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A note from Jason Lenov

 


Dear reader,
I’ve had some trouble concentrating of late. The longer form has eluded me. I offer this morsel of a novelette to distract and titillate while I finish work on a longer tale.
 

Please enjoy yourselves.
 

—JL





Chapter One

 



 

“You want what?”
 

The way she looked at him stung like a wasp bite. The shock, the horror on her face. Her mouth hanging open, eyes wide like she was about to get up and walk out of the house and never come back.
 

The blood drained from his cock, his erection wilting. “I…I just…” he stammered. Two months he’d spent working himself up to this moment. Two months of agonizing, second-guessing, trying to find the courage to share his darkest secret.
 

And this was her reaction. “Why would you say something like that?” she whispered. She’d pulled away from him, crossed her arms over her beautiful small breasts, then pulled the covers up to her neck.
 

“God Emily I didn’t think…I didn’t know…” He put a hand over his mouth. His throat was so tight he could barely speak.
 

“No. No, no,” she said, trying to walk back her reaction. Obviously seeing it had hurt him and wanting to reassure him she didn’t think he was a total freak. “I’m sorry that just caught me off guard. I didn’t think…it’s just so…kinky.” She squeaked the final word.
 

And now he wished he could take it back. Go back in time just one minute and have the opposite synapse fire and just make love to her. Tuck this back into the deep, dark spot where it lived in his mind and never let it out. “It’s not…I don’t mean like actually do it. It’s just a fantasy,” he whispered.
 

She forced a weak smile. “Oh,” she whispered back at him. Her eyes fell sideways to the pillow.
 

He wished he could crawl into her mind and see what she was thinking. Would this change them? Would this break them? Would this forever alter how she looked at him? What a horrible mistake. “Look just try to forget it?” he asked, his tone sounding so pitiful to himself. “It’s not a big thing,” he lied.
 

She looked up at him again. She’d wiped the dreadful disgust off her face. Forced a wider smile. “Just…I’m gonna’ need some time with this,” she said.
 

“Really. Just forget it, Emily. Let’s just…do you still want to…”
 

She bit her lip. Arched her brow and looked at him with what seemed like pity in her eyes. “Can we…do you mind if we just go to sleep tonight?”
 

His heart sank. It was his turn to pretend to smile like that was just fine by him. “Of course not.”
 

She nodded. “Can you get the light?” she asked.
 

He rolled over, stifled a groan and twisted the light switch plunging them both into darkness. Wanted desperately to reach out to her, to say something that would mend what he’d just broken. What to say? “Hey Em?”
 

“Hm?”
 

“I love you.”
 

Tick. Tick. Tick.
 

“I love you too, sweetheart.”
 


 


Things were winding up. Bruce was drunk. Same stupid, slobbering way he’d been in college. Slurring his words and telling jokes that didn’t make sense. Maggie was hauling him up off the couch by the shirt collar, rolling her eyes and shaking her head.
 

Emily was sitting on the couch across from him giggling. She’d taken her shoes off and was wiggling her toes in her socks.
 

The motion was a source of constant distraction for Jack. He couldn’t keep his eyes from darting to her pretty feet and wishing she’d just peel the socks off too, already. She always got hot feet when she had too much to drink, another impossibly cute feature of his sweet Emily.
 

She caught him watching and a sly smile formed on her lips. “Are you being a pervert over there?” she whispered.
 

He shook himself out of his stupor and looked up and into her eyes. “No,” he said, forcing out a chortle to cover up the lie.
 

“Yeah right,” she said, lifting the glass with the dregs of her old-fashioned and downing what was left.
 

The toilet flushed in the bathroom. The door swung open.
 

Jack looked across the room just as Harvey stepped out of the can. He flipped the light off, picked his drink up off the side table — whisky, neat — and turned to look at Maggie and Bruce. His brow furrowed. “Hey. What the hell?” he said, holding a hand out.
 

“Yeah this guy’s done,” Maggie said, giving Bruce a clap on the back that nearly sent him flying across the room. “And quite frankly I am, too,” she said. She turned her wrist and glanced at the fitness tracker watch she was wearing. “Holy shit,” she muttered. “One o’clock?” She shook her head. “I haven’t been up past midnight in, like, years, I’m pretty sure,” she said.
 

Harvey shook his head. “Couple of quitters is what you are,” he said.
 

Bruce muttered something indecipherable, swaying back and forth like he was going to topple.
 

“I’m just kidding,” Harvey said, grinning. “Come here you.” He set his drink back down and opened his arms.
 

Maggie smiled warmly. Letting go of Bruce she walked into Harvey’s embrace.
 

He wrapped his thick arms around her and held her face against his chest.
 

“It was so great seeing you again,” Maggie sighed.
 

Harvey’s hands drifted down to the small of her back. “Back at you, kiddo,” he whispered.
 

As she felt his big paws descend Maggie opened her eyes. Her back arched ever so slightly, ass jutting out, as if inviting him to reach even lower and touch it. A slow, far more sinister smile stretched across her mouth. She didn’t try to pull away. Stood there as he rubbed her back.
 

A tremor rippled down Jack’s back. He glanced at Bruce. Still nearly blackout drunk he stood with his hand against the wall for support and muttered again.
 

The air in the room seemed to warm a little.
 

Finally Maggie tipped her chin up to look deep into Harvey’s eyes. Her lips parted. She drew in a breath. Then she let out a soft exhale and pressed her hands against Harvey’s chest. “I should get to bed,” she said.
 

Harvey gave a slow nod. He let her go and took a step back.
 

Maggie bit her lip. Her eyes wandered down Harvey’s out-sized frame. “Yeah. Definitely need to go to bed.” She turned and grabbed Bruce by the arm. “Come on cowboy,” she said walking him to the door of the suite. She turned and looked at Jack and Emily, almost as an afterthought. “I’ll see you guys for breakfast?”
 

“For sure,” Emily replied, smiling.
 

“Have a great night,” Jack said with a wave.
 

Maggie blew them a kiss, opened the door, shoved Bruce through it and followed him out into the hall.
 

Harvey picked up his drink, melting ice clinking against the glass. He heaved a big sigh and turned to face them.
 

Jack couldn’t ignore the formidable lump he saw poking up through the fabric of Harvey’s tailored pants. An erection brought on by a night of boozing and reminiscing and, finally, a goodnight squeeze from the ample-breasted Maggie. Jack turned away from the sight, looked to Emily. His breath caught in his throat.
 

Her socks were off and she was wiggling her toes, smiling at him with mischief painted all over her face.
 

“You two aren’t gonna’ quit on me too, are you?” Harvey growled, lumbering toward the couches arranged around a coffee table at the center of the suite.
 

Emily kept her eyes locked on Jack’s as she spoke. “I’m pretty sure we’re just getting started,” she said.
 

Jack shifted in his seat to try and conceal the aching hard-on that had sprouted between his legs.
 






Chapter Two

 



 

Jack shuddered as he felt Emily’s fingers run down the line of hair on his abdomen, comb through his pubes, then wrap around his stiff cock.
 

“Can I ask you something?” she whispered.
 

He turned and tried to look her in the eye but couldn’t resist stealing a glance at her stiff, pink nipples. “Of course,” he whispered back.
 

“What’s so hot about it?”
 

Jack sucked in a breath. He knew what she was talking about. It had been a week of catching Emily stealing curious glances at him. A week of wondering what was going on in her mind. A week of dizzying highs as he contemplated the possibility that she might indulge his dirty fetish. Followed by sinking lows when he’d entertained outlandish thoughts of her leaving him in disgust at what he’d revealed.
 

Now, with her hand around his cock, he knew exactly what the question meant but couldn’t bring himself to admit it. “Hot about what?”
 

She squeezed him.
 

That caused his eyes to close and the breath to leave his lungs in a soft exhale.
 

“Don’t be like that,” she said. “Your thing you told me about.”
 

His heart started hammering against his rib cage. She was really asking. And it sounded sincere. Like she was curious and not repulsed. “Oh god, Em,” he muttered. “Do you really…we don’t have to…”
 

“I want to know,” she said, stroking up the length of his cock then back down until her hand rested against his pelvis.
 

The motion sent a delicious, tickling shiver up his spine. He couldn’t bring himself to look her in the eye. Kept his closed instead. “I don’t even really know,” he managed to cough out.
 

She stroked him again.
 

He could feel her breath on his neck as she moved toward him. “You can tell me. I won’t get upset. Promise.”
 

He groaned as she twisted her hand at the base of his cock. As if the answer to her question was there and she was trying to squeeze it out. “It’s just…I don’t know if it’s something I can explain. Just the thought of you and, you know, another guy is like, oh god. It makes me really…hot. It really turns me on.”
 

“But just thinking about it, right? You wouldn’t really want to see it, like, in real life? Would you?”
 

With his eyes still closed he let the vision form. The vision of Emily naked and on all fours, her tiny tits drooping from her chest, looking straight at him and clawing at the sheets. Behind her some faceless brute sawing his cock in and out of her slick pussy so hard her body shook with each impact. “Oh god,” he groaned, the itch to come overwhelming all his senses.
 

“What are you thinking about?”
 

He bit his lip.
 

“Tell me,” she said, squeezing him again.
 

“I just…there’s this thing I think about sometimes.”
 

“When you jerk off?”
 

His eyes popped open. “Em I don’t j…”
 

“Shush. You don’t have to lie about it. I don’t care. I find your cum-stained underwear in the laundry all the time.”
 

His mouth fell open. His face heated with humiliation. He covered his eyes with the palm of his hand. “Oh my god this is so embarrassing,” he groaned.
 

She gently pushed his hand away. “Stop it. Don’t be immature. It’s not embarrassing if you want to have a wank. Now tell me what you think about.” An order this time, not a question.
 

He took a deep breath to steel himself for the ordeal. “I think…I think about…I think about you. On your hands and knees. On the bed. There’s…there’s a guy behind you.” His cock flexed in her hand.
 

“Is he fucking me?” she whispered.
 

His cock went iron-hard. He felt pre-cum leak out the tip. Sucked in a sharp breath. “Y-yes,” he shuddered.
 

“Where are you?” she asked.
 

He swallowed and took a few deep breaths to try and pull himself back from the brink of a climax. “I’m…I’m sitting right in front of you.”
 

“Watching?” she asked.
 

“Looking right into your eyes.”
 

“What does my face look like?” she said, her hand doing that magic motion and gliding up and down his rigid shaft.
 

“It looks — your mouth is hanging open. Your eyes…”
 

“Tell me about my eyes.”
 

“Your eyes have that, that look they get right before you come.”
 

“And then what happens?”
 

“And then…oh god I don’t know if I can say it out loud, Em.”
 

“Sure you can,” she said, releasing his twitching cock. “Just tell me this one more thing and I’ll let you come.”
 

He groaned again. “Oh god that’s so hot.”
 

“What? Me telling you I’ll let you come?”
 

“Just…I don’t know. You being kind of controlling about it. Or something. Oh god this is so embarrassing.”
 

“Tell me what happens next.” Another command.
 

Jack let his consciousness slip into the warm, dark place at the base of his mind. The spot where this dangerous fantasy felt safe and controlled. “Then…then he comes inside you. I watch as he comes inside you. I watch you come from it. From feeling his, you know…”
 

“His sperm inside me,” she offered.
 

He groaned. His eyes popped open to look down at his cock. He gasped at seeing Emily above him, her pussy hovering just above the tip of his cock. Holding her breasts, kneading them and twisting the nipples with her fingers and thumbs. “His sperm inside you,” he echoed.
 

She reached between her legs and grabbed his cock. Sank onto it, the wet walls of her sex squeezing it as she slid down it’s length. She leaned over him staring at him with dark eyes. “And that’s when you come?”
 

He shuddered at the sight of her staring at him like that. His normally smiling, bubbly wife’s face turned dark and smouldering as she prodded at his deepest, darkest fantasy. “That’s when I come.”
 

She bit her lip and nodded. Tilted her head sideways and kissed him on the lips. Plunged her tongue into his mouth.
 

His cock twitched inside her.
 

She pulled away and looked into his eyes again. “Come inside me now. I want to feel your sperm inside me.” Her ass rose oh-so-slowly, her pussy gliding off his cock leaving a glistening trail of her lubricant smeared along it’s length. She slid slowly back down, giving him gentle squeezes with her pussy muscles as she went. “Come inside me now.”
 

His body shook. His mind went blank. The climax gripped and held him for what felt like an eternity.
 

When he came to and opened his eyes again Emily was staring at him.
 

A deep discomfort gripped him. A feeling that they’d just done something that had changed them and could never be taken back. He faked a nervous laugh, unable to deal with himself or the energy in their bedroom.
 

“Shush,” she whispered. “You don’t have to pretend like this doesn’t mean something,” she said, leaning closer until her lips were just an inch or so from his. “I’ve never felt you come like that.”
 

He wanted to fake another laugh. Chuckle this all way. Do exactly what she’d told him not to. Pretend like this wasn’t a big deal. And that it didn’t feel like they were headed somewhere dangerous. He stared into her wide and curious eyes.
 

“I can feel your come inside me,” Emily whispered.
 


 

“Is that right?” Harvey said, belting out a hearty laugh and taking another swig of his drink.
 

Emily, still staring straight at Jack, wiggled her toes again then looked up at Harvey. “You gonna’ fix me another drink?” she asked, holding up her glass.
 

Jack’s guts went cold when he saw Harvey glance at Emily’s feet and smirk.
 

Harvey turned and looked at Jack, seeming totally unfazed that he’d been caught ogling Emily’s feet. “She talk to you like that?” he asked, pointing a finger sideways at Emily.
 

Emily turned to look at Jack with smokey eyes.
 

Somehow Jack managed to huff out a half-hearted laugh. “Huh. You know how it is, Harv. Happy wife, happy life. Right?”
 

Harvey grinned. “Where were you before my divorce with that advice?”
 

Jack smirked.
 

Harvey grabbed Emily’s glass and walked over to the sideboard where they’d arranged all the liquor bottles. “Fuck it’s great seeing you guys,” Harvey said. He adjusted the gold-steel Rolex on his wrist. He undid his french cuffs and rolled his sleeves half-way up exposing his hairy arms. “I am gonna’ make you the best fucken’ cocktail you ever tasted in your life,” he growled.
 

Emily raised an eye at Jack as Harvey started clinking ice and glasses. She stretched out her slender foot and poked at Jack’s erection. Poked her tongue against her cheek. “Is that so?” she said to Harvey.
 

Jack sat there feeling like he’d been bolted to the couch. Exhilarated like he was about to jump out of an airplane. Terrified like he hadn’t triple-checked whether he had his chute on.
 

“I beg your pardon, Jack,” Harvey said. “But a few of the ladies that have tasted this cocktail had to go change their underwear afterwards. Don’t take it personally or anything.” Harvey looked over his shoulder and smirked.
 

He’d changed little since they’d been in college. Still built like a truck. Still knew how to hold his booze. Still as ambitious as he’d always been, except now he was filthy rich. Still just as cocky.
 

The quip sank down through Jack and settled in between his legs. He faltered for a moment. Wondered if he shouldn’t call the whole thing off. Emily sitting there with her sly smile, waiting for Harvey to come back with his climax-inducing cocktail so she could seduce him like they’d planned.
 

What if Harvey wasn’t into it?
 

Or worse, what if this was going to be what broke them. Because fantasies were one thing. But actually going and doing it, letting Em let another man inside her. Well fuck. That was just insanity. Wasn’t it?
 

“Get a taste of that,” Harvey said, handing Emily her glass.
 

Emily took it from him, took a sip and rolled the liquid around on her tongue.
 

“Eh? Whaddya think?” Harvey asked, his chin jutting out.
 

“It’s pretty tasty, Harvey,” Emily replied. “But I don’t think I’m going to have an orgasm about it.”
 

Harvey smirked and shook his head. He turned to Jack. “Women,” he said, sighing.
 

Jack’s cock flexed at Em talking to Harvey about orgasms. He’d managed to pull a pillow over his lap to hide the bulge. His eyes darted between her and Harvey.
 

Harvey’s eyes narrowed. He looked at Emily, then at Jack. “Did I miss something? You two have a fight or something? It got all quiet.”
 

Emily looked up at Harvey and flashed her sweetest smile. “Why don’t you have a seat, Harv,” she said, patting the spot on the couch next to her.
 

Harvey’s forehead wrinkled. He shot Jack a funny look. “You okay pal?” he said. “You don’t mind if I…” He wagged his finger between himself and the couch.
 

Jack shook his head. His mouth was dry. “I don’t mind,” he croaked.
 

Harvey tilted his head, then shrugged before sitting down next to Emily.
 

Em wiggled her toes.
 

It caught Harv’s eye right away. He looked over at her feet and gave them a good, long stare. “What the hell is up with that?” he asked.
 

“My feet get hot when I drink too much,” Em replied.
 

Harvey shrugged. “Okay. Strange but whatever.” He let out a half-groan, half-sigh and sank deeper into the couch. “Oh fuck guys thank you so much for this,” he growled. “This fucking pandemic plus the goddamned divorce I swear nearly fucken’ broke me. I don’t mean money.” He tapped his forehead. “I mean up here.”
 

Jack nodded. “Hey, man, don’t mention it,” he said. “It was our pleasure.”
 

“No really. You guys agreeing to bubble for two weeks. And Brucie and Mags, too. Fuck. Just means the fucken’ world to me, you know?”
 

Jack’s eyes went wide as he watched Harvey dab at the moisture at the corner of his eyes. He glanced at Em in disbelief.
 

She shrugged.
 

“You okay man?” he asked
 

“What me? This?” he asked, pointing at his eyes. “Oh fuck yeah. I’m great. Never felt better. It’s my therapist says I should acknowledge my feelings and all that you know? You ever been to therapy?”
 

“Uh…no,” Jack said. A thought flashed in his mind. Would that be where they ended up after this? Him and Em? Trying to piece things back together after they’d fallen apart? He pushed past the thought.
 

“Best five-thousand bucks I ever spent,” Harvey confided. Took another sip of his drink. “Anyways enough about that shit. What about you guys? I was so busy laughing at Brucie getting drunk I feel like we didn’t even get a chance to talk. What’s going on? You guys thinking of a family? Or not so much?” He looked back and forth between Jack and Emily.
 

Emily shrugged. “One of these days. We both want kids. It just seems like not the greatest time right now.”
 

“Fuck,” Harvey groaned. “Tell me about it. It’s not the greatest time for anything right now. You know I read that’s a thing? People putting off having kids ‘cause everything’s so up in the air?” He gave a few stiff, solemn nods.
 

“But actually,” Em said, turning to look at Jack again, one eyebrow going up. “There was this one thing we wanted to ask you.” Still staring at Jack. Watching him like a hawk. Waiting for the green light.
 

Jack drew in a breath, unable to believe they were on the cusp of this thing happening. Closed his mouth, swallowed hard, then gave a single, almost imperceptible nod.
 

“Oh yeah? What’s that?” Harvey asked.
 

Emily smiled and turned to Harvey. Her lips parted. She smiled wider. “Jack’s got this…thing. And we were wondering if maybe you could help us.”
 

Harvey turned to Jack. Opened his mouth to say something, then paused. “Hey. What’s with the boner pal?” He snickered.
 

Jack’s eyes fell to his lap. He was horrified to see the pillow had fallen away. His cock was poking up, tenting his pants.
 

Emily swept a foot through the air and nudged Harvey’s cock with her big toe. “What’s with yours?” she asked.
 

Harvey’s smile faded.
 






Chapter Three

 



 

“Like that? Do you like it like that?” Emily asked. Her three middle toes were stuffed inside Jack’s mouth. She was sitting up on the bed jerking his cock.
 

“Uh-huh,” Jack replied. He squeezed his eyes shut tight. The musky smell of Emily’s foot, along with the salty taste of her toes, made his cock jerk and twitch in her hand.
 

Emily pumped her lubricant coated hand up down Jack’s cock. She looked over and down her nose at him. “You’re so hard,” she said.
 

“Uh-huh,” Jack moaned.
 

“Is that because you’re thinking of Harvey Howard inside me?”
 

Jack groaned and nodded.
 

“Open your eyes. Look at me.”
 

Jack looked over at her.
 

“I’m going to let Harvey put his cock cock inside of me. Is that what you want?”
 

“Oh god yes,” Jack groaned.
 

Emily wiggled her toes in his mouth. “What else do you want?” she demanded.
 

“I want to…I want to watch him fuck you,” Jack muttered, his voice muffled against her foot.
 

“You want to watch Harvey Howard fuck my pussy?” she said.
 

Jack’s hips rose up off the bed as he strained against his impending climax.
 

Emily stopped her stroking and choked the base of his prick, staving off the eruption.
 

Jack nodded in reply to her question.
 

“I want to hear you say it,” Emily said.
 

“I want to watch Harvey Howard fuck your pussy.”
 

She wrapped her fist around the head of his prick and started jerking him again. She looked down at it with a stern but approving gaze, then back at Jack. “And when he’s done fucking me? What do you want to see?”
 

Jack squeezed his eyes shut. “I want to see him come inside you.”
 

“You want Harvey Howard to ejaculate inside my bare pussy. Say it.” She stroked him faster for a moment, then stopped.
 

His cock wobbled like a spring. Pre-cum leaked out the tip and onto Emily’s hand at the base of his shaft.
 

“I want…I want Harvey Howard to ejaculate inside your bare pussy,” he repeated.
 

Emily mashed her toes deeper into his mouth.
 

Jack groaned as she took him in hand again and started to pump. He felt himself climbing toward the peak. Felt himself almost crest it.
 

Emily stopped. She pulled her toes out of his mouth, swung her leg over his lap and crawled up his body, dragging her sex along his stomach and chest, leaving a slimy trail of her mucus in a line until her pussy was above his mouth.
 

Two months they’d been talking themselves into this. The same amount of time Jack had spent wondering if he should tell Emily about his fantasy. Working themselves up to it when Harvey had gotten in touch about trying to have the small college reunion they’d had to abandon earlier in the year. Emily taking a more and more dominant role as they role-played how it would happen. Seeming to enjoy the power she held over Jack.
 

And Jack had found himself spending more time in the safe, dark space in his mind. But now with his Emily next to him in real life. Ready to fulfill all of his dirtiest desires. He breathed in the dank scent of her cunt as she settled it onto his mouth.
 

She stared down into his eyes. “Look what you do to me,” she whispered, ruffling her fingers through his hair. “Look how wet you made me.”
 

Jack, unable to help himself, wrapped his hand around his cock. The pleasure that shot up his spine was excruciating.
 

Emily reached back and grabbed his wrists. She brought his hands up and placed them over her breasts. “Not yet,” she whispered. “I’ll tell you when you can. Can you taste how horny you made me?”
 

Jack nodded.
 

She petted his cheek with her thumb. “I’m going to do it all for you, baby. I’m gonna’ take Harvey Howard’s cock into my pussy and let him cum in there.” She ground her clit against his tongue.
 

Jack understood the signal and started licking.
 

“Oh, Jack, baby,” she said, her head falling backwards. “Oh yeah. Oh, oh, oh, baby you’re so good at that. Just like that. Just like that.”
 

Jack licked up and down the line of her seam. Suckled on her clit just the way he knew she liked it. Felt her squeeze and gush all over his chin. His cock twitched and bobbed back and forth. His balls were aching. She’d been teasing him for nearly half an hour.
 

“Oh. Okay. Yeah. Right there,” Emily sang. She wriggled her hips side to side. Her fingers curled in his hair and she pulled his mouth up tight against her drooling cunt. “I’m gonna’ come. You’re gonna’ make me come. Look at me. Look into my eyes.”
 

“He looked straight up at her.”
 

“Harvey Howard’s gonna’ come inside my bare pussy.”
 

Jack groaned.
 

Emily shuddered and moaned. Wet leaked out of her.
 

Jack felt her labia rippling against his chin as she came.
 

She squeezed her eyes shut. “Harvey Howard’s gonna’ come into my pussy,” she said, her voice tight with pleasure.
 


 

“This some kind of joke?” Harvey asked, eyes narrowed as he looked from Emily to Jack.
 

Jack swallowed again. His whole body was humming. His vision got fuzzy. He couldn’t speak.
 

Harvey looked at Emily again.
 

She had one leg crossed over the other and was swinging her foot back and forth. “Not at all,” she said. She glanced at Jack. “Jack has this thing. Don’t you Jack?” Her smile widened.
 

Jack’s mouth went dry. This was really going to happen and he was going to watch.
 

Harvey’s eyes moved from Emily’s foot to her face. He stared at her silently for a few moments then turned to look at Jack. “Oh yeah?” he growled.
 

Jack sat staring at Emily grinning and Harvey looking at him from under a furrowed brow. “Yeah,” he managed to croak.
 

Harvey turned to Emily again. “What sort of thing would that be?” he asked.
 

Emily didn’t take her eyes off of Jack.
 

He could tell she was loving this. Loving the control she had over him. The way she was playing this so calm and kind of sly, like a cat pawing at a mouse.
 

“Jack wants to see me fuck another man. Don’t you Jack?” she whispered.
 

A heat rose up from his throbbing groin. Up through his gut, into his chest then spilling up and onto his face. It was a dreadful but somehow delicious thing. Low underneath it there was the slight hum of humiliation. The thought that a man shouldn’t want his wife to do something like that. That was easily erased by looking into his sweet Emily’s eyes. There was such love there. She’d come to such an understanding of what this was for him over these last few months. She wanted this for him as much as he did because she loved him that much. “Yeah,” he whispered again.
 

Emily turned and looked at Harvey. Her eyes wandered down his barrel chest and thick arms. Down to his crotch where that bulge had grown to a formidable size.
 

Harvey ‘The Hose’ Howard.
 

That’s what everyone on the rugby team had called him back in college. Back when Jack would go and watch the games on Saturdays with Emily. When they’d sit in the bleachers and cheer the players on then sneak into his dorm room for a quickie before going out for pizza and beers. For some reason those games had always made Emily frisky.
 

And something about that had done a strange thing to Jack. The thought, at first just a whisper in the back of his mind, had hardened into something more concrete. A question. Why did Emily get horny watching a bunch of big, muscly guys running around trying to knock the ever living shit out of each other?
 

At first it had been an easy thing to put away and out of his mind. He’d bring it out in private moments and examine it. Flirt with an answer. Maybe big guys turned her on? Maybe the rough and warlike ritual of organized sports triggered something inside her? Some ancient instinct that resided in all women perhaps? That good seed comes from strong plants.
 

Then one day he’d found that thinking about that did something to him, too. Something dark and thrilling and dangerous. Something intensely erotic, too. The boner it gave him just wouldn’t abate.
 

So Jack jerked off about it. In his post-release clarity it had been easy enough to shoo the thought away. But the next time he was alone in the dark it arrived again, looming even larger in his imagination. That was when the cycle had begun.
 

And now here they were. Sitting in a room with Harvey Howard about to fuck his lovely Emily. The thought made his feet go cold and his face burn even hotter.
 

“You serious, pal?”
 

Harvey’s voice shook Jack from his self-reflecting trance. He looked into Harvey’s eyes. He knew this was the moment. His moment. His choice to make. There was still a possibility to back out. He’d be humiliated, sure. But the deed wouldn’t be done. He could maybe go to therapy and get this taken care of that way. Just like Harvey had suggested.
 

But looking back at Emily the pull was so strong that he felt powerless to resist it. “Yes,” he whispered.
 

Her eyes lit up. A moment later her face flushed ever so slightly. The warmth travelled down her neck and, though she was wearing a sweater, no doubt reddened her chest as well. Arousal signals firing, indicating that Emily’s body was readying itself to take a man inside it. The blush a sign of her desire for Harvey.
 

Jack’s gut felt like someone was trying to wring it out.
 

Harvey started to chuckle. A low and rumbling thing that rolled out of him in slow waves. “Ho-ly shit,” he said. He looked at Emily, then back at Jack. “You two are gonna’ make my fucking year with this,” he said.
 

Emily let out a soft giggle and covered her mouth.
 

Jack coughed out a confused laugh. He wasn’t sure why he was laughing. Making Harvey’s year by letting him fuck Emily wasn’t funny. His cock hardened, straining against his pants.
 

“Wow you’re really into this aren’t you buddy?” Harvey said, nodding at Jack’s crotch.
 

Jack looked down at his erection. The erection of a man turned on by the thought of his wife’s infidelity. “I guess, yeah,” he muttered before looking back up.
 

Harvey harrumphed and turned to Emily. “So, uh, how do we do this, exactly?” he asked.
 

Emily smiled at him, swung her foot toward his groin and tapped the head of his cock with her toe again. “You put that inside me,” she said.
 

Another shiver shot up Jack’s spine.
 

Harvey snickered. “You want some lube or something first?” he joked.
 

Emily’s serene smile didn’t falter for a second. “Your drink took care of that,” she replied, dead serious.
 

The smirk fell off Harvey’s face as he stared at Emily.
 

The pressure in the room seemed to grow. Jack’s ears popped. Emily seemed so unlike herself. So confident and commanding. Taking control and telling Harvey exactly what she wanted. Not the usual submissive she was in bed with Jack.
 

Harvey met her gaze with his own hard stare. Without looking down he unzipped his pants, pulled his belt apart and undid the button. Reached down into his underwear, grabbed ‘The Hose’ and hauled it out.
 

Jack heard Emily gasp. His eyes darted to hers just in time to see her resolve falter. Her eyelids blinking a little too fast, lips parted and a sliver of worry working it’s way into her smile. She corrected almost instantly, her calm, collected demeanour returning. “Wow,” she whispered, looking back up at Harvey.
 

The thing, though still half-flaccid, looked like it was at least two inches thick and seven or eight long. When Harvey let it fall against the front of his expensive trousers the uncut head landed with a resounding slap that broke the silence in the room.
 

Emily started, as if yanked from her own trance, marvelling, as Jack was, that an appendage of those dimensions was even possible.
 

Jack’s breathing got heavy. A glance at Harvey revealed that he was no longer smiling. No longer the in-touch-with-my-emotions man who’d been cracking wise and laughing with them for the last few hours. He’d changed as well. His eyes were wandering up and down Emily’s body, taking in every curve and cue she was giving. The sights coupling with the arousal he surely felt at the distinct possibility of a no effort sexual conquest landing in his lap and making that fat cock heave up like a seal trying to roll off an ice flow.
 

“You like fat cocks?” he asked Emily.
 

The question rattled her. Her jaw moved up and down a few times. A nervous smile fluttered across her mouth.
 

Jack couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Something about her reaction made the whole thing even hotter. Her confidence shaken by the sight of that fat cock and Harvey’s cocky manner. She looked down at the coffee table and smiled, as if to dismiss the vulgar question with her smile.
 

“Hey,” Harvey said, reaching out and beckoning her toward him with two fingers. “C’mere.”
 

Emily’s eyes darted to Jack’s. She looked at him with laser focus, her eyes searching his face, a little bit of fear and apprehension in them. Like all the foreplay and talking it up had just been a great act but now that the moment was here she was having second thoughts.
 

That only made Jack harder. Because now it wasn’t just his job to nudge Emily into where he wanted her in his fantasy. Now it was up to him to give her a great big shove into Harvey Howard’s thick arms. He did it with the slightest of nods.
 

“Yeah, see?” Harvey said. He put a hand under her arm and drew her toward him, simultaneously sliding into the corner of the couch. Their eyes met. Harvey rubbed her chin with his thumb. Drew her in slow.
 

Jack dug his nails into the cushion next to him.
 

Harvey tipped her head to one side.
 

Emily’s lips parted.
 

Their mouths met.
 

Harvey’s cock did another flop.
 






Chapter Four

 



 

“What if…what if this breaks things?” Jack sat watching Emily put her earrings in.
 

She looked at his reflection in the mirror. “Breaks things?” she asked.
 

He’d been on edge the last few days, nerves frayed, his thoughts a jumble. Working from home had been a mess. He’d gotten nothing done and was now behind on two design projects. His cock was sore from jerking it so much. “What if, you know, things are different between us after?” The question was one he’d asked himself over and over. It had balanced the scales, with arousal weighing on the other side. He hadn’t asked her because, well, what if she got cold feet thinking that there might be a chance things could go wrong?
 

But in the end he couldn’t keep it in. They were supposed to be doing this together. And together meant sharing everything.
 

Emily turned and looked at him then walked over to where he was sitting on the bed. She sat down next to him, put a hand on his knee and squeezed. “I’m not sure what you want me to say here, Jack,” she said, her tone soft and full of understanding.
 

The thing was, Jack wasn’t really sure what he wanted her to say either. He wanted a reassurance that he knew she couldn’t give him. What he really wanted to know was not that they’d be okay but that he would.
 

“Are you having second thoughts?” Emily asked.
 

Jack put his head in his hands. “Fuck. I just don’t know,” he admitted.
 

Emily sat there silently staring at him for a while. “Well maybe, if you’re this unsure, maybe we should just call it off?”
 

He turned and looked at her. Was she not having any doubts at all? Anger flared up inside him. A familiar feeling lately. Anger at the fact that Emily didn’t seem to be having any trouble with this at all. Of course they’d spent months working themselves up to this. Flirty texts and dirty pillow talk. But he couldn’t get his head around how Emily could seem so easy-going about it. It made him feel like what they had, the marriage they were in, was a far more fragile thing than he’d thought. That, in turn, made him feel so vulnerable and raw but to admit those feelings out loud seemed…weak, somehow.
 

“What is it?” Emily asked.
 

“What?” Jack growled.
 

“You’re stewing in something in here,” she said, gently tapping the side of his head. “I can tell.”
 

He huffed out a long sigh and his shoulders slumped. “It’s nothing,” he muttered. Couldn’t bring himself to look at her.
 

She put a finger beneath his chin and turned his head until he was looking into her eyes. “Tell me,” she said. “Or this isn’t going to happen. I’m not doing this with you sulking in the corner. It’s supposed to be a fun and sexy thing. Pouting isn’t fun or sexy.”
 

He ground his teeth, a habit he’d broken years ago, as he stared into Emily’s beautiful eyes. “You’re not…you’re not nervous or anything?”
 

She tilted her head ever so slightly to one side. “Nervous?” she asked.
 

“I mean, no, I don’t mean nervous, I guess. Just…you’re about to try and have sex with another man. What if it happens? What if you go through with it?”
 

She furrowed her brow. “I’m not sure I know what you’re getting at,” she said.
 

That, too, was infuriating. How could she not know what he was getting at? Did crossing this line, diving head first into this taboo thing — sleeping with another man — not faze her in the least? “I mean isn’t it, like, doesn’t it scare you that this might change something between us?”
 

She looked even more puzzled. “How would it change anything.”
 

Jack suppressed a groan and rubbed his sweaty palms together. “What if you, like, love his dick so much you don’t want to have sex with me again. Or something,” he muttered. His eyes shot to Emily when he heard her giggle, the anger flaring up in him again. “Don’t laugh at me!” he snapped.
 

“I’m sorry,” she said, covering her mouth with a hand. “I’m sorry. That was rude. I just, I didn’t expect you to say that.” She put a hand on his leg again. “It doesn’t work that way for women, Jack. I don’t even know if it works that way for men, either. Like could you imagine if you slept with someone else and something like that happened? You just fell so in love with another woman’s pussy that you would throw our marriage in the trash over it?”
 

Put that way it did sound somewhat ridiculous. It took some of the tension out of his stomach, which he appreciated. He even flashed a weak smile about it. “Well when you put it like that,” he muttered.
 

Emily rubbed his leg with her hand. “You’re still a little worried about it though aren’t you?” she asked.
 

“I don’t know why,” he replied.
 

“I think you do,” she said. She paused for a moment. “You want to try and tell me? Might help if you let it out in the open.”
 

He looked at her again, feeling a little pathetic at how emotional he was being about all this. “It’s stupid,” he said.
 

“Just say it. I promise not to laugh again. In fact I want to know now. Part of what’s been so amazing about this is getting to know this whole new part of you. I feel like it would bring us even closer if you shared this. And besides remember what we said? No secrets?”
 

His heart surged with love for his beautiful Emily. “No secrets,” he echoed, then sighed. “It really is what I said. I just feel like if you have this amazing experience with him, or his cock really is all that,” he said, then glanced at her out of the corner of his eye. “You remember what they used to call him?”
 

She frowned and shook her head.
 

“Harvey ‘The Hose’ Howard. Think you can guess why?” he asked.
 

Her eyes opened a little wider. Her lips fluttered, as if she’d really forgotten and was now just putting two and two together. “Oh,” she said, letting out a quick laugh. “Oh god that is so hilarious. I’d totally forgotten all about that. And do you know what? I had no idea that was the reason.”
 

“What?” he asked, his tone skeptical.
 

“No I’m serious,” Emily said. “I was always too embarrassed to ask anyone about it because everyone seemed to be in on the joke but me.”
 

That crushed him. Because that was his Emily. Innocent and pure. The woman he was sending to have sex with another man. “Are you serious?” he asked.
 

She drew a cross over her heart. “Cross my heart and hope to die. Stick a needle in my eye. Come on you remember what I was like back then.”
 

He snorted. “Yeah. Wow. You’re…you kind of still are alike that.”
 

She paused for a moment. “Not after this,” she whispered.
 

Jack’s cock flexed. “I can’t believe you’re going to do this.”
 

“Be your little slut and let Harvey Howard fuck me?”
 

He groaned. She’d been talking dirtier and dirtier lately and it just crushed him.
 

“Hey,” she said, squeezing his leg again. “I want to do this for you because it really turns you on. It’s not going to be fun if I think you’re worried about it. This isn’t about me. It’s about us.”
 

With that the rest of his anxiety evaporated and he realized who he was talking to. Emily. His wife. The woman who’d let him open up about his crazy kink. Not just that she’d followed him down this crazy path and was willing to follow through and do the deed and here he was getting mopey about it. He shook his head and chuckled. “Okay. I’m sorry. That was just…cold feet or nerves or something. I love you so much. I just got worried about what would happen if…”
 

“It’s just sex, Jack.”
 

That brought the tightness screaming back into his gut. “Oh god,” he groaned. “How can you say that? You’re going to let another man inside you? How can it just be sex? It’s so much more than that.” And just like that his cock was hardening between his legs. He shifted, hoping she hadn’t noticed. Realized she had when her hand drifted up between his legs to cup his ball sack. He grunted and closed his eyes.
 

“I sure am going to let another man inside me,” she whispered, her mouth right next to his ear, breath hot on his skin. “And I’m gonna’ make you watch the whole thing.”
 

His cock went steel-hard as she tucked her hand down his pants. “What are you doing?” he gasped.
 

“Taking care of this for you before we go. I’d hate for you to have to sit through the whole night with this thing taking up all of the space in your mind.” She slipped off the bed and sank onto her knees. Tugged his pants and underwear off and grabbed his prick then, eyes locked on his, gave it a long, lewd lick like she would a lollipop if she were trying to be vulgar. “You want to see me do this to Harvey’s Hose?” she asked. Without waiting for an answer she sank his cock into her mouth.
 

Jack gripped the sheets as the hot wetness of Emily’s mouth doused his brain in pleasure. “Oh god,” he moaned as the sloppy sounds of her sucking on his engorged prick filled the room.
 


 

“Here,” Harvey said, putting his hand over Emily’s. “Put your hand on it.” He pressed her palm against his swelling cock.
 

Emily sucked in a quiet breath as he wrapped her fingers mid-way down his shaft. There was at least an inch between her middle finger and thumb.
 

Jack stared at the spongy erectile tissue turn rigid in Emily’s grip. His cock was throbbing so hard. He couldn’t believe he was really watching it. Watching Emily touch another man’s junk with her slender hand. Could something be glorious and horrifying at the same time? Because that’s what this felt like. He kept his eyes glued to her hand as she stroked up the length of the shaft, then down to the base, her pinky disappearing in the gnarly mess of Harvey’s dark pubic patch.
 

Emily’s gaze was fixed to Harvey’s prick. Now fully hard it was easily a foot long. Her expression was filled with disbelief and slight shock but what really got Jack’s engine roaring was the awe beneath it all.
 

This wasn’t Emily putting on a show. This was Emily absolutely dumbstruck by a natural wonder, a cock of such proportions that it commanded this moment of silence and the respect that went with it.
 

And that’s when Jack pinpointed the source of his anxiety before their arrival at the party. It was spelled out in the way Em was staring at The Hose. That expression, and the experience that now was sure to follow, was something that only Harvey could give her. She’d never ever stare at Jack’s cock like that. She’d never get the same butterflies or anticipation with him as she had now. This was as much a moment between Emily and Harvey as it was between her and Jack. That stung like crazy but now that they were there he knew there was no going back. The genie was out of Harvey’s pants and from the way Emily was looking at it Jack knew there was no way it was getting stuffed back in before all of their wishes were granted.
 

“That what you like?” Harvey asked.
 

Jack looked up.
 

Harvey had his arm on the back of the couch, fingers playing with Emily’s hair as she squeezed and gently massaged his cock up and down.
 

“You like seeing another man’s cock in your wife’s pretty little hand?”
 

The question seemed to tug Emily from her stupor. She blinked a few times. The sexy, sly smile returned to her mouth. She locked eyes with Jack, then her gaze fell to his lap. “I think that’s a yes,” she said, nodding at his erection.
 

Harvey chuckled. “That works for me,” he said.
 

Emily giggled, eyes back on Jack. “I think it’s gonna’ work out for all of us. Right baby?”
 

Jack managed to huff out a laugh but just to feel like he was in on the game. Not the outsider but a part of this happening between Harvey and Em. “Huh. Right,” he muttered.
 

Harvey turned and looked at Emily. “You like sucking dick sweetheart?” he asked, his finger tracing the line of her jaw.
 

Emily looked at him and licked her lips. She bent over, her hand holding his cock upright, and looked at Jack out of the corner of her eye. She mouthed an I love you then stuck out her tongue. She licked the Hose the same way she had Jack’s cock.
 

“Oh shit that’s nice,” Harvey purred.
 

Emily pulled back the foreskin and swirled her tongue around the fat helmet of Harvey’s cock head.
 

Jack had to grab the root of his cock to keep himself from ejaculating when she put her lips onto it, kissed it like she was worshipping, then let it slide into her mouth, looking at Jack out of the corner of her eye.
 

“Fuck,” Harvey growled, putting a hand on the back of her head. “Just. Like. That,” he said. He looked up at Jack. “Your wife’s got real talent,” he said.
 

His voice sounded distant and faint. Jack’s vision tunnelled on Emily bobbing up and down taking three or four inches into her mouth. He shuddered on the sofa when she tucked her hair behind her ear and looked at him again, eyes filled with lust. She was either playing the role of willing slut perfectly or actually enjoying what she was doing. There was no way to know.
 

But that was part of it. Part of the fantasy turned reality. Watching Emily suck that fat prick and not knowing whether it was turning her on or not. She might have been playing bimbo for Jack’s benefit. Or her pussy might be flooding with lubricant at that very moment as her body further prepared itself to take Harvey’s massive organ.
 

Harvey reached down between his legs, pulled his pants and underwear a little lower, reached into them and hauled out his two fat and wrinkled testicles. He took Emily’s other hand and pressed her palm against them, then made her squeeze. “Oh fuck yeah,” he grunted. “Play with my balls baby. Yeah. You can squeeze ‘em a little. I don’t mind.” He looked down between his legs as Emily did his bidding.
 

Jack had to reach into his own pants and grab the root of his cock. He’d already made a mess in his underwear from all the pre-cum dripping out of him. There was no way he wanted to leave the space he was in in his mind by cumming.
 

Harvey looked straight at him. “She let you finish in her mouth?” he asked.
 

The wind left Jack’s lungs. Somehow he managed to find the strength to shake his head in reply.
 

“Careful, baby,” Harvey growled, looking back down at Emily. “That tongue of yours is too much. You better pull off if you don’t want a mouthful of jizz.” He eased up his hand on the back of her head.
 

Emily popped off of his cock. Her breathing was heavy. She kept her mouth open and wiped away the mess of saliva and pre-cum off her lips with the back of her hand. She looked at Jack, smiled, then turned to Harvey and looked straight into his eyes. “But,” she said, then glanced nervously at Jack. “We were kind of hoping for, you know, a longer night?”
 

Harvey laughed. “Oh we’re having a longer night. I’m no one-nut wonder. Just gettin’ warmed up.”
 

Emily’s eyes widened in what looked like wonder. “Oh,” she said, then giggled. “Well in that case.” She bit her lip, glanced at Jack again, then looked back at Harvey. “I don’t mind trying something new.”
 

Jack’s mouth fell open at that. He’d never asked to finish in her mouth because she’d mentioned once that she hated the taste and smell of semen. He stared at her as she sank back down onto Harvey and started bobbing faster, kneading his balls in one hand and jerking his cock with the other.
 

Harvey raised an eyebrow. His eyes closed soon after, his hand falling onto the back of Emily’s head again as she bobbed even faster. “Holy fuck you’re one lucky bastard,” he growled, head resting on the back of the couch.
 

Jack’s cock was leaking even more. The fluid had formed a dark stain on the front of his pants. His heart sank as he realized there was no way, despite the blowjob Em had given him earlier,  no way he was getting through the night without coming. He gritted his teeth and squeezed his cock even tighter.
 

“Here it comes,” Harvey growled.
 

Emily, like an obedient slut, bobbed even faster and squeezed his nut sack hard. Coughed when the muscles at the root of his cock started convulsing. Gagged and opened her mouth wide. Fat rivers of Harvey’s creamy ejaculate came running down over first one hand, then the other.
 

Harvey was dribbling her head like a basketball. His face was contorted in pleasure.
 

It was everything Jack had dreamed it would be. A dream and a nightmare at once. Emily accepting Harvey’s filthy seed where she’d never let Jack come. Her sweet mouth getting pumped full of sperm. It was all too much.
 

Jack shifted a finger on his cock triggering the most explosive climax he’d ever had. Cum sprayed out of the head of his cock, his soaked underwear and pants unable to contain it, came running down over his hand. He kept his eyes locked on Emily’s face and mouth as Harvey finished himself with it.
 

Harvey’s climax ended in a groan. He took his hand off the back of Emily’s head and let it fall off to the side.
 

Jack had a moment of clarity. It vanished in an instant as he watched Emily. Instead of pulling off of Harvey’s cock she kept her mouth on it. Her fingers ran lines along the wrinkled skin of his scrotum. Her other hand pumped the root of his cock. Like she wanted every last drop.
 

“Holy fuck,” Harvey whispered. He looked up at Jack. Smiled with one side of his mouth. “You gotta’ be the luckiest fucken’ guy I know. You married a total goddamn slut.”
 

The last word speared into Jack and took the air out of his lungs. He watched as Emily’s head slowly rose. He trembled as she pulled her mouth off of Harvey’s still rigid cock. Her lips were coated in his salty, briny seed. Jack gasped as she turned and looked straight into his eyes.
 

Slowly, carefully, she swept her tongue in a circle around her mouth. Collecting the residue of Harvey’s deposit, she slipped her tongue back into her mouth and made a show of swallowing. “Did you like that?” she whispered.
 

Jack shuddered. “Yes,” he whispered. The admission came from a deep place in his mind. Not a place where words normally formed. A place Jack hadn’t even known existed until that moment. He sank fully into that place.
 

A smile formed on Emily’s mouth. She stood up, grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it off over her head, revealing her bright, red bra.
 

Harvey, whose cock was still rigid, palmed it and gave it a few pumps as he watched the striptease.
 

Emily reached around behind her back, unclasped her bra and let it fall slowly off her chest.
 

Harvey’s eyes widened at the reveal and he jerked himself some more.
 

Jack’s eyes fell to Emily’s rosy nipples, stiff at the peaks of her petite breasts. He looked down as she unzipped her skirt, then slowly wiggled out of it.
 

She turned to face Jack, giving Harvey an exclusive view of her round ass cheeks and the thong running between them.
 

“Oh fuck,” Harvey chuckled, massaging his erection. “This is gonna’ be good. Man I didn’t know you were such a pervert!”
 

Emily chuckled.
 

Jack managed a slight smirk. He startled at the sharp sound of Harvey smacking Emily’s ass.
 

Her already flushed face turned a deeper shade of red. “Hey!” she said, shooting him a glare over her shoulder. “Not too rough! I don’t like it like that.”
 

Harvey just chuckled again. Seeming more assured that this was going to happen he grabbed her ass with one hand and kneaded it. “Oh yeah?” he asked. “How do you like it?”
 

Emily looked back at Jack and frowned. She seemed a little put out. “How about not so much talking?” she said.
 

Harvey just laughed.
 

Emily pushed the coffee table between the couches toward Jack until it was touching his knees. She crooked a finger, beckoning him toward her.
 

Somehow, lured by the sight of her beautiful body and a feeling of complete submission to her whims, Jack found the strength to pull himself off the couch, walk around the table and stand in front of Emily.
 

“Hey this isn’t going to be some sword-crossing shit is it?” Harvey growled. “’Cause just for the record I’m not into that.”
 

Emily rolled her eyes. She folded her arms across her chest and spun around to face Harvey. “Listen to my words. You’re the dildo here. If you want this then you’re going to have to enjoy it in silence. Understand?”
 

Harvey huffed and looked a little offended.
 

For a terrifying moment Jack thought he might call it off. Put The Hose away and tell them to both fuck off. Leave Jack standing there with an erection that was already coming back, pack it in and go to sleep. The thought chilled him to the bone. To get that close and then be denied seeing…
 

“Yeah. Whatever. Have your little moment,” Harvey said, reaching out, swatting Emily’s arm out of the way and pawing at her tit.
 

She did the same to him. Slapped his hand off her breast then turned around looking clearly irritated but working hard to get back into character. When her eyes met Jack’s her smile slowly returned. “Just pretend he’s not here or something,” she said.
 

That got Harvey chuckling and even Jack, too. He looked down at her magnificent body, a body he worshipped and slipped back into the dark crevice in his mind, wedged somewhere between fear and euphoria. His eyes roamed back up and met Emily’s.
 

She licked her lips. Excitement glimmered in her eyes. “Come here,” she said softly.
 

Jack leaned closer. Wrinkled his nose at the brackish smell of Harvey’s expenditure wafting out of her mouth. Didn’t resist when she put her hand on the back of his neck and pulled him into a long, deep kiss. Felt his cock harden at the disgusting but somehow deeply arousing act of kissing his wife with the scent of another man lingering in her mouth.
 

She pulled away and looked up into his eyes. “You ready?” she whispered.
 

Jack nodded.
 

Emily put a hand on his chest and gave him a gentle push backwards.
 

Jack stumbled back. His calf connected with the coffee table, tipping him off balance. He fell back and plopped onto what would be the best seat in the house for the show that was coming.
 

Emily hooked her thumbs into the stringy bits riding high on her hips, then wiggled her ass and bit her lip as she peeled them away.
 

“Oh fuck,” Harvey muttered behind her.
 

Jack’s cock was as hard as he’d ever felt it.
 

Emily took a step back, lifted one foot and set it gently on the couch. Squatted down over Harvey and put her tiny hand around his thick muscle. Guided the tip to her pussy lips and swiped it back and forth a few times.
 

Jack’s eyes widened as he watched the honey-like lubricant sluice out of her and coat Harvey’s prick. His guts tightened up. There was now no doubt that something about gagging on Harvey’s dick, letting him come down her throat, had aroused Emily. She’d certainly never acted like that with Jack. Did she want this? Was this the way she wanted, no needed to be fucked? If it did that to her?
 

Harvey put his thick hands over her waist, the fingertips nearly touching on her stomach. “I gotcha,” he growled.
 

Emily bit her lip as she stared at the gargantuan organ between her legs. An appendage that could surely reach to her deepest and most fertile places. That would give the seed of the man to whom it belonged a distinct advantage. A fleeting worry darkened her expression.
 

Harvey gave her a gentle tug.
 

Jack’s heart jumped into his throat as he saw the head of Harvey’s cock stretch Emily’s pretty lips.
 

She smacked him on the thigh. “Just wait!” She looked up at Jack.
 

“Are you…is everything okay?” Jack whispered.
 

She looked at the thick column of flesh she was holding, then up at Jack. “It’s just so big,” she said. “I’ve got to do this slow. Hold my hand, okay?” she asked.
 

Jack took her hand in his clammy palm and squeezed it. His cock twitched as Emily adjusted herself over the cock. A horror-filled lust flooded through him as she squatted lower and squeezed his hand. It felt like the room started to spin as she winced and then her mouth fell all the way open. “You okay? Is it okay?” Jack asked.
 

“It’s…it’s so big,” she said. This time her voice was filled with wonder.
 

Jack looked down. She’d taken about three inches of Harvey’s Hose inside her pretty pussy. Her lips were sealed around the erection. She paused in mid-squat and looked up at Jack. Put her other hand in his. “Come here.”
 

“What is it?” Jack asked, leaning closer.
 

“I want you to kiss me while there’s another man inside me.”
 

A shiver raced down Jack’s back at her terrifying words. There was another man inside her right now. As if her saying it somehow made it more real. And more terrible and more beautiful at the same time. He leaned even closer and tilted his head. Their lips locked.
 

Emily plunged her tongue into his mouth, rose slightly, then slid lower onto Harvey’s shaft. She gasped and pulled away from the kiss.
 

Jack looked down.
 

She’d taken about half of Harvey into herself.
 

“Slide down all the way, baby,” Harvey muttered behind her.
 

Emily shook her head. “That’s all I can do. That’s all I can take,” she said. She looked down between her legs like she couldn’t believe she’d even taken that much.
 

Harvey leaned out from behind Emily and looked at Jack. “It’s not. She’s lying,” he said with a smirk.
 

“I thought I told you to shut up?” Emily snapped.
 

Jack thought it was a little harsh. Using Harvey for his cock and telling him to keep quiet seemed a little rude. But it was Emily’s show now, what with her being the one that had the dick inside her.
 

“You guys all finished with the romantic kissy shit?” Harvey asked Jack.
 

Jack shrugged. “I don’t know I guess…I guess it’s up to Em…”
 

Emily let out an exasperated huff, shook her head and looked up at the ceiling. “Harvey, seriously. This is between me and Jack and…”
 

“Yeah, yeah. I’m the dildo. Right.” He leaned over and grabbed the Emily’s panties off the ground. Before she could react he wadded them up and stuffed them into her mouth.
 

Her eyes popped open wide.
 

Jack’s did, too, at Harvey’s brazenness.
 

As Emily tried to pull them out of her mouth he grabbed her wrists and pinned them at the small of her back, then pulled her off his glistening cock and stood up. He lowered her to sit on the couch and let his pants and underwear fall to the floor.
 

As Emily finally yanked her underwear out of her mouth her eyes came to rest on the now fully hard ten inches of Harvey’s perfectly straight cock. She stared at it as if she couldn’t bring herself to look away.
 

Harvey grinned and ran a thumb along the line of her jaw. “That’s better,” he muttered. He turned to Jack. “Hey lover boy give us some space, huh? How about getting back on the couch if you want to watch. You’re kind of crowding me out here.”
 

Jack looked to Emily to see what she thought.
 

She was transfixed by the prick. Like she’d forgotten he was even there.
 

“You’re a lot prettier when you keep your mouth shut,” Harvey said.
 

Jack winced, ready for Emily’s backlash. The evening seemed done.
 

None came. She just stared at the cock until Harvey put his hand under her chin and lifted her face so she was looking up into his eyes. “You like that cock, don’t you?” he said, grinning.
 

Emily looked off to the side, as if embarrassed by what she might reply.
 

“Hey. It’s alright,” Harvey said. “I get it. I get it all the time. Come on. Look up here like a good girl.”
 

Jack was stunned. Nobody spoke like that to Emily. Nobody. He was even more shocked when, instead of punching Harvey in the nuts, Emily looked back up at him.
 

“That’s it,” Harvey said. He grabbed his cock, swung it sideways and smacked Emily’s cheek.
 

“Hey!” Jack said, the wet smack pulling him from his stupor. He held out a hand.
 

“You just cool out!” Harvey barked, not taking his eyes off Emily and extending a hand out toward Jack. “Watch how it’s done.” He swung his cock the other way and swatted her other cheek.
 

Emily’s face turned bright red. The colour moved down her neck to her chest. Still she sat there, obviously humiliated by what Harvey had done, two wet stains glistening on either cheek.
 

“Come on man you can’t treat her like that,” Jack said, trying his best to sound serious.
 

Another slow grin spread across Harvey’s lips. “See that’s where you’re wrong, my friend,” he said quietly. He wagged his cock up and down and slapped it a few times on Emily’s forehead.
 

The muscles in Emily’s jaw clenched. She pursed her lips and closed her eyes at the sound of Harvey’s chuckle. But she sat there even as he smeared her forehead with her own juices off his cock.
 

“’Cause once a lady gets acquainted with the Hose,” Harvey said, “I get to do whatever I want. Isn’t that right, baby?” he asked. He put a thumb on her chin and tipped it open then pushed the head of his cock into her mouth. “Isn’t that right?” he asked again.
 

Emily glanced at Jack out of the corner of her eye. She looked worried or something.
 

“Yeah that’s a good girl,” Harvey said. “You look at your husband and tell me I’m right.”
 

A few seconds of silence ratcheted the tension in the room.
 

Then Emily gave a slow nod, Harvey’s cock still in her mouth, and looked away from Jack.
 

“That’s right,” Harvey purred, petting her cheek.
 

Jack couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Never in his darkest, most depraved fantasies had he ever imagined Emily acting like this. So submissive, admitting that another man’s huge cock had such a hold on her that she’d endure any humiliation for it? This was insane.
 

And yet seeing his wife submit to the phallus, watching it slip in and out of her obedient mouth had him so hard he was aching.
 

“Fuck you’ve got a pretty mouth,” Harvey said, brushing his thumb against her cheek. He pulled his cock out of her mouth. “Get on your back,” he said, undoing the buttons on his shirt, pulling it off and exposing a buff barrel chest covered in the same dark hair that covered his arms.
 

Seeing him fully naked now, standing in front of Emily, had Jack all worked up again. Come was starting to churn at the base of his cock, his body readying for another emission at what was about to transpire.
 

Emily, stealing glances at Jack in between long stares at Harvey’s cock, obediently lowered herself onto her back on the couch.
 

“’Atta girl,” Harvey said. “Now spread your legs.” He grabbed one ankle and pulled Emily’s thighs apart. Pressed it up against the back of the couch as her other foot fell off onto the floor so that she was splayed open in an unsymmetrical pose that looked incredibly vulgar.
 

Harvey spat on his finger tips, touched them to Emily’s pussy lips and rubbed. He looked up at her and chuckled. “What the fuck am I wasting my time for? You’re fucken’ soaked already, aren’t you slut?”
 

The word jolted Jack.
 

But Emily looked up at Harvey with big, helpless eyes and nodded.
 

“Fuck you’ve got a hot wife, buddy,” Harvey growled at Jack. He got down on his knees on the couch and laid his big cock down on her belly.
 

Jack covered his mouth with a hand. There was no way that whole thing was going inside her. It looked like it was going to poke her in the lungs.
 

Harvey pulled his hips back until the tip of his cock slipped over Emily’s mound and down between her legs where her pink pussy lips were stretched open. With two fingers on the tip, he eased the head into her snatch.
 

Her legs trembled and she bit her lip.
 

Harvey put a hand on both of them to keep her open. As he prodded his organ deeper into her, Emily’s mouth opened wider.
 

She looked at Jack, then down between her legs. “Oh god,” she whispered.
 

Jack watched as inch after inch of Harvey’s cock disappeared up into her pussy. Paralyzed by what he could only describe as a wondrous horror, he saw her toes splay and her legs shake harder.
 

Harvey was wearing a smug grin, staring at Emily as he pressed deeper into her. He reached down to her breast and tweaked her nipple with a finger and thumb.
 

Emily yelped and grabbed his wrist but for some reason didn’t try to pull his hand away.
 

“Yeah?” Harvey asked, grinning wider. “You like that? Makes you squeeze me nice and tight.”
 

Jack was shocked when Emily, instead of protesting, nodded and bit down on her lower lip.
 

“Ready to take it all the way?” Harvey asked.
 

Emily’s brow arched. She looked down at the stiff muscle halfway stuffed into her puss. “I don’t…I don’t think I can,” she whimpered.
 

Harvey’s hand drifted up to her mouth. He slipped two fingers past her lips. “Suck ‘em, beautiful.”
 

Emily’s lips closed around his digits. Her cheeks hollowed and she closed her eyes, dutifully sucking his fingers.
 

“That’s a good girl,” Harvey purred. “Now just relax.”
 

“It’s too big,” Emily moaned. “It won’t fit.”
 

“Relax,” Harvey reassured. “They all say that. You’re in for something special.” His hips moved slowly forward.
 

Jack winced as he heard Emily’s pussy squelch.
 

Harvey pressed on. His veiny cock slipped even deeper into Emily.
 

Her feet started shaking and she moaned, the sound muffled by Harvey’s fingers in her mouth.
 

“Ah,” Harvey let out a satisfied sigh. “That was the hard part. From here on in it’s all pleasure.” With one last, gentle thrust, he drove himself into her pussy to the hilt. His heavy balls settled against her ass.
 

Emily’s eyes opened even wider as Harvey pulled his fingers out of her mouth. She looked down between her legs in disbelief at what she’d taken inside herself.
 

“Yeah? You like that?” Harvey asked.
 

“It feels amazing,” Emily whispered.
 

Jack sat frozen in his seat staring at the spot where Harvey ended and Emily began. Through the dark thrill racing through his mind a worry sprouted. Would he ever be able to satisfy his wife again?
 

Emily’s lubricant was seeping out from between the lips of her pussy and Harvey’s cock.
 

“Hey buddy go get us a towel, will ya’?”
 

It took Jack a moment to realize the question was directed at him. Harvey casually asking him to fetch a towel so they didn’t make too much of a mess on the hotel couch. With his cock ten inches inside Emily. Somehow he found both the will and the ability to stand up. His body felt twice as heavy. He shuffled into the bathroom, absently pulled a towel off the rack, then walked back into the suite. He came to stand ten feet or so away from Harvey, unable to move any closer, holding the towel out awkwardly.
 

“Just toss it over,” Harvey said.
 

Jack did. He looked over to see Emily staring at him. She looked lost in her own trance. A prisoner to the Hose currently impaled inside her.
 

Harvey set the towel next to her on the couch. Hands balling to fists he planted each on either side of Emily’s head and slowly dragged his meat out of her.
 

As he did, Emily’s fingers curled to claws. She reached as far around him as she could and dug her nails into his flesh.
 

Harvey let out a low chuckle. “Yeah? Now you want it, don’t ya’?” he asked.
 

“I need it back in me,” Emily begged.
 

Hearing her say it shook Jack to his core. It was the pain of it, of hearing her beg for another man, that sharpened his arousal and made it slice through him like a knife.
 

Harvey obliged. He slid that big thing back up into her pussy and pressed so hard Emily sank deeper into the couch cushions. And so it started. Harvey’s hips pulling back, then pressing in. Pulling back, then pressing in until he found a moderate and steady rhythm that had Emily’s legs flailing around him.
 

Her back arched.
 

Another pang of angst shot through Jack. It was yet another instinctive reaction with which he was intimately familiar. Every time it happened it meant that Emily was getting close. It also caused her pussy to clamp tighter around his cock when he fucked her. It nearly always triggered his own orgasm.
 

Harvey seemed unaffected. His thrusting continued, a dull and steady thump, thump, thump as Emily’s pussy drooled even more liquid.
 

“I…I…I…” Emily panted. Her eyes shot open and she stared into Harvey’s.
 

“You’re gonna’ come. I know, baby. It’s okay. Just let go and enjoy it.”
 

Emily closed her eyes and started thrashing on the couch beneath him. But Harvey had her pinned and all she could do was flail her limbs as she closed in on her climax. Then her body stilled, legs curling around Harvey’s back, her arms drifting up around his neck. Yet another instinctive response. Her body readying itself to receive his gift.
 

Harvey watched as her convulsions began. Put a hand over her mouth, muffling the scream that shot from it. Kept right on drilling as tears streamed from her eyes and as she bucked beneath him trying to pull the trigger on his orgasm.
 

Jack sat motionless, his gaze fixated on Emily having what seemed the orgasm of her life beneath Harvey’s massive frame. Harvey was out of focus, a dildo as Emily had said, barely more than a figment of Jack’s imagination. Yet each time he acknowledged that he was real, that what he was seeing was actually happening, a delicious pang of lust and pain seared through him. This was better than any fantasy he could have dreamed up himself.
 

Emily’s body went limp, the only motion in the room coming from Harvey still sawing in and out of her. Her arms fell to her sides. One foot fell off the couch and onto the floor.
 

Harvey grabbed the other and pinned it against the back of the couch, splaying her legs in that vulgar way again. He dipped two fingers between them, swiped up some of the juice running from her swollen red vagina and fed it to her.
 

This seemed to rouse her. Her eyes fluttered open. She looked up into his and sucked on his fingers like an obedient whore.
 

Jack’s cock was painfully erect.
 

Harvey gritted his teeth. He pulled his fingers from her mouth, pulled his cock out of her pussy and wrapped a fist around it. Gave it three quick pumps then held it still right above her belly. It twitched. A plume of white semen erupted from the tip. It sailed in an arc over her stomach before landing with a wet splat across her breasts.
 

The sight jolted Jack again. Another man’s seed spraying across his wife. Marking her as his as if this were some ancient, animalistic ritual.
 

Harvey jerked his cock again. Another, equally copious, emission burst out of it. He pointed the head of his prick at Emily’s stomach, then back at her breasts, then up at her neck. Painting her with his mess until she was covered in it.
 

For a terrifying moment Jack thought that darkest and most depraved part of his fantasy wouldn’t come true.
 

Harvey did not disappoint. With his cock still twitching and retching cum he stuffed it back into Emily’s pussy.
 

She drew in a long, slow breath. Her head rolled to one side, eyes locking with Jack’s. Then her body shuddered.
 

Jack stared at the root of Harvey’s muscle. Flexing and releasing, dumping the remnants of his nut deeper into Emily’s pussy than Jack had ever gone. A warmth that started at the base of his neck spread slowly down his back and up his skull.
 

Harvey jabbed Emily with his prick a few more times. He let out a low groan as his orgasm ebbed. Let go of his cock and ran a hand through his hair. Huffed out a laugh.
 

Somehow that made Emily laugh, too.
 

Jack exhaled a disbelieving breath that might have been a laugh.
 

“Fuck,” Harvey groaned. He looked over at Jack and shook his head. “You two are the fucken’ best.”
 

Jack made the same sound but found it impossible to move. He looked at Emily. She was watching him, her face and chest red, wearing a half-smile and biting one corner of her lower lip.
 

“Alright. I’m gonna’ let you two love birds have your moment about this. You want me to clean her up for you bud?”
 

Embarrassment welled up from Jack’s gut at the question. At being made to divulge his dirtiest, most personal fantasies to an old friend he hadn’t seen in years. And in front of Emily, too. “Just…just leave it,” he stammered.
 

Harvey half-smiled, half-snarled. “Nasty,” he said. “I like it.” Then he grabbed his pants and stepped into them. Packed the hose away. Put his shirt on and without buttoning it up walked over to the door. Turned around and gave Jack a thumbs up. “Call me sometime,” he said. “Actually call me any time,” he corrected. Chuckling, he turned and slipped out into the hall.
 

The door closed with a soft click.
 

The sound stirred Jack. He looked over at Emily, still lying on the couch in her lewd pose. Her pussy stretched and gaping.
 

“Did you like it?” she whispered, still smiling.
 

Jack shook his head. He slipped off the couch and went crawling over to her on all fours. His insides hurt but he was so hard and so needed release. He leaned over her and kissed her on the lips. The acrid scent of Harvey’s semen wafted up his nose.
 

Emily ran her fingers through his hair.
 

He looked up at her but couldn’t hold her gaze.
 

“You okay?” she asked softly.
 

He nodded.
 

“What do you want, Jack?” she asked.
 

He squeezed his eyes shut tight and shook his head. A part of him felt terrible even thinking of asking for it. But she’d done it for Harvey and, god it had been so hot watching.
 

“Hey,” she said, caressing his cheek. “It’s okay. You can tell me.”
 

“You can say no if you want,” Jack reassured her.
 

“I know I can.”
 

“I want…I want to…” He opened his eyes and looked at her. Her eyes were full of mischief.
 

She smiled a little wider. “I’m not going to do anything unless you ask,” she teased.
 

“Can I see your pussy?” Jack asked.
 

Emily bit her lip and nodded. She reached down between her legs and spread her lips. Her labia were glistening and puffy.
 

Jack crawled in between her legs, eyes locked on the source of his horror. A glob of Harvey’s ejaculate rolled out of her and down into her ass crack. He reached out with a finger, pushed it inside her and drew out more of the mess.
 

“Take your clothes off, Jack,” Emily whispered. She stayed in place, Harvey’s semen starting to dry out and cake along her beautiful frame.
 

Jack scrambled to his feet and out of his shirt and pants and underwear. He stood there with his face burning, his cock rigid and red and ready.
 

Emily opened her mouth and licked her lips. “Come here baby,” she said.
 

Jack knelt down on the couch the same way Harvey had. He held up Emily’s foot against the couch, opening her wider. Straining against a rising climax, he sank his cock into her cunt.
 

Emily closed her eyes and a faint smile curled her pretty mouth.
 

Jack barely managed ten thrusts before he felt like he was going over the edge. “Emily…I’m…I’m so close…”
 

“It’s okay,” she whispered. She caressed his chest with her hands.
 

“Oh god, Em. Can I…I really want to…”
 

She seemed to understand what he wanted to say but couldn’t spit out. “Come here.”
 

Jack yanked himself out of her and sank to his knees next to her face. He shuddered as he slipped his cock into her mouth and she swiped her tongue along it’s length. “Oh fuck,” he muttered. His eyes popped open when he felt her hand touch his balls. “Oh fuck I’m so close,” he groaned.
 

Emily gently stroked his testicles with her fingers and took him all the way in.
 

He shuddered at the sight of Harvey’s cum oozing out of the corners of her mouth. “I’m gonna’ come,” he grunted.
 

She gave a slight nod and sucked hard on his penis.
 

Jack saw stars as his orgasm cracked open. He had to try hard to keep from thrusting. But Emily’s hand came up and over his ass. He looked down to see her wide eyes staring back up at him. She moved him back and forth, back and forth, each thrust a little wider and a little harder until his resolve cracked and he started fucking her face.
 

She opened her mouth wide as he did. Exhaled and forced out the dirtiest sounding gurgle out the back of her throat.
 

Jack felt like a dam had burst between his legs. Spurt after spurt of hot ejaculate shot through his shaft and into Emily’s throat. He watched it open and close as she swallowed his load, accepting his gift in a way she’d never done before. Inspired, if that was the word for it, by the nasty blowjob she’d given Harvey and the deep dick fucking she’d received in return.
 

A potent mix of jealousy-fuelled lust and worry coalesced in Jack’s gut as he came. Pain and pleasure fusing together into a mind-bending orgasm that seemed to last forever.
 

As he shot out the other end he looked down again. He was still inside Emily’s mouth. There was a trickle of sperm running out the corner of her lips. Her hand was on his balls again. Squeezing gently and petting them like she wanted to get every last drop of him into her belly. She was looking up at him with loving eyes. She tried to smile even though his cock was still in her mouth.
 

He pulled himself out and slumped to his knees on the floor next to the couch.
 

“Good?” she whispered.
 

“Incredible,” he whispered back after a moment of silence.
 

“Excellent,” she said. “Now hand me that towel so I can get to the bathroom without getting Harvey’s semen all over the floor,” she said, then burst into giggles.
 

The innocent quip was razor sharp and cut straight to the softest part of Jack’s innards. He handed her the towel.
 

She mopped up what she could then slipped off the couch and skipped to the bathroom.
 

Jack heard the shower running a few seconds later and Emily humming to herself.
 






Epilogue

 


He’d cleaned up what he could while she showered. Put on the pyjamas he’d brought and slipped into the bed to wait for her. He was staring up at the ceiling when her phone buzzed in her purse. At first he ignored the sound. But something about it started to nag at him. He glanced over at the clock on the bedside table. It was almost five in the morning.
 

Who was texting her at five in the morning?
 

With the water still running in the bathroom he let his curiosity get the better of him. He jumped out of bed and grabbed her purse. Pulled the phone out just as the screen was fading back to black. Got a long enough glance to make out the name of who’d sent the text.
 

He jolted at seeing Harvey Howard fade from the screen. Knowing he shouldn’t, he pushed the button on the side of the phone. The screen brightened again. But the familiar PIN-pad had been replaced by a prompt for a fingerprint. His heart started to race.
 

“Whatcha’ doing over there?”
 

He jumped at the sound of Emily’s voice. Spun around to find her wearing a plush, white bathrobe and standing in the door to the bathroom. She looked down at his hands and gave him a puzzled glance when she saw him holding her phone.
 

“Someone…somebody texted you,” he said, his guts cramping. Why was Harvey texting her and why had she changed the unlock on her phone? His mind started racing, too. Throwing up preposterous explanations, bracing for what he hoped would not be a tragic revelation.
 

Emily walked over, still looking at him funny and took her phone from him.
 

“It was Harvey,” he blurted. The room started to spin when the puzzled expression faded into what looked like fear. “Why’d you change from your PIN code?” he muttered.
 

She drew in a breath and sighed. Opened her phone with her fingerprint and tapped to the messenger app. Turned and walked over to the bed.
 

He thought of trying to look over her shoulder. His body felt like it was on fire. Seeing her smirk and tap out a reply without saying anything to him sent a bolt of cold jealousy straight to the seat of that fire and doused it. Anger and dread welled up from his dark place when she casually tossed the phone onto the bed, sat down and patted the spot next to her.
 

“What?” he said, his voice tight.
 

“Come over here.”
 

Oh god the way she said it, like she was feeling sorry for him already. Like she was about to break the bad news and had to couch it with that tender expression. That she’d been seeing Harvey all along. That this hadn’t been his idea. That it was just a pleasant coincidence that he’d wanted her to make him a cuckold because she already had. “Why?” he said through clenched teeth.
 

She furrowed her brow. “What’s gotten into you?”
 

“I’m fine right here,” he said, unable to keep the anger out of his voice or off his face.
 

She looked even more confused.
 

“Why is Harvey texting you at quarter to five in the morning?” he demanded, almost barking the question.
 

“I’m trying to tell you that. Why are you getting angry?”
 

“What’s going on? Are you having a fucking affair? Is that it? Was this just…just…”
 

Her eyes went wide for a moment then she held up her hand. “Okay stop. Just stop before you say anything else.”
 

“I want to know what the fuck is going on!” he shouted.
 

“Then shut up so I can tell you!” she shouted back. She rolled her eyes and looked up at the ceiling and shrugged in exasperation.
 

He stood there fuming, what he’d just witnessed, Harvey fucking Emily, twisting into something menacing and sinister.
 

“It was supposed to stay a secret.”
 

“What was?” he snapped.
 

“The fact that I planned this.”
 

The blood drained from his face. “You what?” he growled.
 

She sighed. “Would you come and sit down please? You are totally killing the mood here. This was supposed to be fun.” Something in her tone, a softness that might have meant he was misreading things, cut through enough of his rage for him to walk over to the bed and sit down on it next to her. “What do you mean you planned it?”
 

She put a hand over his. “Babe,” she said quietly. “I’m flattered that you thought this was all real. But I had to reach out to Harvey beforehand. I couldn’t just spring this on him. That would have been crazy! Then I thought it would be so much more fun for you if you didn’t know and thought it was all real.” She smiled a sad smile. “I hope that didn’t spoil it.”
 

For a moment all he could think of was that she’d gone behind his back, texted with Harvey, made plans to fuck Harvey without him knowing. Was that a betrayal? Because it felt like one in that moment. He sat there fuming.
 

“Jack?” she asked quietly. “Say something?”
 

“I don’t…I don’t know how I feel about that,” he said.
 

“You don’t know how you feel about finding out? Or me planning it?”
 

“Of course you planning it,” he said.
 

“Jack,” she said, then leaned forward to look him in the eye. “I did this for you. This was your fantasy. I made it come true. What do you mean you don’t know how to feel about that? I fucked another guy for you.”
 

That hit him like an ocean wave. Bathed him in shame. She did this for you. And you’re being a suspicious ass hole accusing her of…of what? “Oh fuck,” he muttered. “Fuck I’m sorry, Em. God, I started thinking all sorts of crazy shit.”
 

“You thought I was having an affair? With Harvey Howard?”
 

His face turned red again and he buried it in his hands. “I feel so stupid,” he muttered. Her gentle laugh made him look at her out of the corner of his eye.
 

“You thought I was having an affair with Harvey Howard. That’s amazing, Jack. That’s freaking hilarious.”
 

“Oh my god, Em, I’m sorry.”
 

“Okay, okay,” she said, patting him on the back. “It’s okay. I guess I could kind of see it but…” She made a pretend angry face and smacked his shoulder. “How could you think I was having an affair with Harvey Howard you ass hole!” she teased.
 

He shook his head and looked away from her again. Melted when he felt her hand on his back rubbing him there.
 

“I actually am really flattered,” she said.
 

“About what?” he whispered.
 

“That you liked my performance,” she said with a smile.
 

“That was…that was all…a performance?” he asked.
 

She looked at him with pursed lips and smiling eyes, head tilted to one side. “It’s so big? Oh god it’s so big?” she said, mocking how she’d sounded. “Um, yeah. That was a performance.”
 

Relief washed through him. He felt slightly sheepish at having been taken in. Through the fog of his own arousal it had all seemed so real. But Emily’s admission definitely took the sting out of it. The worry and angst that he’d felt, at whether this would break them, whether he’d ever be able to please her after she’d felt a cock like Harvey’s, almost vanished. Another troubling question took their place, however. “So…did you, like, even have a good time?”
 

She thought for a moment. “I mean, yeah. That orgasm you saw was real.”
 

A very warm and pleasant jealousy started bubbling between his legs. His cock started to ache. He looked over at her and the next question that formed in his mind squeezed both his guts and his crotch.
 

“Just say it,” she said, still smiling. “No secrets.”
 

“I can’t believe you let him finish in your mouth,” Jack said.
 

She smiled wider. “Did you like that?”
 

“It was so hot,” he said.
 

She squeezed his hand.
 

“Why’d you do it?”
 

She shrugged. “I thought it would be extra nasty for you.”
 

“Oh god,” he groaned.
 

“Yeah?” she asked, biting her lip.
 

“You looked like such a slut,” he said.
 

She giggled. “Thanks! I think…”
 

“Em?” Jack asked.
 

“Hm?”
 

“Did you…did you tell him that I wanted to see, you know, see him finish inside you?”
 

She paused a moment, then nodded.
 

“Oh god,” he groaned. “He must think I’m a total pervert.”
 

Emily put a hand on his shoulder. “Yeah. I’m pretty sure he does,” she said, then laughed. “I’m also pretty sure he won’t be judging you considering what he got out of it.”
 

Jack smirked and chuckled. “Yeah. I guess you’re right.”
 

Emily’s hand drifted between his legs. She brushed the tips of her fingers against the hard lump of his cock. “You think you’ve got one more in you?” she asked.
 

“Definitely.”
 

“Okay but slow and gentle this time. I want to make love, okay?”
 

He nodded. “Whatever you want, baby.”
 

“Come here,” she whispered, then pulled him in for a kiss.
 

As she slipped her robe off and climbed under the covers he kept the last lingering question to himself. It wasn’t the kind of secret that couldn’t be revealed later anyways. She wanted to make love now not fuck dirty. But it kept him hard as he crawled between her legs and slipped into her. The memory of Harvey Howard’s cock plying her soft folds would be forever burned in his mind.
 

What Jack couldn’t help but wonder was if she would ever do it again?
 



END
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Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a seedy motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will cope with having to share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with only two channels on TV, Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor, the situation turns explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage but things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an opportunity to add a little spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey allows herself to be convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden fantasy and a secret from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of his wife.


Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?
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