but she came around. The terrified little fawn vanished.

She became the lioness that had escaped her cage.

Jean was all over us, releasing years of pent-up lust. She’d been witness to countless sexual encounters between Becky and me, and she’d accumulated the yearning into a hurricane of desire. The girl craved pussy as much as cock. We lathered and rinsed and stumbled to bed, forgoing even a towel to dry off. Jean used her mouth like a weapon, attacking my dick and Becky’s pussy. She nibbled and bit and licked and sucked until we were squirming. Becky finally pinned the girl so we could stuff some cock in her to calm her down, but that only made everything worse. I pushed my hard cock into the girl, and she snarled and grabbed my hair. She rolled me over and slammed her hairy pussy down on me, riding like I was the mechanical bull down at Harper’s Place. She grabbed Becky and kissed her with wild passion while fucking herself on me. Her orgasm was unlike any I’d ever seen. Maybe it was her first. She shrieked and tossed her head, wet hair flying. She grabbed her big, gorgeous tits and pulled the nipples hard, stretching the swollen nubs like rubber.

Becky watched all this and got equally aroused. The women went at each other fiercely and I let them until it was time for me to throw Jean on her back and show her what a big hard cock can do. With one hand Becky covered Jean’s mouth and nose, cutting off air and controlling her. With the other she grabbed Jean by the throat and squeezed. Jean orgasmed again and honestly; she came so hard I thought she might die. Becky laughed with glee and then straddled Jean’s face, feeding the sexual novice hot wet cunt. Jean lapped it up. I pounded that sweet girl into our mattress.

Becky grabbed her phone and recorded the event. 

“Can I cum in her?” I asked my wife after a nice long time.

“Fill her up, husband.”

Jean groaned with powerful yearning. I was sure her pristine cunt had never taken dick, much less a big load of hot sperm. I hammered the poor girl even harder, striving to make tonight something she’d never forget. My cock expanded as my orgasm drew closer and Jean felt me getting bigger in there. Another climax ripped through her. Becky squealed with delight.

I released a flood.

Honestly, my orgasm shocked even me. The corruption of Jean added a powerful thrill to what we did, and I loved knowing I was the first man to empty his balls in her. She probably wasn’t a virgin but based off every reaction she’d ever had in front of us, but whoever that one dude was that fucked her first, if he existed, he’d worn a condom. When my first jet of hot semen smacked her cervix, Jean lost her shit. She thrashed under me as another orgasm followed the last. I pumped out buckets of the stuff and she writhed in ecstasy, feeling herself get filled. We were both left drained and stunned. After, I rolled aside and the women slipped into a tender sixty-nine. Becky ate my jizz out of her best friend’s cunt.

What a night.


Chapter 8

Some assholes had trashed our favorite campsite, so we spent the first hours putting things right. Teddy, Danny, and I hauled out backpacks full of trash. The dumpster was back by the ranger’s station, so it all took a while. We were sweaty, dusty, and thirsty by the time we got back, so Jean offered to grab beers. She served them in red plastic cups instead of the usual bottles. I asked Becky why Jean was being so nice, and she replied Jean wasn’t being nice, Danny was being a prankster.

“He knows, just like we all do, that Teddy will soon end up naked. The man is predictable. This time, however, Danny slipped a big blue Viagra into Teddy’s beer. That’s why the plastic cups were needed.”

“So he couldn’t see through the glass as the pill dissolved.”

“Right.”

We turned our attention to Teddy. He was drinking his beer and talking to Laurie.

“Harmless prank,” I said.

“We’ll see.”

“What could go wrong? It’s not like Teddy risks a heart attack.”

“We’ll see.”

We quenched our thirst on three beers and then Teddy announced he would wash the trail dust off by a jump in the river. He invited us to join him.

“Here we go,” Becky said. “Teddy’s excuse to get naked.”

We agreed it sounded like a good idea, and grabbed towels and blankets. Minutes later we were jumping in the water off the riverbank or swinging on the hanging rope to land farther out. The brisk water felt fantastic. The beer we had earlier joined forces with the beers we drank right now, and everyone caught a good buzz. Even shy Jean. Danny was the first to remove his trunks and Laurie surprised us by removing her bikini top, freeing the largest set of tits in the camp. That got Becky to join her and that led Teddy to shed his shorts, allowing his long thick cock to flop around as he played in the river.

“He’s so skinny,” Becky said.

“I like it,” Jean commented, leaving us to sit on the river bank.

Soon, Teddy’s cock began to grow. We all hid our laughter.

“He has such a nice cock,” Becky said. “Too bad he’s off limits.”

“That’s right,” I agreed. “He is.”

“Why, though? You got to fuck Jean. How is that fair?”

“Is that why you offered Jean? Did you give me Jean for the right to fuck Teddy?”

“No.”

“Then Teddy is off limits. It’s different for men. I’m still traumatized over those men at the swinger’s club.”

“I call bullshit on the trauma. You liked it.”

“Honey,” I said. “For men, sex is ownership. Women don’t see it that way. For women, sex is intimacy. Men feel like if we cum inside her, she’s ours.”

“So, you think Jean belongs to you?”

“No, that’s different. Jean has no man. Jean is a free woman.”

“Oh. I get it now. Only women with men can be taken. This is a power-struggle-thing between males.”

“That’s right.”

“That means those swinger men that fucked me and came in me, they own me?”

“Yes. At that time.”

“Do they still?”

“No. I reasserted ownership as soon as I reclaimed you.”

“Reclaimed me?”

“As soon as I fucked you and came in you.”

“This is some primitive, misogynistic shit. Ownership. Men are so weird.”

“There’s no arguing that.”

“I should be insulted but I’m not. I kind of like the idea. I think I agree, actually. When a man fucks me, I do feel like I’m his. It’s sexy.”

The mood was extra playful and one by one we all caved and ended up skinny-dipping. Even Jean, after a while, slipped out of her pants and sweatshirt and joined us in the water. No one said anything but we all shared a knowing look. Teddy was shocked to discover Jean was so sexy under all her clothing. Now the Viagra had something to latch onto and Teddy’s cock began to expand. He tried to hide it by staying in waist-deep water but the rest of us, in on the joke, coaxed him out by throwing the football around. He’d jump high to catch it and we all saw what had happened to him. I intentionally threw it poorly and he had to leave the water to retrieve it. He was fully erect, big and hard. His cock curved gently towards the blue sky. We died laughing.

“All right,” he said, standing on the shore, hands on hips. “What did you shitheads do to me? This ain’t right.”

We doubled over. The man stood there bewildered. His cock was red and angry, a long tusk throbbing for no real reason. I think secretly he enjoyed showing it off, but he had to act annoyed. All eyes were on him, which is what he always wanted.

“Let me know if you need help with that,” Becky called out, teasing.

“Yes,” Laurie laughed. “We’ll get a team of girls together. That’s too much dick for one woman.”

We all sensibly chuckled, and Teddy beamed. He loved the attention.

“Never mind, Teddy,” Laurie called out. “That’s too much dick even for all of us. You need to find a gay club and turn about ten guys loose on that thing.”

We were all laughing at him, but Ted did not care. He laughed with us. We all played in the water until we were tired and hungry. It was getting dark so we headed back to camp. Becky dragged me to our tent the moment we returned.

“I need to suck it,” she whispered.

“Do you only want mine because you just spent hours staring at Ted’s?”

“Yes,” she scoffed. “Laurie is sucking off Danny right now. Jean is doing whatever Jean does when she’s horny. Imagine me and Laurie and Jean all sitting around with our legs wide open. You’d be horny too.”

“Hang on, let me picture that.”

She socked my arm.

“As if you haven’t a million times already. Now, gimme.”

I didn’t argue. Becky dove on my cock, treating me like a king.

The smell of barbecue soon drew us out of our tent. Lanterns hung here and there. Jean cooked ribs on the open grill. We all wore shorts and T-shirts, but Teddy walked around with a towel tied around his waist, his large erection, still going strong, made a tent of it.

“How long will this fucking thing last?” he grumbled. “Joke’s over.”

Becky and Laurie opened their mouths to say something sarcastic, but Jean spoke first.

“I can help you with that, Theodore” she stammered. “I know what to do now.”

Everyone stopped dead. All eyes swung her way. She’d tried for a quiet comment hopefully unnoticed, but she’d grabbed everyone’s attention.

“You’re an attractive woman, Jean,” Teddy began, ready to run his game on Jean like he did on every woman.

He never finished what he was going to say. The hard look Becky gave him ended that. No way would Becky see Jean get her heart broken.

“That’s super sweet, Jean,” he said. “But maybe a bad idea since we’re friends.”

“No,” Becky said. “I’m sorry. It’s none of my business. You kids go ahead. I’ll take over the grill.”

“You can’t cook for shit,” Danny said. “I’ll take over the grill.”

“Thank God,” Becky sighed, laughing.

Teddy took Jean’s hand and led her to his tent. She was nervous, anxious, but determined to leave the old version of herself behind. They crawled inside and we watched the flap close. The zipper came down. We looked at each other, amazed.

“Oh, my God,” Laurie murmured. “Opposites attract.”

“Can you imagine Jean learning about sex on Teddy’s big cock? What a nightmare. Poor girl. Ted better go easy on her. She’ll be traumatized.”

We all stared at Teddy’s tent. Soon, Jean’s moan of unrivaled pleasure drifted through the camp. The men smiled. The women shivered. Becky turned to look at me.

“Don’t be angry,” she said.

“Angry? Angry about what? What do I have to be angry about?”

Becky stood and turned her back on us.

“Don’t be angry,” she said again.

She walked quickly to Teddy’s tent.

Holy shit!

She lifted the zipper and passed through, zipping the tent closed behind her. Danny and Laurie looked at me, shocked.

“Becky and Jean are really close,” I offered.

“I’m sure Teddy and Becky will have nothing to do with each other,” Laurie thoughtfully suggested. “Becky is just being there for Jean.”

“Thanks, Laurie,” I said.

“Are you crazy?” Danny asked his wife. “You know Ted. He’s going to fuck the brains out of both women. Listen, you’ll hear it. Plus, there’s no way Becky controls herself. We all know how much she loves sex. She’ll be on Teddy like—”

Danny noticed the stern look Laurie was giving him.

“Oh,” he said. “I get it. Sorry, Cameron.”

I controlled my emotions. Teddy is my best friend. Becky is my wife. This was awkward as hell. Anxiety rose in me like magma.

“My wife—” I began, but stopped, because Becky issued a heartfelt moan, and it was a sound that cut right through me. It was the sound of Teddy easing his big cock deep. We all turned to look at Teddy’s tent.

Inside, one of them turned the lantern higher and we saw clear silhouettes of their bodies on the tent wall. Their shadows moved and Becky rolled onto her back with her legs resting on Teddy’s shoulders. The outline of his thick cock was poised, aimed at my vulnerable wife beneath him. Jean and Becky made out while Teddy sucked my wife’s toes. Jean reached around and grabbed Teddy’s fat cock to lead him forward. Becky’s ass rose as Teddy sank his hard inches into her.

“Dear Lord,” Laurie breathed. “I can almost feel that.”

“Yeah,” Danny muttered.

We sat transfixed. The shadows told us everything. Teddy held himself over Becky and repeatedly plunged his drug-induced stiffness into my wife. Jean moved over Becky into a half-sixty-nine, aligning mouths over breasts, and the women feasted on each other’s tits. Laurie squirmed in her seat.

Becky’s moan shattered me again.

“Maybe you should take a walk?” Laurie suggested.

I shook my head.

“That would be worse. My imagination would murder me.”

Danny nodded with understanding, but his eyes never left the erotic scene unfolding before us. Jean lifted her face so she and Teddy could kiss and then she returned to Becky’s breasts. Teddy pulled all the way out, briefly, just long enough to offer Jean his wet cock. Our friend dove on his erection, stroking with both hands and sucking. We heard the slurps all the way out here. Jean soon bent Teddy down again and guided him into my wife. He began to fuck Becky. My wife cupped her tits and offered them to both. Teddy and Jean met at her nipples, sucking and licking, driving Becky higher. Jean teased Becky’s clit. Teddy never broke his rhythm, even when Becky went rigid beneath him and cried out in orgasm. He fucked her all the way through it. He kept fucking her, smooth, deep strokes, until she lifted her legs high and orgasmed again.

“Goddamn,” Laurie muttered. “How can you just sit here?”

“There are reasons,” I said.

My stomach tied itself in knots. How easy it had been for me to fuck Jean. Becky had handled it without breaking a sweat. Now the tide had turned, and I was the one watching, and I couldn’t catch my breath. Those shadows burned into my brain. This was no anonymous male body in the dark. This was Teddy. I groaned in agony. Laurie placed a comforting hand on my shoulder.

Teddy rolled Becky out of the way and positioned Jean on all fours. He got behind her, stiff cock ready. Becky told him to wait a minute and then slid into a sixty-nine again but this time with Jean’s pussy directly above her face. My wife reached up and took Teddy in her hand and guided the big stud into Jean. Our shy friend hung her head, overcome with emotions and the sensation of being filled. Becky let Teddy stroke a few times and then shuffled closer to the man, sucking his swinging ball sack into her mouth while he fucked Jean. He gasped at the fantastic sensations. My wife slathered his hanging scrotum while he plowed Jean and the chorus of passionate sounds drove me insane. We all felt their desire. How many times over the years had Becky laid eyes on a naked Teddy and wanted him? How many times over the years had Teddy seen Becky and I do something sexual and wished she was doing it to him? Jean too. Forever on the outside but no more. Not now. Jean had years of wanting to unleash her passion. Those three ravaged each other. This was their moment.

“Take me to bed, Danny,” Laurie told her husband. “I can’t watch anymore. Take me to bed and fuck the life out of me.”

“Yes ma’am,” Danny said, quickly standing and offering Laurie his hand.

“I’m so, so sorry,” Laurie told me. “I’m so sorry to leave you out here all alone.” She gestured towards Teddy’s tent. “With that. Can you join them?”

I sadly shook my head.

“No.”

“Jerk off,” Danny said. “That might make you feel a little better.”

“Thanks.”

Danny and Laurie marched away, kissing passionately, on their way to a hot fuck. They’d taken only a few steps when the sound of Becky’s first moan reached us. I turned my full attention to the canvas wall, and they did too. Becky groaned, louder this time, and with deep satisfaction. She loved whatever it was that Teddy did to her. Danny and Laurie gazed at me with compassionate understanding, and then continued to their tent.

Teddy fucked Jean for a long time. Shadows danced. Becky alternated between licking his cock and licking Jean’s swollen clit. Eventually, he withdrew to lie on his back. Becky held his hard cock upright and both women lowered their eager mouths to pleasure the man, everything blending into a mass of shadow.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

After a while the blob separated and Becky’s silhouette straddled the man and sank onto him.

“I’ve wanted this cock forever,” my wife said.

“Me too,” Jean added.

“Well, you have me now, ladies.”

His hands went to Becky’s tits and Jean ducked her head under to lick his balls while Becky fucked him. I wondered how long this could go on and then remembered Danny had fed the man an entire Viagra. Combine that with Teddy’s natural studliness, and this could last all night. Jean left his balls to set her pussy on his face and the man fucked up into Becky while he ate Jean. Both women were soon making sounds like they were about to orgasm.

Becky leaned over Jean’s back and ground her hips against him. I only had the shadowy outline of all they did but some things are universal. I’d seen her do this same move on me countless times. It hurt to see her now doing the same to him. She was savoring his body, treasuring the sensations of his cock buried inside her. I reminded myself for the hundredth time that I had fucked Jean, and it was best for all of us if I simply sat and took what unfolded now, but it wasn’t easy.

Jean came before Becky, racing from last place to shriek like a banshee as Teddy’s tongue whipped her into a frenzy. Becky was next, whimpering before whining before growling and forcing her hips all the way down, forcing Teddy as deep as possible and then a little deeper still. He had to be rammed against her cervix. My wife climaxed hard and loud, her cries echoing through the forest around us. Teddy was hot on her tail, bellowing as my wife’s gripping pussy turned him into a fountain. His legs rose and fell with each hot blast he pumped into her. Teddy was spurting inside Becky. Why, oh why, couldn’t he have chosen Jean?

This could never be undone. From this instant and going forward into eternity, he will always have had my wife. Would our friendship survive? I couldn’t fault the man. Becky had gone to him. Maybe he was a little to blame since he loved parading around naked. But that was just crazy, irresponsible, big-dick Teddy. Take him or leave him and for years Becky and I and all the others simply accepted that’s who Teddy was. No, this landed squarely at Becky’s feet. She’d even told me not to get mad before she left me sitting there and entered Teddy’s tent.

Becky made sounds like she was having another orgasm, like his fat and spurting cock felt so good in there he’d made her cum again.

What could I do?

I doused the campfire and returned to our tent to wait for my wife.


Chapter 9

They must have enjoyed a second round. Maybe even a third. Becky did not return for almost two hours. I lay in our tent in agony, catching the occasional moan of pleasure drifting over from Teddy’s place.

I was a tight ball of nerves when I finally heard the crunch of feet in the pine needles outside. The flap opened. Becky slipped through. She’d not bothered to fully dress, walking the distance from his tent to ours wearing only lacy panties and flipflops. Let the others see. Nothing was a secret anymore.

“If I understand how these things work,” she said, mischievously. “I believe you are now required to reclaim me. Is that correct? Teddy owns me until you fill me with seed of your own. Right now, I carry Teddy in me, so, I’m his.”

Heat exploded inside my body. I jumped the distance between us. Becky yelped, surprised. I dragged her to the ground, all ceremony gone, and kicked my boxers off while I ripped her panties away. I forced her legs open with my hips.

“Yeah,” she breathed, swinging her legs around me and exhaling sperm breath in my face. “Fuck your nasty little wife.”

I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, exposing her throat. I forced my teeth against her skin and bit, hard, but not too hard. She gasped, shocked by my ferocity. I held her head to the ground. I frantically crawled forward and my cock, hard and ready since I heard her first steps approach, speared her tender cunt, and sank all the way in. My wife groaned from the penetration, so soon after her savage fucking with him. She didn’t back away though. She wanted me to fuck her hard.

I did. God, I did. Space was limited but that didn’t stop me from throwing her around our tent. I drove my cock as deep as possible on every thrust, trying to take her back from him. She surprised me, and herself, with a quick but strong orgasm.

“I want it!” she hissed. “Hard! Fuck me hard, Baby.”

I did, but that only showed her how her words could affect me.

“Fuck me as hard as Teddy just did,” she growled. “He feels so big.”

I lost my mind. White noise filled my head. My hips took over, driving a cock hard as steel into her over and over. There was no kissing. There was nothing tender or loving. There was raw and savage lust pouring out from us both. The white noise faded into an internal silence blocking all other sounds. Only my howl of orgasm pierced the veil. Then I was raving as cum gushed out of me and into her fucking cheating cunt. I pinned her to the ground and pumped my huge load deep.

I returned to myself slowly. Where the fuck was I? The tent walls and sleeping bags came into focus and then she did too, curled up under my arm. A small, satisfied grin curled her lips.

“And now I’m yours again,” she murmured, snuggling close. “I like this sexy game. Let’s play again soon.”


Chapter 10

Becky entered our home and dropped her briefcase on the floor. She threw her head back and wailed.

“Mister fucking Lewis asked me on a date!” she cried.

I flew out of my chair in the living room. Lewis is the CEO and Chairman of the Board at Becky’s firm. He loves to sample the ladies. He’s fifteen years her senior but you’d never know it by looking at him. Amazing genes. Maybe some cosmetic surgery here and there too.

“Refuse,” I said.

“Why? What reason do I have? He’s handsome and smart and fit and attractive and he’s dated every girl in the office. They all hope he asks them out again. If I refuse his advances, what reason do I give?”

“Don’t give a reason at all. Just say no.”

She was shaking her head as I spoke.

“It does not work like that, Cam. All the women want him. They all go on dates with him, even if they have boyfriends. Hell, some of the married women have dated him and hidden it from their husbands. One woman did refuse, and he had to find out why. He’s that vain. He’s narcissistic. He discovered she was a lesbian and made sure we all knew that was her reason for rejecting him. The fucker outed her to protect his weak ego. If I say no, he’ll need to find out why. He’ll discover we got married and that’s it, we’re fucked. We’re fired and we’re sued into oblivion. We make really good money. Because we’ve violated the contract we signed, we’ll get blacklisted at every law firm in this city. Our whole world will come tumbling down.”

She had a point.

“How did you get out of it? Does he think you’re a lesbian now? What excuse did you give?”

She threw her hands in the air, exasperated.

“Excuse? Are you listening to me at all, Honey? He asked me out on a date. Of course I said yes. I had to.”

My heart sank.

“He’ll try something with you.”

Her face softened, like she was exercising incredible patience with me.

“Baby, what do you think I’ve been trying to explain all this time? Yes. That’s the word around the office. He always tries something. He almost always succeeds. A few girls have walked out of their date and their job, but most don’t. He pays that well.”

“What are you going to do?”

She smiled weakly.

“What do you think? Everyone believes I’m single. They know from conversations I’m straight. They believe I don’t even have a boyfriend, much less a husband. The entire office will notice if I refuse.”

At last, I was beginning to understand. She wasn’t telling me so we could talk about it. She was telling me, so I was aware.

“You’re going to fuck him.”

“I feel like I have to.”

“You could quit. Walk away like the others.”

“We can’t live on one salary, and what if he investigates my reason for rejecting him? He’ll learn about us, and you’ll lose your job too.”

“You’re going to fuck your boss and there’s nothing we can do about it.”

“Probably. They say he’s amazing in bed. We will go to dinner and chat. Maybe he won’t find me attractive. He might not want me. If you have any ideas on how we can avoid this, I’d love to hear them.”

“We could kill him.”

She scoffed.

“Yes, that would prevent our going on a date. But we might both lose our jobs over something like that.”

I groaned with frustration. She stepped close and wrapped me in her arms.

“Maybe it won’t be so bad,” she said. “I’ve been fucked by Teddy. I’ve been fucked by those men at the swingers’ club. I sucked that fighter’s cock. Maybe this will just be another crazy thing we’ve done. It won’t mean anything.”

“I’m still not over the Teddy thing.”

“Don’t pout, Lover. You know there was no way Jean could have handled him alone. He would have destroyed her. She needed me. I had to be there for her.”

“You have wanted to fuck him for years.”

She did not respond. We’d gone back and forth over that event several times. We always deadlocked at the same place. She fucked Teddy, I fucked Jean. As far as she was concerned, we were even. The issue was behind us. Maybe she was right, but I was having a hard time letting go.

“How about this?” she said. “I’ll tell you which restaurant he takes me to for dinner, which movie or play he takes me to afterwards, and which hotel or motel he tries for at the end of our evening. You can sit at home and wait for me, or you can get in the car and follow us around. Maybe you’ll feel better if you can keep an eye on me. Maybe you’ll feel involved, like it’s something we’re doing to him instead of him doing to you. I know how you men are. You’ll be feeling like I belong to him, like I’m his, not yours.”

“That’s true.”

“Then follow us around. You’ll see everything I do. You’ll feel better.”

We kissed.


Chapter 11

Becky looked lovely.

Earlier tonight I watched her prepare for her date and there are few things in life that twist a knife in your guts like watching your wife prepare for a date. She showered and curled her hair and all the usual things she does before going out, but then she included extra little things, thoughtful things, things that drove a spear through my heart. If Clarence made his way under her Armani dress tonight, he’d discover see-through black lace panties she’s never worn before. He’d discover she wore no bra, and a pussy so closely trimmed it almost looked shaved. We both knew she’d mostly likely need to fuck the man, but did she have to so enjoy preparing for it? Tonight was no burden for her. Tonight was an opportunity. She could whine about the pressures forcing her to give in, but I clearly saw her eagerness to do so.

“He’ll fuck me and move on to the next girl,” she’d said. “That’s his pattern. I’d draw a lot more attention from him by refusing. Let’s just give him what he wants and then wave goodbye to the fucker.”

He’d taken her to Elaine’s, the nicest, most expensive restaurant in town. I sat watching her from the bar area, staring across the restaurant floor. I sipped my drink and pretended to check my phone and watched my wife laugh and have a good time. She’d glanced my way for the first half-hour, but by now she was into the date. Clarence was an attractive man. There was no denying that. The dude was a stud any woman would want. He had brains, looks, money, and a great body. I wanted to hate him, but I couldn’t. He’d made something of himself. He was a womanizer but that was only possible because they all wanted him, too. He liked seducing and fucking beautiful, attractive women. I couldn’t fault him for that. So did I. He just did it better than me.

At the moment, he was doing it to my wife.

Eventually they finished dinner and he excused himself. Becky fired off a quick text, explaining that after he finished washing his hands, they were headed for his penthouse.

Sorry to exclude you for the rest of our night, she wrote. This is not what we planned. Looks like I’m going to be alone with him. Sorry Baby.

My blood turned cold. A shiver raced up my spine. Clarence returned from the restroom and offered Becky his hand. She rose and they left together. What could I do? A penthouse would have security. A penthouse would be on the top floor. I was no peeping Tom, nor would I risk getting arrested.

I would go home and wait, which was the opposite of our plan, but I had no options. I could wait here at the bar, but I wanted to be ready for Becky the moment she walked through our front door. Reclaim? No. I would fuck her to death.

But my wife did not come home all night.

I paced our place in agony. I screamed into sofa pillows. I got one text message many hours later. A picture of Clarence sleeping peacefully on his side, nude, a hefty cock hanging down, the head and about an inch of shaft resting on the bed. They’d fucked to exhaustion and Becky had risked a picture in the dark. I later learned he’d awakened an hour after she took that photo and fucked her again several times.

She arrived home at dawn, but in no condition to fuck. She was sore, tender, dripping, weary and worn out. She kissed me sweetly with salty lips and tongue and stumbled to bed, promising to make the night up to me.

That was it. She was asleep in seconds. I held the covers over her and scrutinized her body. She had pink handprints on her ass, both cheeks. She had dried cum in her hair and around her mouth. Streaks of semen began at her swollen cunt and ran down her inner thighs on both legs. Bite marks dented her skin all around her throat, her back, her stomach. Her tender nipples looked raw.

One man had done all this?

I lifted the covers higher to see a clear shot of her pussy. Her labia were parted slightly, still gaping. Slippery milk oozed and trickled down to soak our mattress. His sperm leaked from my wife to soak our mattress. Fucking hell.

My dick was rock-hard. I was ready. I needed to reclaim my wife, but I wasn’t going to fuck her unconscious body. I’m not a monster. I wanted her so badly the bones inside me ached, crying out for release, but I could do nothing but stare.


Chapter 12

We got home from work at the same time, each bursting with news.

“You go first,” I said.

“Our two companies are hosting a banquet to celebrate the successful merger we’ve spent the last year working on. You and I will be there together, along with everyone else from our two companies.”

“I have the same announcement. They just told us at the firm.”

“I have additional news,” she said, turning serious. “I will go as Clarence’s date.”

“What?”

“I’m sorry!”

“What happened to one and done and see you later, fucker?”

“He says he enjoyed our night together so much he wants to see me again. I’m going out with him again tonight. I need to shower and get ready.”

“Killing him is looking better and better.”

She laughed.

“This won’t last. You know what kind of man he is. He’ll get bored with me any second now. The next cute girl that catches his eye means he’s finished with me. Be patient.”

“I was planning on fucking you tonight.”

“Maybe you can still do that. We’re only meeting for dinner.”

“Then back to his penthouse.”

“Maybe. I’ll try to get away and come home. I’m sorry, Baby.”

Another night spent in anguish. I waited until the time for a simple dinner-date came and went and then embraced the truth. She’d be gone until morning again. Last time I saved my load for her only to have her collapse when she walked through our door. Not this time. When no texted message arrived, I knew he was bust fucking her brains out again. I stripped and laid on our bed, jacking off slowly to images in my mind, images of Becky taking big cock.

I came hard.


Chapter 13

Tonight’s event was formal. I sat in my tuxedo and watched Clarence fawn over Becky at the other end of our huge banquet table. The ballroom held sixteen of these massive tables and every employee from both firms, including the senior partners and vice presidents, were in attendance as well. Our two companies had been enemies for the last year, negotiating on opposite sides of this giant merger deal, each side meeting their fiduciary responsibilities, but now we were friends. All parties were thrilled with the outcome.

I was not thrilled with Clarence’s hand resting on Becky’s exposed knee.

He’d purchased a Versace dress for her to wear tonight and it tiptoed the line of impropriety. Way too much cleavage showing, way too much leg, way too much bare back. Becky was thrilled with all the attention. My wife loves all eyes on her, especially male eyes. Clarence wanted to make all the men in the room jealous and he was succeeding far better than he realized. I was churning on the inside.

Becky was having a blast.

She loved his attention. All the women wanted that man. They’d all slept with him in the hopes they could hook him. Becky had slept with him to move him along and she’d had the opposite effect. He was hooked on her. They were like newlyweds at that end of the table, all over each other. Nobody would say shit to them. Clarence Lewis was a top dog.

Becky risked a casual glance my way, curious if I watched. I watched. A coy smile flashed before she hid it. To her this was simply a game. She didn’t fully understand the male mind. She loves our attention but does not fathom our ways. She knew I’d reclaim her no matter what she did and that gave her license to do as she pleased. All would be forgiven once I fucked her unconscious.

Her hand slipped off her lap to discreetly land in his. I saw her fingers squeeze the thick rod they found there. I was surprised by his girth. No wonder she loved getting fucked by this older man so much. She crossed her legs to hide what she did, but everyone knew not to look at them. Cross him and Lewis would have you cleaning out your desk by midnight.

Dinner was served and then they opened the bar. Knots of people milled about. I joined many conversations but always with one eye on Becky. He left her alone to speak with a group of older men and I meandered close.

“Miss me?” she murmured.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

“He’s going to do that first.”

“Jesus, Becky.”

She giggled.

“It’s true. He has a room upstairs. Eleven-oh-one. He wants to leave soon and skip the rest of this shindig. I love how much he wants me. Have you seen the way he looks at me? Jesus. I get wet.”

“I want you that much.”

“Don’t pout. You’ll have me the rest of our lives. He only has me for now. Besides, we have the best sex ever after he’s fucked me. I look forward to it.”

I ordered a drink and pretended to ignore her.

“He asked if I’d be comfortable with a threesome. Another man.”

I choked.

“What did you say?”

“I said of course, of course. I would be. Two men at the same time sounds wonderful. I think he wants to reward a senior partner.”

“And you’re the prize?”

“I am. Apparently, I have a decent fan club at the firm. There’s a group of men there that adore me. They place bets on what I’ll wear to work. The comment on how good I look each day. Chauvinist, but you know me. I like it.”

“That’s real professional.”

“I said don’t pout.”

“Here he comes.”

She turned her back on me without a word. Clarence came up and took her elbow and asked if she was all right with leaving soon. She answered loud enough for me to hear.

“I am if it means you’re going to fuck me with that big cock.”

“That’s exactly what I’m going to do,” he said.

I strolled away and then slipped out of the ballroom. I made my way to the reservation desk.

“Is room eleven-oh-three available for the night?” I asked. “I stayed there a few years ago and loved the view. I’d like it again.”

The clerk checked his computer. It was, so I slapped my credit card on the counter. I provided the necessary information and signed the register. I grabbed the keycard. No sense in returning to the party, so I aimed for the elevators. I flashed the card, the light turned green, and I entered the too big room. I’d overpaid but who cares? I locked the door behind me and walked onto the balcony. As I’d suspected, eleven-oh-one, right next door, also had a balcony and the curtains and sheers, just like my curtains and sheers, were wide open to accentuate the view of the city lights. If I was careful, I could lean over the railing and see around the wall into their room. Risky, but not really. Their huge bed was against the opposite wall. Perfect. Clarence would be obsessed with Becky, and she’d be obsessed with his dick. Neither would even think to enjoy the view. I turned off all the lights in my room and buttoned my black coat all the way up.

I did not wait long.

Their muffled voices alerted me. Becky laughed happily and then he rumbled something, and she laughed harder. I heard their front door thud closed. I heard car keys hit countertops and a bathroom door close and I dared to peek around the dividing wall. Clarence was shedding his tuxedo while looking at his phone, absentmindedly sliding the huge glass door wide, airing out the stuffy room.

The bathroom door opened, and Becky floated out. He’d apparently purchased lingerie for her to go with the dress, because she wore it now and I’d never seen her wear it at home. It stung that she wore something so sexy for him and not me, but, God, she looked mouthwatering. He staggered back a step, struck like a bell.

“Becky,” he said. “You are lovelier every time I see you.”

Her eyes glittered. She was pleased with the look in his eyes.

“Get out of that tux,” she said. “You need to unwrap your present.”

She watched while he undressed. He was in great shape, the bastard, but I had to stifle a gasp when his pants came down. His cock was a beauty, bigger in real life than the dimly lit photo she’d sent. He was already partially swollen, anticipating Becky’s touch, and that added to his length and girth. He tossed the last of his clothing aside and they both stood there regarding each other. His cock expanded and rose higher with every heartbeat. He ogled my wife, clearly excited by the sight of her. Becky had to be in Heaven. She loves showing off. She held herself still, allowing the man to gawk. He walked a slow circle around her, eyes crawling over every inch. My wife trembled with anticipation. By the time he completed the circle, his cannon cock was hard and pointed at her.

“You make me feel sexy,” she murmured.

“You are sexy. You’re stunning. I can’t believe you’re single.”

She chuckled softly.

“I’m single and I’m drenched,” she said.

“You know how to make a man feel special. You can have any man you want yet you pick me.”

“I can say the same,” she said. “I know you’ve enjoyed the other women at the office. I thought you’d use me and move on, but you stayed.”

“Because you’re something special. There’s no hint of a transaction with you. All the other women used sex to hopefully get something more from me. Not you. You are here for the sex. You genuinely want to fuck me. You genuinely love my cock.”

“I do. That beautiful beast makes me feel wonderful things.”

Becky let her eyes drift down his body to his straining erection. She stared at the thick meaty spear, her appreciation real. He saw it. He saw the look in her eyes.

“You long to suck on it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she said.

“You always want to suck on it. Every time we get together, you go straight for my cock. At the office. In the car. At the restaurant. Anywhere, anytime.”

Becky giggled, embarrassed.

“I love it. I love that beefy tube. You sure know what to do with it.”

“Biggest you’ve had?”

“Oh, yes,” she answered. “Biggest and most lovely.”

“Dicks can be lovely?”

“Can pussies?”

“Hell yes.”

“Cocks too. I love them.”

They regarded each other again, rampant desire obvious and barely held in check. They enjoyed this moment, knowing what was about to happen.

“I’d like you to leave the lingerie on tonight. Is that all right? You look so good. You’ve made me so hard.”

“I’d like that. I get hot wearing it.”

“Did you notice how everyone looked at you tonight?”

“Because they know I’m with you.”

He shook his head.

“That’s partly the reason,” he said. “But the main reason is how breathtaking you are. You turn heads, male and female. All eyes were on Becky.”

This fucker knew exactly the path to her heart. Or maybe it was the path to her pussy. Either way, her bravado melted as her lust grew. She had to have him.

Becky moved closer to the man, eyes glued to his dick. His ego must be soaring to have this hot babe so mesmerized. I expected her to grab his cock, but she didn’t. She knelt reverently, holding her face close, and studied each veiny inch.

“God blessed you,” she said.

“I always assumed it was the devil that gave me that dick.”

“Maybe so,” she said, laughing. “I bet there are times it’s felt more like a curse than a blessing.”

“So many times.”

My wife folded her heels under and sat on them. She rested her hands in her lap.

“You remembered,” he said, pleased.

“No hands,” she said. “Mouth only.”

She leaned forward and opened wide, then looked up his body to establish eye contact. He waited. He allowed her to do all the work. She shuffled her knees closer still, easing his cock between her lips. Their eyes never left each other.

The many intimate and familiar acts that passed between them was a red-hot spear shoved into my heart. How much sex had they shared? Far more than I knew about, that was clear. She’d confessed in broad terms, admitting they do it often, but for self-preservation reasons, I’d avoided thinking about what that meant. His comment about sex at the office was news to me but of course they’d have sex at the office. I’d just denied the idea, never even allowing myself to consider it. I saw now they were well acquainted lovers. That clear intimacy burned me hotter than seeing her mouth on him.

She slowly closed her lips around the shaft, just behind the head. He gasped softly. Her eyes closed. There was nothing false about the pleasure she received by holding his throbbing cock in her mouth. Her expression told me everything. Twists of fate might have brought her to this moment, to this place, but she was thrilled to be here, she was happy to be on her knees before this man, servicing him.

He rested a gentle hand on her head, gazing at her adoringly.

“I might be falling in love with you,” he murmured.

Becky groaned from a surge of deep emotion. Her shoulders sagged but her cheeks dented as she vacuumed the man’s cock. He gasped loud but made no other move and my wife wiggled her lips farther down his dick.

His words of confession had hit her hard. I nearly panicked. My heart raced from a jolt of adrenaline. What did his falling in love with my wife mean for us? I couldn’t imagine anything good. Becky now sucked his cock with true reverence. Her heart-felt moans drifted through the air to me. She moved slowly down his shaft, adjusting her throat and jaw, gradually taking inch after inch. She was already farther than she’d ever been able to go on mine. She’d learned to deep throat on him. Yes, I’d benefit too, but damn. She’d learned to deep throat on another man’s cock. She’d learned that skill to please him.

Energized by his loving words, Becky turned ravenous. She choked herself, forcing the head down her throat. She bent and twisted her neck to get him deeper, salivating like crazy. Drool soon dripped from his large testicles. I pity hotel carpeting. She gagged and paused, catching her breath, and then choked herself on his dick again. Finally, her hands rose to curl around his thick shaft. She began to stroke him, fingers gliding easily through slippery spit. She looked heartbreaking, seated demurely in her sexy lingerie, so eager to please this man. She sucked and bobbed until his dick looked ready to burst. She pulled him out of her mouth, panting.

“Get it in me,” she groaned, and my heart shattered to hear her use those words on him. Those were always the words she used on me. “I need it,” she whined.

Clarence walked backwards towards the large bed. Becky dutifully followed, careful to keep his dick in her mouth. He laid on his back and she kept him upright. She held him vertical as she crawled up his body. With one knee raised and one planted on the bed, my wife placed his large bulbous head at her opening. She began to sit.

Both moaned as his thick cock sank into her. She used her weight to drive him all the way up and in. I watched her tight cunt swallow an inch at a time until his big ball sack rested against her asshole. She moved her hips in small circles, stirring her insides with his meat.

“I’m going to cum fast,” she whimpered. “You always feel amazing.”

“Cum as fast as you’d like,” he rumbled. “We have all night.”

He grabbed her tits through the lacy lingerie, squeezing. My wife groaned and ground her hips down on him. She grabbed his hands on her tits and held him there, rocking her pelvis. Her orgasm was approaching like a freight train.

“Here it comes,” she whimpered. “You’re so big.”

Becky stared at the ceiling, mouth open, body slowly clenching as her climax drew near. Her hips rocked faster and then she was slammed by it.

“Fuck!” she cried. “Fuck yes! So good aaaaaahh!”

Her hips were a blur rocking back and forth on the man. He held onto her tits, and she held onto his hands. Her toes were curled into fists and her cries of wild pleasure shredded me. She was cumming so hard! She looked even sexier orgasming while dressed in lingerie. I wished I could play with my dick while I watched her fuck, but I couldn’t risk the movement drawing their eyes. His thick cock stretched her tight opening into a white ring, sliding up and down his slick pole, polishing him. Her orgasmed went on and on, driving her insane. When she finally began to slow, she paused at the top of his cock and slipped him out. She nudged him back an inch and began to sit again.

“Fuck my ass,” she rasped.

She held his head at her puckered ring and eased her weight down. Her sphincter opened around the large head, another opening stretching to accept his thick cock. I was stunned. She was giving him everything. His hard dick vanished gradually, pulling in the skin around as it traveled into her depths. Her moans became louder and more frequent. His tusk slowly conquered her ass.

She began lifting and dropping her hips again, fucking herself on his meat. She began to play with her clit while she rode his dick and soon those familiar sounds returned. She was going to orgasm again, this time with his cock up her ass.

Suddenly she was screaming through clenched teeth. Her body locked down, rigid as her climax slammed her. Flecks of spit escaped as she grunted and groaned, cumming harder than I can remember. She made animal sounds, driving her ass onto his lap and driving his cock all the way in. Her explosion finally burst into the open as a howl of ecstasy, a joyful screech. She threw her arms wide.

He let her ride until she seemed to peak and start down the other side and then he scooped her up and flipped her over. He hooked his arms behind her knees and began long-stroking her ass from head to balls.

“Cum in me,” she whimpered. “I want you inside my body.”

He needed no encouragement. My wife had excited the man until he was tied in knots. He fucked her strong and deep for long minutes and then pushed his cock all the way in to blow a huge load up there. She curled her legs around his neck.

They fell to the side and did not move for a long time. When they did, it was to leave the bed and enter the shower. When they returned, they were both now naked. He kissed her softly and sweetly all over, up her back and down her legs. He had her squirming when he finally eased her into bed. He continued the kissing, circling her pussy until he teased her with his tongue, He began to tongue-fuck her and Becky squealed. She let him feast for a while, but cunnilingus was not what she desired most. He was hard again, and she reached down to guide him in. They were kissing with real feeling as they began to make love.

This was much harder to watch. This was true intimacy. I was grateful when, about half an hour later, passion had built to the point he spun her face down and pulled her hips up. He fucked her from behind until she came twice, then pushed her flat on the bed and pumped his hips until he blasted a torrent of sperm into her womb.

After that, they drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 14

I was waiting in bed when she got home. She entered the bedroom and saw me and shed her Versace dress. Her eyes were guilty.

“Are you falling in love with him?” I asked, point blank.

She froze, wondering how I knew that detail.

“No,” she said. “But he is falling in love with me.”

“What are your feelings regarding him?”

She shrugged.

“I have a great deal of affection for the man. I like him a lot. I might even love him a little, because I’ve seen the real version of him, but I can love him without being in love with him. I’m in love with you.”

She crawled up the bed, slipping between my legs. My goddamn cock began to rise despite my fears and insecurities. She opened her mouth for me like she had for him, slipping me in without using her hands. Her lips slid my length, her nose buried in my short pubic hairs. She swallowed and I felt muscles massaging my length. Blood surged and she moaned softly.

That would be the extent of our conversation. That blowjob led to the hottest fucking of our married life. We fucked until dawn. I could not reclaim her enough. I shot nothing on my last orgasm because my balls were drained and empty, but my climax made my head explode.

We slept late.

We went out for breakfast at Blueberry Hill, and over pancakes I asked how it was acceptable for a boss to sleep with an employee, but employees from two different law firms could not sleep with each other.

“Clarence makes the rules,” she answered.

“All right,” I said. “Then here’s my idea: I leave my firm and get a position at yours. We can pretend to meet for the first time, fall in love, get married.”

“We just need Clarence to fall out of love with me first.”

“That’s right. How likely is that?”

She kind of ducked her head, embarrassed.

“Not likely. Not right away. He’s smitten so this scenario will need to run its course. We can’t rush it. He will lose interest in me because he’s just that kind of man. He lacks emotional maturity. That’s why he finds younger women more appealing. He will move on to another girl, but I can’t say when.”

“Until then, you must keep fucking him and coming home to me.”

“Yes.”

“Fuck.”

“Don’t pout. In many ways you like it.”

“I hate it. What do you mean I like it?”

“Your dick gets harder. Your orgasms are monumental. Maybe mentally you hate it but emotionally you love it. You love reclaiming me more than you hate that I stray.”

“Stray. Sounds so innocent.”

“Good point. You love reclaiming me more than you hate that I get my brains fucked out by studly men packing cocks bigger than yours.”

My jaw dropped open. Becky giggled.

“Very funny,” I said. “I think some people heard you.”

“I don’t care if anyone heard me. It’s exciting that they may have. Let’s go out to the car after we finish eating. I want to suck your cock again.”

“You’re insatiable.”

“I am lately. Fantastic sex makes me crave more fantastic sex. Mark my words: there’s a female sexual revolution coming that will dwarf the movement of the sixties. Women have money and power now. Men can’t destroy us with slanderous words anymore. We have more freedom every year and there’s a large percentage of us that are sick of being shamed for our sex drives. My own sexual revolution is happening right now. I have everything. I have a hot, handsome, loving, devoted and understanding husband, plus a handful of sexy hung lovers. I’m living a dream.”

“Maybe we should help Clarence fall out of love with you? Just to speed things?”

“How?”

“Flirt with other men at your firm?”

“No way. Clarence would fire them. Other men don’t even look at me now. They know I’m with Mister Lewis and they stay far away. Don’t worry. I’ll still have lots of time with you. Clarence is an extremely busy, very important man. He only sees me when a window appears in his schedule, which is rare. He knows I have family and friends and they need my attention too. He’s not stealing me from you. Not completely.”

“Let’s pay the bill and get out of here,” I said. “That blowjob in the car is sounding better and better.”


Chapter 15

Here we were again, with one big difference.

I turned the contract to face the other side of the huge mahogany table and placed my Montblanc on top. I pushed both towards Becky, the gorgeous young woman seated opposite me. She has been my wife for almost a year now, but nobody at that table knew it. If they did, we’d both be fired and sued into poverty. We work for opposing law firms and we both signed documents when we started saying that we’d never create such an overt conflict of interest and damage our firms’ reputations.

Clarence Lewis stood behind her chair. He rested a familiar hand on her shoulder, fingertips casually close to her breasts. It was inappropriate but this was a power play and Clarence was daring someone to call him out. I looked down. Becky looked like she wanted to shrink and crawl away. A row of lawyers lined each side of the conference table; ours, and theirs. Nobody would say a thing to him.

We’d started negotiations on the next merger contract and the sense of esprit de corps we’d all felt after the ballroom gathering was long gone. This was war. Clarence was showing us he was afraid of nothing, including lawsuits. He was powerful. He could do what he wanted. The men and women on his side were ruthless soldiers, ready to die if he launched them at us. Or, in Becky’s case, ready to allow their boss to dangle his fingers inappropriately close to her bosom. See? His side was capable of anything.

He still had no idea she was my wife. No one did.

This shit had gone on for a long time. His interest had waned, as expected, but had not vanished. Becky had not been replaced, as we’d hoped, by another girl, she’d been shoved into the background by extra work. Clarence had successfully negotiated several dozen deals over the last year and had no time for anyone except Becky. She had been ready to meet his needs, often leaving the house after midnight on booty calls. We’d be in bed, sometimes asleep, sometimes watching a movie or reading. Once, we were in the middle of making love. Her phone rang and she was out the door and on her way. I was left with my hard dick waving in the breeze.

But, oh lord, did I take it out on her when she got home.

It was a special kind of pain, watching her drive away to another man’s house for the singular purpose of getting fucked. She’d gone to his place last night, in fact, and now here she was with him on the other side of the table without ever having come home first. My dick was hard under all that mahogany, and she knew it. Judging by the look in her eyes, she’d been especially slutty with dear old Clarence last night. So slutty, in fact, her cheeks had a permanent rosy hue, stuck in this room with me.

My balls were filled with simmering cum. I guess when he takes her away like that it’s a form of humiliation for me, but neither of us see it that way. For us it’s a special kind of torment, like spicy food. It burns. You break into a sweat. But you love it anyway. She knows I’m going to fuck her brains out when she gets home. She’s counting on it. She zips out the door to his place free of guilt because she knows how all this is going to work.

She risked a glance at me, and our eyes locked. Hers went wide. I don’t know what she saw in my expression, but it was enough to frighten her in a delightful way. If my balls were boiling, her cunt was soaked. What a complicated spot we’d worked ourselves into.

The lawyers hammered out details. Becky and I listened closely and quoted case law where appropriate and Clarence stroked her hair, making everyone remarkably uncomfortable. We’d talk about their side after they left.

Becky knew this meeting was killing me. In the same room with the man who is fucking my wife, and I can say and do nothing? Fucking hell. She darted another glance, and I recognized the look. She was hot, ready to fuck. If she rode to our offices with Clarence, she’d fuck him on the ride back. We both knew it and she was thrilled we did. I asked if anyone wanted bottled water and she raised her hand. I grabbed a bottle from the mini fridge and handed it to her, taking care to make sure my fingers touch hers. Her gasp of excitement was too low for the others to hear but I heard it and grew stiffer. Clarence would discover a soaked cunt awaiting him.

The meeting meandered towards conclusion. Becky took notes and so did I. We all ironed out the final details, made plans to meet with our respective clients, and said goodnight. I escorted their side to our front door.

Becky did not look at me again.


Chapter 16

I passed our bathroom and caught Becky, fresh from the shower, examining her naked body in the mirror. I raised a questioning eyebrow.

“I’m trying to see what you men see,” she explained.

“That’s an easy one. Spectacular tits, fantastic ass, gorgeous face, pretty hair. What the fuck do you mean, see what we see?”

She laughed.

“I mean men often have a strong reaction to the sight of me and I don’t fully understand why. Sex is a delightful option for women but for men it seems like a need. If one woman was stranded on a desert island with a bunch of men, you guys would kill each other over the right to her pussy.”

“Yup. We’d fight to own you. It’s hard wired. Wild animals do the same thing.”

“We aren’t animals.”

“You sure? What would you do? Reverse the numbers. New island, one man, many women.”

“We’d share, probably. I don’t believe we’d fight over him. We might try to seduce him into picking us as his favorite, but we wouldn’t kill each other for him. There’s no point. He’s not to be trusted. We’d let the other women know he was ours and then he’d fuck the other girls anyway. I think most women would simply pair off with another woman. We aren’t driven to spread our seed far and wide. We want affection and intimacy.”

I laughed.

“It’s true most women want affection and intimacy,” I agreed. “But when it comes to sex, you’re more like a man.”

She considered that.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “That’s fair. My friends tell me the same thing. I look at dicks the way men look at tits. I see hanging balls and I feel this need to empty them. Like those balls are my responsibility. I need to take care of them. I have a few girlfriends that feel the same way. My problem is I love sperm. I crave it. To me it’s like the essence of man. It’s distilled maleness. It helps that I like how it tastes. Most of my girlfriends don’t but a few agree. I find cocks fascinating. They hang there until they’re needed and then they grow ten times bigger and turn hard and stiff. How weird is that? Mother Nature comes up with strange solutions to problems. The best thing about dicks is if you handle them correctly, they’ll soon spit this wonderful potent fluid. The whole process is out of a science fiction movie. It’s bizarre when you think about it.”

I chuckled. She examined herself in the mirror again.

“It’s bizarre,” she continued. “But I love it. Nothing feels as good as a hard cock moving inside your body. Think about it, Cam. The man is inside your body. I give men a glimpse of leg or cleavage and their dicks get hard. They want me and I want them because they want me. I love showing off my body. I think it’s natural for women to be exhibitionists. I’ve said it before, but I think I should have been a porn star. Did you know that I always get on top because that way I can force the man to spurt inside? He can’t deny me when I have him pinned.”

“That’s hot, Beck.”

“Big dicks are best. I feel that shit all the way up behind my ribs.”

“Your love of big dicks cost me my best friend. Teddy has avoided me ever since you fucked him.”

“Sorry,” she said. “Go see him. He probably feels guilty. Maybe he thinks you hate him now. Men never talk about shit. Go find out.”

“Maybe we should go visit him together so he can see we’re still together, I know all about it, and everything’s fine.”

“Good idea. Let me throw some clothes on.”

I sat on the bed to watch her get dressed. She rejected several pairs of pants with matching tops and then turned to face her dresses. She plucked a floral print sundress off a hanger and shimmied into it, no bra, no panties. She stepped back to look in the mirror, smiled, and found my reflection.

“What do you think about what I’m wearing?” she asked.

I knew her real question was: What do you think about what I’m not wearing?

“Perfection,” I said. “But we’re not going over there so you can fuck him.”

She made a face at me. I sent Teddy a text informing him we would stop by to say hello. He was headed to lunch but agreed to wait for us. My temperature slowly climbed on the drive over. Becky could not be more obvious. Her intentions were clear by the outfit she’d chosen. No bra or panties? She did hope for sex, probably a threesome with me and Teddy.

Theodore Ramses III answered the door in baggy sweatpants and shirt. He was sober, quiet, and withdrawn. We small talked for a while, catching up, and then Becky blurted that I was fully aware he’d fucked my wife and I had come to terms with it.

“I tossed him a pretty girl,” Becky concluded, without mentioning who, “and he tossed me your pretty dick.”

Teddy swung his attention my way.

“Is that true?” he asked. “Did she get me because you got some?”

“Yes. It is true. You don’t need to feel guilty and avoid me. I miss you.”

He hugged me. Becky gave us a moment and then joined in the hug.

“I missed you guys so much,” he said. “I was sure I’d royally fucked things up like I always do and destroyed the one good thing in my life.”

“One good thing?” Becky asked. “Dude, you’re hot, rich, handsome, and hung. Shut the fuck up. One good thing.”

“I mean the one good thing that truly matters.”

“Your dick matters to me,” Becky said.

Teddy looked at me.

“When did you guys start doing stuff like this?”

“A while ago,” I said. “Becky’s crazy sex drive led us to seek an audience while we fucked, but the room was dark, and we ended up with different people. That showed us the excitement to be had and after that we chased it. Now she’s fucking her boss because he doesn’t know we’re married and if he did know, we’d get fired.”

“He’s in love with me,” Becky said.

“Why fired?” Teddy asked.

“A non-conflict clause we signed,” I said.

“Quit. Quit that job. My father would hire you both in an instant, probably for more than you’re making now.”

Beck and I looked at each other.

“Do you mean that?” Becky asked.

“Hell yes. Even if you weren’t my best friends. My dad is always so impressed by you both. He says so every time you visit.”

“I’ll polish our resumes tonight,” I said.

“Don’t bother, Cam. You either, Beck. I’ll call him right now. He’ll want you to come to the house for a sit-down. I’d go but I have someplace to be.”

“Where?” I asked.

He grinned at us.

“I’m meeting Jean. We’re kind of boyfriend and girlfriend.”

Becky laughed out loud.

“I love it,” she said. “Jean got you to settle down?”

He turned sheepish.

“Yeah. She’s something special.”

We all hugged again.

“We’re happy for you,” I said. “Tell her we say hello. I’ll call your dad on the way home, and thanks.”

“No, thank you guys. Thanks for not just allowing me and our friendship to slip away. I love you both.”

“We love you, Teddy.”


Chapter 17

We made the call and Teddy was right: his dad was thrilled to have us. He said he knew we were pursuing career dreams and he respected that so had never made an offer before. He’d have contracts drawn. We could stop by and read them before we signed. After the call, Becky and I drove in silence for a while.

“This is a big change,” she eventually said.

“Huge.”

“No more Clarence.”

“If that’s what you want.”

“I do. I love how much he wants me. I feel it in every touch. But I also feel bad for him. I don’t like the lying.”

“Yeah, poor guy. He’s going to hate losing an Earth angel like you.”

Becky softly gasped.

“What an incredibly sweet thing to call me,” she said. “Made more amazing by the fact the man has been fucking your wife. You still have compassion and kindness for him. Astonishing. Impressive Find a place to pull over. I need to suck your cock.”

“There’s a rest stop ahead.”

“Perfect.”

I stepped on the accelerator. The facility was large, with multiple restrooms and a picnic area with tables. Several cars and trucks filled the lot, including a few big rigs. I parked our car at the far end, under some trees and away from everyone. Becky leaned over my lap and opened my zipper. Her warm mouth engulfed me. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back. When Becky wants to suck your cock, you let Becky suck your cock.

After a while, someone tapped on my window. I jumped. A bearded man stood outside, watching. He gestured for me to roll my window down so I made a face like Jesus, dude, can’t you see I’m busy? He didn’t care. His expression was, Yeah, I know. That’s why I’m here. Let me watch.

I was annoyed with him for intruding but for only a moment. Then I thought the idea of him watching my pretty wife suck my big dick sounded hot. I powered the window down and leaned my seat back a little and lifted Becky’s hair out of the way. My new friend and I watched her full lips, tightly sealed around my cock, glide up and down my shaft. She felt the cool air and heard the outside noises and lifted her eyes without releasing my dick. She spied the man watching and groaned. Becky is always one for an audience. Our love of the audience is what brought us to this moment. She tilted her head to give him a perfect view.

“All right with you if I jack off?” he asked. “I’ve been driving for eighteen hours straight. I need a break.”

“Fine by me,” I said. “Just don’t get any on me.”

He chuckled, unzipped, and pulled a stubby cock from his pants. Becky lifted high enough to see what he had and then returned to sucking me. She used a hand now as well as her mouth, putting on a good show.

A tap on her window made us jump.

Two guys had wandered over, an older man with a cowboy hat and a younger guy wearing a beanie. I powered the passenger window down so they could see too and one of the men, the younger, boldly reached in the car to caress Becky’s tit. She groaned at his touch, growing ever more aroused.

“Get on your knees,” I said. “With your ass in the air.”

She paused like maybe I wanted to reconsider my command and then popped her seatbelt and moved. She kept my cock in her mouth as she carried out my order. The bold younger man slipped a hand under her sundress and his face lit up.

“She ain’t wearing panties,” he said.

Shit. I’d forgotten. She’d skipped bra and panties when we left the house. Now I understood her hesitation. I’d essentially ordered her to share her pussy. She moaned when the young man sank a finger into her. She sucked me harder and faster, pleased by the men watching her act the slut.

Cowboy Hat reached farther in to heft Becky’s breast. Beard felt left out so he reached across my body to scoop Becky’s other tit out of her dress. His rough and calloused hand caressed her smooth orb and Becky took my cock down to the root.

I groaned and Beanie flipped her dress up to smack her ass with a stinging blow. My wife gasped loudly, wiggling her butt at the man. Cowboy Hat popped the lock on her door and swung it wide. He tilted his hat out of the way and grabbed her ass with both hands. He buried his face in her uplifted pussy and Becky choked on my cock, then sucked hard.

“Get her nice and wet,” Beanie said. “I’m gonna hit her with this.”

I twisted to get a look. Beanie sported an impressive tube of meat. I noticed Cowboy Hat jerked off as he licked my wife’s pussy, but his dick was nothing special. Becky shivered with delight at all the hands roaming her body, all the eyes on her. She was the center of the universe for four men, and she loved it. She moaned. Cowboy Hat took that as a sign and licked like crazy, slipping fingers in, teasing her clit. He was skilled and got her to orgasm fast, groaning and rocking between us.

Cowboy Hat waited for her to finish cumming and then paused his licking to push her dress up her body and I helped he and Beard pull it off her head. She stopped sucking me briefly as her dress went sailing by and in that moment, Beanie held her ass and pushed his thick cock into her tight cunt. Becky gasped and arched her back. The young man held her hips and shoved every inch he had all the way up.

“Jesus!” Becky growled.

Beanie laughed.

“They all love it,” he bragged. “Bitches love my cock.”

His hips began to slap the backs of her thighs. Becky grunted each time he impaled her, distracting my wife away from the business of sucking my dick. I didn’t mind. Becky was making the sexiest sounds. Her body jolted as Beanie fucked her from behind and our hands on her naked body drove her crazy.

“Bring her out,” Beard said. “Bring her around to the front of the car. Let all of us get a piece of her.”

I got nervous, but Becky moaned her loud approval. Beanie withdrew his fat cock and pulled her out by the hair, parading her naked body. He walked her to the front and bent her face down on the warm hood. Beard held one hand and Cowboy Hat took the other and they forced her tits-down against the car. Beanie resumed his position behind her, lifting his cock to plunge balls-deep in her cunt again.

I took a quick survey of our surroundings. This was crazy hot, but an arrest would ruin our night. We were far away from any other car, alone at our end of the rest stop. The huge, overhanging trees gave us a sense of isolation. I noticed a tall skinny man climb out of his big rig and walk quickly in our direction.

Becky turned her head, searching for me. Lust had her. Beanie fucked her from behind. His hips pounded her delicate cunt. My wife groaned with pleasure each time he penetrated.

“Trade me places,” Cowboy Hat told me. “I want a turn fucking her.”

I did as he asked. Becky couldn’t believe it. Cowboy shoved Beanie out of the way and stepped up to ram his cock in. Beanie watched and jerked off, waiting for his turn again.

“Let’s move her to the grass,” Beard said. “We all want a crack at this bitch.”

They lifted her and took her away from me, carrying her limp naked body over to a grassy ring under a tree. They laid her on her back, circling like hyenas, every man trying to position himself well, and then Beard sank to the grass between her legs. He lifted an ankle and hurried forward, sinking his cock into her. Becky looked euphoric. The men were touching her everywhere, running hands all over. Now they could reach her tits and a mouth landed on each, one belonging to the skinny trucker who had just joined us. Beanie moved near her face and lowered his balls to her lips. She sucked his nuts into her mouth. Beard was fucking her without skill but with a ton of enthusiasm and Becky welcomed his hard fuck.

My wife orgasmed again. Loud.

This was raw sex, dirty and nasty. She curled her arms around the two men feasting on her tits and lifted her legs, spreading them, openly offering her juicy pussy to all. Beanie left her mouth and shoved Beard away but before he could get his cock in her Cowboy pushed both men away and drove his cock deep. Becky swooned to see men fighting over the chance to fuck her. Trucker stood long enough to kick his boots off and shuck his pants. He had a nice fat dick with a large head. He knelt and offered it to Becky and my wife sucked him in, gobbling his meat.

I took a step back to witness the spectacle. Beanie and Beard took positions at her breasts, licking, running their hands all over her and sucking her nipples.

Becky cried out in another orgasm.

Cowboy fucked even faster, driving Becky higher. The man got himself too excited and began convulsing, body flopping awkwardly as his cock spit cum in her. Trucker gave the man no time to enjoy it. The moment Cowboy began to come down, Trucker shoved him out of my wife and sank his large cock into her. He lifted her legs to plow her deep.

“You her husband?’ he asked me.

I nodded.

“Something like this happened at this stop about a year ago. We all fucked the daylights out of some guy’s wife. She was young too, like yours. Some bitches just gotta have it.”

He stopped talking to concentrate on pounding Becky. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for kisses, pleased with what his cock was doing to her. She came again moments later, and he laughed in her face.

“You all love it,” he teased. “The high-class bitches are the worst. The snootier they are, the more they love dick.”

He rose on his toes and began slamming his cock home. Becky’s eyes went wide, rolling around. Her moan was one long drawn-out cry.

“Watch,” he boasted. “She’s gonna cum again. Just watch.”

He was pounding the hell out of her. The other men pulled her arms away from his neck to pin her to the grass and gain access to her tits again and when their mouths found her sensitive nipples, Becky lost it.

“Oh my God!” she screeched, climaxing again.

Trucker laughed like the Devil. His confidence fueled Becky. Her hips rose to meet his on every thrust and moments later she orgasmed again. I was stunned. She was lost to this whorish behavior, submerged in it. She hadn’t chosen these men. We didn’t even know their names. They were hard for her because they wanted her, and that fact got her off. Trucker filled his lungs and grunted loudly as he came, blasting her womb full of batter. Becky went crazy, thrashing beneath him. Beanie pinned a leg and the moment Trucker slowed, Beanie shoved him away. The younger man rolled my wife face down and drove his cock in from behind, grabbing her rounded ass and fucking her sloppy cunt. Beard knelt in front and lifted her head to his dick. My wife sucked the man with feeling. Beanie hammered away behind her, chasing his orgasm without concern for her. I think that was exactly what she wanted. Beanie soon exploded and Beard began to spurt too, filling her cheeks as the young man behind her added his big load to those already in her womb.

“Open your mouth,” Beard ordered, and Becky did.

The man took his cock away from her to jerk it, aiming long ropes of jizz onto her tongue, over her teeth, across her pretty face. Becky held her mouth wide open like a baby bird, eager to receive his massive load. He shot all over her face and even rose to aim some blasts directly down her throat, firing hot jets of sperm. His load was massive.

Cowboy and Trucker adjusted their clothing and meandered off without a word to anyone, heading back to their lives. Beanie came so hard he left himself dizzy and disoriented and Beard helped him stand. They wandered away too. Becky was dazed but managed to reach her arms up to me, but I pushed them away, taking my place between her knees. Her face lit up when she realized I would fuck her just like they had. I sank my cock into the soup they’d left in her, and my wife and I groaned together. I planned on fucking her a while but lasted no time at all. I was too excited.

“They fucked me like an animal,” she rasped into my ear. “I loved it. Fucking bastards. All those heard cocks using me, those thoughtless, selfish men using my mouth, my pussy. I came so hard, Cam. Those fuckers made me cum so many times!”

I groaned and shot, spewing cum.

I rolled off after the last drop left me. We gazed up into the tree branches, catching glimpses of the stars.

“We should go,” Becky said, after a while.

I helped her stand. She looked down at her pussy and then at me. She rested a hand on her lower abs.

“Four men,” she said.

I needed no explanation. She had the seed of four men in her and she’d never felt sexier. I glanced around for her sundress and discovered one of the men had stolen it. I had a hoodie in the backseat, so she put that on, but it wasn’t long enough to cover her butt or pussy.

I drove. I glanced at her often. Her expression was quiet contentment. A light smile played with her lips. A small pink triangle of flesh peeked out at me just below the sweatshirt. Her hair was messy, and she wore no makeup.

She was the sexiest she’d ever looked.

“Are you having second thoughts?” she said. “I catch you looking at me.”

“No, Baby,” I said. “I’ve never been so in love and so certain I married the right woman. We’re perfect for each other.”


Chapter 18

Derek and Sophia listened with stunned faces and slack jaws. We hadn’t seen them since the trip to the river and catching them up on everything we’d done since, left them flabbergasted.

“That’s—” Sophia stammered. “That’s—”

“That’s amazing,” Derek finished for her. “You guys have courage. Cam, I don’t know if I could handle Sophia fucking another guy, especially not right in front of me.”

“I didn’t think so either,” I said. “But then it happened unintentionally, and once that door was opened, we never looked back.”

Derek turned to his wife.

“What do you think, Baby?” he joked. “You want to bang some new cock?”

Sophia struggled to catch her breath.

“Of course I do,” she finally managed to say. “I know you want new pussy too. I see you looking at other women. It’s only natural. Some guys are hot.”

Derek laughed.

“It’s a cool idea, and I’m happy for you guys, but I’d be too nervous.”

“I think we should at least try it,” Sophia countered. “We could go with them to that swinger club. Sit and watch. We could have sex with each other, and see how we feel about having an audience. It all sounds hot to me.”

“Big black king and his gorgeous, blonde, hot wife,” Becky said. “I think that would light everyone on fire. You aren’t required to touch anyone, Derek, or allow anyone to touch you. Cam and I would be happy to escort you guys to the club. We’ll keep you safe. Everyone is super respectful.”

Derek was weakening. He was a pussy hound before Sophia snagged him and I know he misses the hunt. There is nothing like new pussy.

“If you can’t handle the sight,” I said. “Becky and Sophia can leave us behind. Go exploring on their own. They’d come back horny as fuck and ready to go.”

“That does sound appealing,” he admitted.

“Your big black cock would be a huge hit,” Sophia suggested.

“That’s true,” Becky added.

Derek and Sophia regarded each other. This was a critical moment, one Becky and I were familiar with.

“Nobody needs to decide now,” Becky said. “Let’s have a few more drinks and talk about other things. We haven’t seen you guys in forever. What’s been going on?”

Smooth. Becky knows what she’s doing. I saw the looks on their faces. They were thinking about that club and what adventures might await them. We’d talk politics and world events, but all of us were thinking about sex. Truth be known, they’d already decided to try it and were simply coming to terms with what it might mean.

Becky and I would lead the way.

End.
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