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		Chapter One

		

		“We’re being billeted?” Arty squawked, staring at the screen of his cell phone as they waited for their luggage.

		

		“I told you that three days ago,” Hillary hissed. “See? You never listen to me!”

		

		He looked down at her. Her pale face had turned a delicate shade of pink and her adorable blonde ringlets bounced on her shoulders as she fumed. He couldn’t resist the smile that formed on his mouth. “Sweetie I’m sorry,” he said, leaning down and kissing her forehead. “I must have been with a score or something. You’re always talking to me when I’m trying to concentrate.”

		

		“You were not with a score,” she snapped, bonking him on the arm. “We were having tea and those scones from Lizzies. Do you even remember that?” She asked, eyes wide, glaring at him.

		

		He didn’t.

		

		“Of course I do. We were talking about…” He paused and snapped his fingers in the air three times, hoping she’d bite.

		

		“We were talking, Arthur, about how we have to stay at someone’s house and not a hotel.”

		

		He scowled. “I hate being billeted,” he muttered.

		

		“I know!” she snapped, balling her hands into fists and pounding them against her slender thighs. “I know that! Which is why we were having the conversation! Ugh!”

		

		He tilted his head to one side and smiled at her again. She was perfect. Adorable. And a brilliant pianist to boot. He couldn’t believe his luck. “There’s the suitcase,” he said, reaching out and plucking it off the conveyor belt. He extended the telescoping handle, tilted it onto its wheels and took Hillary’s hand. “Are they sending a car? Or do we have to find a cab?”

		

		“They’re sending a car,” she muttered.

		

		She wasn’t really mad. He knew that. She didn’t really get mad when he didn’t pay attention. He was her tortured artist, his head forever in the clouds dreaming up new ways to interpret the old masters. It was one of the reasons she’d married him. She’d told him as much.

		

		When he looked at her again she rolled her eyes, shook her head and let out an exasperated huff.

		

		Adorable. Tiny little Hillary with perfectly shaped eyes and petite frame. Just five foot five. What was that word he’d seen the other day? Started with an N. Nubile. That’s what she was. Nubile.

		

		He took a moment to wonder whether there’d be a chance for intimacy, given they were going to be staying at someone else’s house. They’d been so busy since winning the Kreutzhoffer they’d barely had any time to spend together outside of rehearsals.

		

		The doors to arrivals slid open and the din of the space washed over them, pulling his attention away from Hillary and toward the crowd. He scanned the space, watching for a sign with their names on it. At least the organizers had had the good sense to send a car. Spare them the indignity of getting into a grubby taxi cab. “There he is,” he said, letting go of Hillary’s hand and pointing to a large African American man in a black suit and white shirt holding a sign with the name Banes printed on it in large letters.

		

		He broke into a brisk walk across the lounge, with Hillary trotting after him to keep up. Held out a hand as he approached the man. “Arthur Banes,” he said.

		

		The man smiled and shook his hand. “Walter,” he said. “Pleasure to meet you, sir. Right this way. The car’s just outside.”

		

		“Wonderful to meet you as well, Walter. I’d prefer if you didn’t call me sir, though. I’m blind to class and besides a struggling musician is more or less in the same boat as you I think?” He smiled and chuckled at Walter. Was pleased when Walter chortled back. Arty made it a point of pride to be able to relate to anyone, no matter their background. “This is my wife, Hillary,” he said.

		

		Walter turned to regard Hillary. He was a large man. About six foot four or five by the looks of it. Slightly taller than Arty but an absolute mountain towering over Hillary. He looked at her with kind eyes and smiled. Extended the same meaty paw he’d greeted Arty with.

		

		And then something funny happened.

		

		Hillary looked up at him and her eyes seemed to sparkle a little. A smile lit her face. A wide, wondrous, kid-at-Christmas smile that Arty wasn’t sure he’d ever seen on her before.

		

		And when she reached up and put her dainty hand in Walter’s a very funny warm sort of tickle wormed it’s way through Arty. It started in his throat and snaked down through his chest and belly before settling right underneath his unmentionables. He stared at their conjoined hands and something stirred within him. He glanced up at Walter.

		

		“A pleasure to meet you as well, miss,” Walter said.

		

		Arty looked to Hillary. She looked…bedazzled. And now there seemed to be a slight halo surrounding her. An angelic glow that made her look like a little cherub. Or was that just his imagination? And why was this happening? He shook his head, trying to shake the strange sensation, out.

		

		“Please call me Hillary,” Hillary said quietly.

		

		Walter gave a slight nod. “As you wish,” he replied. He gave her hand a gentle shake, then let it go.

		

		As it fell, Hillary seemed to stiffen slightly. As if she were suddenly a little more self-conscious or something.

		

		Arty looked back and forth between them. What a strange little moment. Life was such a funny thing sometimes. The way people found connections in the most unexpected places. From the way they were acting it looked like they could have been friends in another life.

		

		“If you’d like to follow me?” Walter asked.

		

		“Of course!” Arty said with a little too much enthusiasm. “To the car!” He pointed a finger up in the air trying to alleviate some of his own awkwardness.

		

		Hillary giggled and rolled her eyes. She always did when he did something like that. She loved his eccentricities and he loved that about her as well.

		

		Walter led them out to the curb. To a large black Mercedes that was already idling, warming up against the chill. He took the suitcase and put it into the trunk, then extended a hand for the violin on Arty’s back.

		

		Arty swung it off his shoulders, hugged it against his chest and patted the rectangular case. “The mistress rides with us,” he said.

		

		Walter raised an eye. “The mistress?” he asked.

		

		“It’s what he calls his violin,” Hillary explained. “Just…don’t mind him. Get in the car, honey.” As she reached for the door handle Walter deftly stepped between them and the car, opened the door and swung it open and waved them inside.

		

		Arty flashed a delighted smile at the man’s professionalism. “Splendid!” he said as they bundled into the Mercedes.

		

		Hillary arranged herself on the seat next to him, flattening her jacket against her stomach. She hated it when it bunched up.

		

		Arty set the violin on his lap as Walter closed the door. He watched him jog around the car and get into the driver’s seat. Glanced at Hillary, who was staring out the window. He had the itch. Same one he always got when unable to interject a key detail about the mistress into the conversation. Hillary would probably get a little annoyed about it. Actually annoyed. It was the only thing about him that truly annoyed her. But deep down inside he knew she probably liked it on some level. Another one of his quirks, it was.

		

		As Walter pulled away from the curb Arty bit his tongue. He bit his tongue as they pulled out onto the highway. Bit it as the stunning vista of the mountains unfolded in front of them. The glorious Rocky Mountains he’d spent so many summers practising amongst in his time at the internationally renowned Banff Center for the Arts. And now he was back to serenade some very wealthy patrons who had funded the Kreutzhoffer competition. To make beautiful music for them with his wife and his mistress. His Amati.

		

		Thinking about it made the itch come back. There was Walter, ordinary Walter, driving them to their, ugh, billet, not even knowing that in the back of his car was a precious artifact. A four hundred year old piece of irreplaceable art. Absolutely ignorant of it, Walter was.

		

		Arty leaned toward Hillary and asked in a voice that was not too loud but not too soft “When is the tour in Italy again?”

		

		Hillary turned from looking out at the mountains and scowled. “What?” she asked.

		

		“When did they book us for Italy?” Arty asked, his tone conveying a slight annoyance. As if this detail had suddenly intruded on his brain, this inconvenience of an Italian concert tour they had to endure and he simply had to know in that moment when it was taking place or it wouldn’t give him any peace.

		

		“I don’t know. Check your phone. It’s on the calendar.”

		

		Arty flashed a slightly exasperated smile. Was she being deliberately obtuse? Could she not humour this one little quirk he had that wasn’t perfect? This itch? “God I love Italy,” he said, trying to veer the conversation in the direction he wanted. “Always have such a great time there.”

		

		Walter’s eyeballs moved to look at him in the rear view mirror for a moment, then back at the road.

		

		Silence. No one picked up the conversation. Not Hillary. Not Walter. Arty was going to have do it all by himself.

		

		“Have you been?” he asked, leaning forward so Walter could hear him.

		

		“Can’t say I have,” Walter replied.

		

		“You must go some day. It’s glorious. Of course,” he continued, realizing Walter may not exactly have the means for such an excursion. “We’re only able to travel so extensively because of our work.”

		

		Walter’s eyeballs moved to his in the mirror again. His shoulders seemed to sag for some reason. “Concertizin’?” he asked.

		

		Arty drew in a deep breath and let it out in a slow sigh. Travelling was so tiring. “Indeed,” he said on the exhale. He waited a beat. Then, when it felt appropriate, cleared his throat. “Incidentally that’s where the mistress is from,” he added, tapping the case with his fingers.

		

		Hillary sighed next to him. She put her hands on the driver’s seat back and leaned forward. “It’s an Amati!” she said loudly.

		

		Arty winced and his stomach pinched. She’d stolen it. Stolen the moment. Blown the buildup and blasted the reveal too quickly. Why was she being so dense today? He gave her a stern looking at but she’d gone back to staring out the window at the mountains.

		

		“What’s an Amati?” Walter said from up front.

		

		“They were a family of Italian violin makers!” Arty blurted. “Very famous,” he said, giving his head a shake and fingers a wiggle. “Four hundred years. Priceless. I’m so lucky to be able to have it on loan from the National Instrument Society.” He let out a sigh, feeling a little spent at having the moment over with and a little unsatisfied at how it had transpired. He shot another scowl at Hillary. But the sight of her cute face melted his heart and his anger dissipated quickly.

		

		“How interesting,” Walter said.

		

		A warm glow crawled up the back of Arty’s neck and the hair on his scalp prickled. Now he knew. Walter knew about the Amati. And he found it interesting. He’d probably think about it that night in his servant’s quarters before going to bed. Hard to believe I had an Amati in the car with me today, he’d think.

		

		And that made Arthur very pleased indeed as they pulled off the highway.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		“Holy cow!” Hillary said as they pulled past the wrought iron gate and towards very large house beyond. Mansion, you could almost call it.

		

		Arty did his best not to seem overly impressed by it and was a little annoyed at Hillary for not doing the same. They did spend a good amount of time in some of the world’s most prestigious concert halls, after all. Being impressed by opulence was…un-classy. He looked off to the side, studiously ignoring the difficult to ignore stone mansion. “What a lovely hedge,” he said casually. “They must have a wonderful gardener.”

		

		Walter pulled the car into the circular driveway. In front of the coach house and right next to the stairs leading up to the large double doors of the mansion. Large house. Whichever way you wanted to look at it. He got out of the car and walked back to Hillary’s door and opened it. Offered a hand.

		

		Hillary smiled at him, took it and stepped out.

		

		Arty got that funny feeling again. He scanned his brain trying to find the source of the tickle. It was almost…it was almost as if seeing another man touching Hillary was bringing him some sort of excitement. A very visceral, hard-to-ignore excitement. Harder than the mansion. He glanced sideways, his eyes being tugged to where Hillary was still holding the large black man’s hand.

		

		Not that it had anything to do with his blackness. His Blackness. Arty wasn’t a racist. In fact it was somehow exciting, seeing that little white hand cocooned in a big, black paw. Nothing would happen to it there. It was safe.

		

		He shuffled sideways to exit the vehicle just as Walter slammed the door shut. Realized that Walter was walking around the back of the car to open his door, and felt a little sheepish for it. Of course he was. That was classy. The classy thing to do was stay put and wait for the help to do their part. He shuffled back along the seat, hoping Walter hadn’t noticed his faux pas.

		

		Walter pulled the door open, bowed and waved him out.

		

		Arty scrambled out of the car clutching the mistress lest he drop her. Of course the case was constructed in such a way that a fall would not cause the instrument any harm. It had been purchased at great expense by the Instrumental Society for just that reason. They had insisted he not use any other case.

		

		Walter closed the door and Arty grabbed the case by it’s handle this time. The backpack straps were fine for airports and such but carrying it like a briefcase was so much more professional. So much more dignified. And it seemed he’d been wrong about the billets. It seemed they would be staying at this very large house and very large houses were generally owned by very important and wealthy people. People who appreciated when an artist looked the part.

		

		After pulling the suitcase out of the trunk Walter waved toward the stone staircase. “Right this way,” he said.

		

		They followed him up. Hillary beaming and looking very excited that this was the house where they would be staying. Arty still slightly annoyed by her enthusiasm but finding it hard not to be a tiny bit impressed himself. They’d really worked their way up to this. Thousands of hours of studious practice, sweating over instruments and poring over scores when other people their age were out partying like animals. And now they had this and what did those other people have? Boring office jobs they’d be trapped in for the rest of their lives.

		

		It brought a smug smile to his face for all the times he’d had to say “I can’t, I have to practice,” and watched his friends walk of talking and laughing into the night. Now they had arrived.

		

		Walter opened one of the large doors and stepped inside with the suitcase.

		

		They followed him in. The foyer was a cavernous affair. Large ferns in pots standing in the corners and tall portraits of dour-looking men hanging on the walls. The place must have been at least a hundred years old. The hardwood floors were exquisite.

		

		“Wow,” Hillary said next to him. “Is this where we’re staying?” she asked Walter.

		

		Walter smiled. “Welcome to Douton Hall,” he said. He walked over to one of the ferns standing by the wall and pushed a button on the wood panelling. He opened a small door in the panel and pulled out a tray with two glasses of water. Set them down on a small service table and pulled out a decanter. “Can I offer you a glass of water, Arthur?” he asked.

		

		Arty, his astonishment at the decadence of the place having gotten the better of him, took a few seconds to respond. “Uh…certainly,” he said. “That would be marvellous.” He touched a hand to his neck. “Flying always leaves me so parched.”

		

		“And for you, miss?” Walter asked.

		

		Hillary giggled. “Walter please. Call me Hillary.”

		

		Walter clucked, closed his eyes and bowed his head. “I forget myself,” he said. “As you wish. A glass of water, Hillary?”

		

		“I’d love one,” Hillary replied.

		

		Walter poured out the two glasses, garnished them with a lemon wedge and walked them over to where Hillary and Arty were standing. “Mrs. Franklin should be down in just a moment,” he said. “If you’ll excuse me I’ll just go out to put the car in the garage.” He walked through the entrance and closed the door behind him leaving Arty and Hillary alone in the foyer.

		

		Arty set his violin down next to the suitcase and took a sip of the water. He eyed the portraits hanging on the walls. It was hard to believe they were standing in the midst of so much wealth.

		

		“This place is incredible,” Hillary gushed.

		

		“It is something,” Arty muttered.

		

		“When I saw billet I was thinking someone’s stinky old basement.”

		

		“That could yet come true,” Arty replied. “Although in a place like this it’d probably be a dungeon.”

		

		Hillary giggled and sipped her water.

		

		The very faint sound of heels clacking on hardwood got louder. A woman turned the corner down the large hallway ahead of them.

		

		Arty regarded her as she approached. She was older. Mid-fifties, it looked like. She was wearing a very flattering dress. A sharp v-neck and a push-up bra that thrust her ample breasts and the cleft between them directly into the center of his attention. She had a shapely body. Wide hips and barely any belly. She wore open-toed heels and the nails on her feet were painted red. His eyes were drawn to a small, gold anklet just above her ankle bone before she came to stand in front of him with her hand extended. He looked up and into her deep, blue eyes. She wore lipstick the same color as her nail polish and flashed a tight smile. “Donna Franklin,” she said.

		

		Arty took her hand and wondered, because of the way she carried herself and her wardrobe, if he should do something more chivalrous than shake it. Perhaps a kiss, like they did in the old days? He decided against it. “Arthur Banes,” he said, giving it a pump instead.

		

		She retracted her hand, turned and offered it to Hillary. “Donna Franklin,” she repeated.

		

		“I’m Hillary,” Hillary said with a smile as she shook hands with Donna.

		

		Donna gave Hillary the once over, then turned to Arty and did the same. She arched her brow, lips pursed, drew in a breath and sighed. “You’ll do very nicely,” she said.

		

		“I beg your pardon?” Arty asked.

		

		“Charmed, I’m sure,” Donna answered with a smile. “How was your flight?” she asked.

		

		Arty then realized he’d become a little bedazzled himself. Donna was an attractive woman for her age. But it was her air of authority and wealth that had captivated him. He cleared his throat and the fog of bedazzlement from his head. “We can’t complain,” Arty said. “A bit cramped and long but one gets used to it after enough times up and down and up and down.” He made an airplane motion with his hand.

		

		A genuine smile flickered to life on Donna’s lips. “How charming,” she said. “We are so fortunate to have you. Richard and I were at the finals of the Kreutzhoffer, of course. I’ve never heard the Spring Sonata played so exquisitely,” she said with a wave.

		

		Arty demurred with a sigh. “Unfortunately I can only take partial credit,” he said. “The mistress does half of the work for me. She almost plays herself.” He said, nodding at his violin case.

		

		“The mistress?” Donna asked with great interest.

		

		The warm itch tickled Arty again. This time, though, he was with his people. There would be no ruining the moment. Donna was a person of culture. A person who would suitably appreciate, and had perfectly set up the conversation for, his revelation.

		

		And there was Hillary politely standing with her hands folded in front of her lap. Because she knew how to behave around a certain class of people.

		

		“It’s what I call the Amati,” Arty said, waving at his case.

		

		“Oh of course!” Donna said with a delighted laugh. “I remember reading in the program that you were playing an Amati. On loan from…” She paused, raising a finger.

		

		Arty nodded. “The National Instrumental Society, yes. I feel so privileged.”

		

		Donna nodded as well. She turned to Hillary. “Darling don’t get jealous. We have a Steinway that plays like soft butter.”

		

		Hillary dutifully clapped her hands together and smiled. “Oh I can’t wait!”

		

		Walter walked back in through the front door. After closing it, he walked over to where Donna was standing and smiled.

		

		Arty’s expression froze when Donna put a hand over his shoulder and the other on his arm. Most unexpected. A far more intimate, affectionate touch than he would have thought a woman of Donna’s station would give the help. An even greater discomfort worked through him when she rubbed Walter’s arm and smiled seductively at him. “How was the trip.”

		

		Walter returned the smile and nodded. “All good. How things here?”

		

		“Much better now that you’re back,” Donna said.

		

		Arty glanced at Hillary out of the corner of his eye. She looked just as startled as he felt. What a weird interaction to witness.

		

		Ice clinking in a glass somewhere to the left caught their attention.

		

		They turned to see a barrel-chested, white-haired man with a tumbler full of what looked, and smelled, like whisky strolling toward them. Mostly bald with a ring of white hair around the side of his head. A neatly trimmed grey beard. Walked with a slight limp but looking definitely like he owned the place.

		

		Arty’s eyes moved between Donna and Walter, and the old man.

		

		The old man grinned. “Richard Franklin,” he said, holding out a hand to Hillary. They shook. He took a step forward. Offered Arty the same. “Richard Franklin,” he repeated in his gravelly voice.

		

		“Arthur Banes. My wife Hillary,” he said, waving toward Hillary.

		

		“You give one hell of a Beethoven, kid,” Richard said.

		

		“You’re too kind,” Arty replied with a chuckle. Nod toward the case.

		

		“Bet the Amati doesn’t get in your way though, does it?” Richard asked.

		

		The warm feeling found Arty again. He already knew about the Amati. They’d been thinking about it. About him playing it. This was going to be a splendid stay at the billets.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		They were installed by Walter in a deeply luxurious guest bedroom. It had an en-suite. Velvet curtains. A four-poster bed. A wet bar and a mini-fridge filled with snacks and beverages. Walter showed them to the salon where the Steinway stood. He insisted Hillary tickle the ivories, as he put it.

		

		There was a tuner coming the next day to make any adjustments she requested.

		

		She was beyond thrilled.

		

		Arty couldn’t remember when he’d seen her so happy.

		

		At six they descended for dinner. Donna apologized they were eating in the kitchen. The dining room was too large for such a small party. The kitchen was roughly the size of their apartment. Richard peppered him with questions about the Amati. Which Arty loved.

		

		Donna engaged Hillary in polite conversation about her time in Vienna. How they’d met. How exciting it was that their careers were taking off after the Kreutzhoffer.

		

		It was exactly the way Arthur had imagined the life of an artist.

		

		After dinner Hillary excused herself to the salon. Just to run through a few scales and that tricky opening bit in the Stravinsky.

		

		Richard asked if maybe Arthur would like a swim in the pool in the basement?

		

		“You have a pool in the basement?” Arty asked, eyes widening.

		

		Richard chuckled. “Still can’t really believe it. I grew up one of four kids in a basement apartment. Now I’ve got a pool in my basement.”

		

		“I would love to but I’m afraid I didn’t pack any swimming shorts,” Arty explained.

		

		Richard eyed his midriff. “I got somethin’ might fit ya’,” he said. He left and came back a few minutes later with a pair of speedos. “Get these on ya’. I’ll join ya’ for a dip.”

		

		Arty was about to politely decline. He hated speedos. But it seemed so rude. Richard and Donna were being so welcoming. Hosting them and opening their house for a private concert. It didn’t seem right. “Sure. Of course. I’ll just go and get changed,” Arty said.

		

		“There’s a robe in the closet in yer’ room,” Richard said as he left.

		

		Arty dutifully changed into the speedos. Took a look at himself in the full-length mirror next to the closet and sighed. He mostly hated speedos because he was a grower not a shower and while perfectly acceptable when erect, there was barely a bulge where his penis should have been. Whatever. He’d be in the water most of the time and it was just Richard. No sense getting twisted up about it. He put on the robe and walked downstairs. Down through the foyer to where Richard had showed him the door to basement. Down those stairs into the cool blue lighting and the chlorine smell.

		

		Wow! A pool in the basement! How lucky were they? Hillary would be thrilled. She loved swimming. He wondered for a moment if he shouldn’t have told her. Dragged her away from practising so she could enjoy this, too. The concert wasn’t for a few days. She’d have plenty of time to stretch her fingers tomorrow.

		

		But he was already down there. Richard was in the water. He’d get her later. He pulled the robe off of his shoulders and hung it up on a hook on the wall.

		

		“Atta’ boy,” Richard said, swimming to the edge of the pool and taking a sip of his drink. “You want anything? I got a little stash down here.”

		

		“Thank-you, no,” Arty replied. “I try not to drink alcohol a few days before a performance.”

		

		Richard gave an approving nod before taking a big haul of his whisky.

		

		The water was the perfect temperature when Arty got in. He did a few breast strokes and it did wonders for his muscles. Those airline seats were so cramped! Maybe one day they’d make it so big they could stop flying coach? Swimming in that basement pool it seemed like the sky was the limit.

		

		They swam around a bit and made chit chat. After a half hour Arty figured he’d had enough and was just about to get out when in came Donna with her hand on Hillary’s back. They were both wearing the same fluffy, white robes that Arty had worn. It was a little strange that they came in together but he didn’t think too much of it.

		

		“Look what I found,” Donna said, smiling at Richard.

		

		Richard grinned with one side of his mouth, swam to the edge and took a long swig of his whisky.

		

		Arty got a funny feeling in the pit of his stomach. Tried to shoo it away but it was stubborn. His eyes bugged when Donna pulled the robe off Hillary’s shoulders.

		

		Hillary was wearing a strappy bikini that barely covered any of her bits. A triangle of fabric over her womanhood was held in place by two black straps around her waist that showed plenty of flesh. The bra was no better. It squished her little cherry boobs together and made them seem bigger than they were. The bottoms of them were barely covered, the curve of flesh causing the beginnings of an erection to stir between Arty’s legs.

		

		“Marvellous,” Richard growled.

		

		Hillary looked sheepish. She looked like she wanted to fold onto herself. She never wore anything like that. Always covered up and modest.

		

		But to Arty it was incredibly sexy.

		

		“It was all I could find,” Donna said with a sad pout.

		

		“I think I’ll get in the pool now,” Hillary said, blushing all the way down to her chest. She slipped into the water and started swimming toward Arty.

		

		Donna disrobed revealing an equally revealing ensemble. Her tits, of course, sagged a little. And there was a little sag of flesh here and there but for the most part she looked quite attractive. So attractive that, now that Hillary was underwater, Arty had a hard time not staring.

		

		It was only when Hillary swam up close to him and put her hands on his shoulders that he managed to tear his eyes away.

		

		“This is so embarrassing!” she hissed.

		

		“You look incredible in that thing,” Arty whispered.

		

		“I’m practically naked!”

		

		He shrugged. “Maybe that’s why you look incredible?” he suggested. “How did she convince you to get into that thing even?” he asked, looking down into the water.

		

		“She just kept insisting. Going on and on about how we must go for a swim. It was kind of creepy. I finally just said yes.”

		

		Arty’s erection was quite firm now. What between Hillary and Donna and the novelty of it all. It got a little awkward when Donna swam over to Richard, put her arms around his neck and kissed him very deeply.

		

		Hillary and Arty couldn’t help themselves staring. Hillary looked puzzled. Arty felt…confusingly aroused. They swam for a little. Then Hillary swam back up to him and put her hands on his shoulders again. “I think I’m going to head back up,” she said.

		

		“Sure. I’ll just…I’ll stay down a little longer. So as not to be rude.”

		

		She nodded and pecked him on the lips. Started swimming toward the stairs to get out of the water. She stopped in the middle of the pool when she saw Walter standing at the edge.

		

		He, too, was wearing a white robe. His dark feet poking out the bottom of it. He stood there for a moment, watching Hillary.

		

		Arty watched him. Felt Richard and Donna staring at the same thing next to him. It was all very weird but his cock wouldn’t stop twitching.

		

		“Hey,” Walter said. “Y’all mind if I take a dip?”

		

		“Come in Walter,” Donna said, “The water’s magnificent.”

		

		“Cool,” Walter said. He slipped the robe off his shoulders and let it fall poolside.

		

		Arty’s eyes bugged for a second time as they landed on the black speedo Walter was wearing. It was doing it’s absolute best to contain what looked to be an utterly un-containable hose-monster of a penis. The spandex was stretched so thin you could almost see through it. The hose was rather un-artfully tucked to one side, sort of perched on a thigh. Underneath it sagged the heavy double mound of Walter’s testicles.

		

		This in itself was all quite shocking. What was more shocking was when Arty’s eyes fell from the sight to Hillary, treading water in the center of the pool and staring at exactly the same thing.

		

		It caused a series of extremely confusing thoughts to flit through Arty’s mind. Almost all at once, too. Hillary had never seen another man’s penis. She’d spent her youth, as Arty had, cloistered in the confines of a practice room banging out scales and etudes. After conservatory she’d gone straight to Vienna and into the class of one of the most demanding piano professors.

		

		They’d met. Dated for a year, then decided to marry. Obviously they’d since had intimacies and so Hillary was not an ingenue, not a complete stranger to sex.

		

		But she’d never laid eyes on another man’s penis. Not even through a pair of speedos. And now here she was with her eyes apparently glued to one.

		

		Twitch, twitch, went Arty’s prick.

		

		Secondly, out of the corner of his eye, he could see Richard and Donna staring adoringly at Walter and, perhaps, at Hillary staring at Walter, as well. Why did they seem so pleased? If they hadn’t been so pleasant and welcoming Arty would have suspected they were sexual deviants that had engineered this situation.

		

		Which was preposterous, of course. They were classical music aficionados and he and Hillary were here to play a concert. This was just some awkward coincidence. But what if it wasn’t?

		

		His cock became painfully hard at this possibility.

		

		Lastly, why had Walter chosen this moment to enter? Why was he wearing a pair of preposterously too-small swimming trunks and why was he standing there like he was showing off his equipment? Like he wanted Hillary to see?

		

		His cock hardened again.

		

		Walter very slowly put his hands together over his head, bent at the knees and did a very elegant dive, slipping into the water so gracefully there was barely any splash. He came up in the center of the pool, right next to Hillary. Turned and smiled at her as he wiped the water out of his eyes. “I didn’t get you too wet did I?” he asked.

		

		Hillary’s lips parted and her eyes went wide.

		

		“With the splash from my dive?” Walter asked.

		

		It took a moment to register. “Oh,” she finally said. She shook her head. “No. I was all wet already.”

		

		“Cool,” Walter said. Then he leaned forward and burst into an aggressive front stroke, barrelling past Arty like a shark in the ocean.

		

		Arty turned and looked behind him. Then he turned back and looked at Hillary, who looked a little perplexed. She flashed a weak smile, swam back over to where he was treading water. “Maybe I’ll stay just a little bit longer,” she said.

		

		Arty resisted the question tugging at the base of his brain. It was a silly, petty, base little question that had no right to be in his mind. He was an artist. He spent his time thinking about lofty things, like bowings and fingerings and correct articulations. And here was this animalistic, sub-human urge dragging him down into the pit of his thoughts. He finally found he couldn’t resist it. Giving in to the urge he let it form in his mind.

		

		Was Hillary hanging around a little longer because of what she’d just seen? Was Hillary staying for Walter’s big dick?

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		It haunted him the rest of the time at the pool. It haunted him as they made their way upstairs to the bedroom. Haunted him as Hillary showered. Worse yet it took his attention away from his performance. He liked to go over the pieces he was playing at the end of each day without his violin. A sort of mental practice away from the instrument that solidified the time he spent with it.

		

		Now, though, that big hog of a cock was hogging up almost all of the space in his head. In the tiny wedge left he’d stuffed Hillary. Treading water and talking about how she was all wet already.

		

		He was embarrassed to find himself completely erect when Hillary emerged from the bathroom rubbing a towel in her hair. She smiled at him.

		

		He smiled back.

		

		She turned off the bedside lamp.

		

		He heard her pull the robe off her shoulders then felt her slip into bed next to him. The feeling of her warm, nubile body almost made him groan. His own body ached for release. But he tried to stay away from that before a concert the same way he tried to stay away from the drink. It muddled the mind, sex did. It was no help when Hillary snuggled up next to him.

		

		“Hey,” she whispered.

		

		“Hey,” he whispered back.

		

		She put a hand on his chest.

		

		He sensed the tension in her. It made him all tense. She knew he didn’t like it before a concert. She didn’t either. What was going on here? It seemed like the beginning of an overture. Was it? Was she trying to have sex?

		

		“That swim really loosened me up. How about you?” she asked.

		

		“Yeah it was great,” he replied. “Great after that flight, huh?”

		

		“It was really great,” she said. Her hand drifted down to his stomach.

		

		She was trying to put the freaking moves on him.

		

		“Hey Art?” she said.

		

		“Hey,” he croaked.

		

		“Do you maybe wanna…you know.” She leaned in and pecked him on the cheek.

		

		Did he? Did he ever! It was all he wanted. It was all he could think about. But before a performance? It was going to dull the edge. The Stravinsky just wouldn’t sparkle the same way it could if he abstained. It was a horrible conundrum. A terrible predicament. And yet there was his boner going throb, throb, throb and his brain screaming there’s a wet pussy right next to you! “I…I kind of do,” he finally admitted.

		

		Hillary giggled. “Okay. Then why are you still lying there?”

		

		He thought of the concert. The Kreutzhoffer! This was their big break. Their chance at a real career. And not just in an orchestra. This was their shot at a touring career. Packed concert halls! Adoring fans! Maybe even a record deal?

		

		And here was his cock getting in the way of all that. All because of a very confusing situation involving a large black man and his pretty wife that probably was more than he was even making it out to be. “It’s just the performance,” he whispered. “You know how I don’t like to…complicate things.”

		

		Hillary rubbed his chest with her hand. “We’ve played this repertoire a dozen times,” she said. “You could play it in your sleep.”

		

		True.

		

		“And I’d…really like you to do me right now,” she added softly. Her hand swam down his stomach, down into his pyjamas, past the elastic of his underwear and stopped abruptly when she felt his rock-hard penis twitch. “Oh,” she said, sounding puzzled.

		

		“Yeah,” he said, coughing. “I’m not quite sure what that’s about,” he said. Normally it took a bit of fondling to stiffen him.

		

		She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek again. “Well then we really shouldn’t let it go to waste,” she said. Pulling her hand out of his pocket she arched her back and peeled off her underwear.

		

		He did the same, sliding his pyjama bottoms down his legs. He turned as she sat up and looked at her small round breasts as she pulled off her sports bra. The nipples, just two little rosebuds, were poking out stiffly. He realized then that he was in such an aroused state that staying his ejaculation long enough for Hillary to orgasm was going to be impossible. “Sweetie?”

		

		“What is it?” she asked, sliding back under the covers.

		

		“You want me to go down on you a little?”

		

		“Umm…I think I’m okay. I really want to feel you inside of me,” she said.

		

		“O…kay,” he said. He rolled over top of her, putting his legs between hers. Looked down into her smiling eyes. They looked hungry. She looked very excited about this. She reached down between them and gripped his cock and slathered it up and down her tight entrance. Drew in a soft breath as she massaged the head against her clit. “You feel really good. You’re so hard,” she purred.

		

		It was all just so much. His cock twitched in her hand. He felt the warm dribble of pre-cum flood his urethra.

		

		“Put it in,” she whispered.

		

		Biting down hard on his lip he eased his hips forward. His cock sank into her pussy. She was so small and tight, the walls of her cunt choked his prick as he drove it in to the hilt.

		

		She moaned softly. Put her hands on his ass and dug her nails into his skin. She’d never done that before either.

		

		The pain provided relief. Something to focus on other than the inferno in his groin that threatened to bubble over any second. “Oh that’s good,” he said.

		

		“Yeah?” she asked, smiling. “You like that?” She dug in harder.

		

		Yes. The pain was a salve. Gave him hope of salvaging this sex. Of bringing her to at least a modest climax. “Dig harder,” he grunted.

		

		“I don’t want to hurt y…”

		

		“Dig harder!” he ordered.

		

		She dug her nails in deep.

		

		“Yes!” he grunted as he started thrusting.

		

		“Yes!” she panted, grinding her pelvis against his.

		

		He got in a good three or four minutes at least. Couldn’t be sure but Hillary started undulating under him and moaning a little louder. “Dig harder,” he growled as he panted over her.

		

		She dug in again.

		

		Again the pain pushed his climax away. But he didn’t want to take chances. “Baby I’m gonna’ come soon,” he grunted.

		

		Hillary, who was normally reserved, wrapped her legs around his and started thrashing beneath him. Rubbing and grunting and pricking his skin with her nails.

		

		He held on as long as he could but finally the wave overcame him. A hot swell of pleasure rushing up through him as his cock flooded with sperm that then flooded Hillary’s hot cunt.

		

		As soon as she felt him coming she squeaked. “Fill me!” She curled up against him and he felt the walls of her pussy flexing as an orgasm tore through her.

		

		He pounded as hard as he could for as long as he could, until he felt the tension leave her. He slowed, then stopped and kept himself deep inside her, his cock still rock-stiff.

		

		Hillary’s hands drew slow circles up his back. “That was really nice,” she whispered. “I really needed that for some reason.”

		

		His guts tightened and his head swam a little as he rolled off her. Why did you need it so bad tonight, sweetie? Was that hog of a cock on your mind when you came?

		

		Would it follow her into her dreams?

		

		***

		

		He couldn’t sleep. He was exhausted but he couldn’t get a wink of sleep. Just lay there staring at the darkness trying to make out the lines on the ceiling.

		

		Hillary was purring softly next to him, curled up into a tight ball underneath the covers.

		

		Finally, after what felt like hours, he decided he’d get up. Not wanting to wake her by turning on the light, he slipped his robe over his pyjamas and slipped out the door. Shuffled down the hallway in his slippers. Down to the kitchen where he’d make himself a ginger tea or a warm glass of milk. Maybe that would help.

		

		Except he didn’t make it to the kitchen.

		

		Halfway down the hall and before the stairs he heard a very troubling sound. A groaning. A painful sounding groan. Rhythmic. Guttural.

		

		It’s none of my business.

		

		But what if someone was hurt? What if he could help? What if Richard had finally had too much to drink and was lying in pain from stumbling drunkenly into a chair?

		

		He would investigate. If it was nothing, he wouldn’t mention it. He walked over to the door from which the sound seemed to be coming. Wondered if he should open it. What if it was a private moment? The kind he’d just had with Hillary? Dismissed that as silly. Richard and Donna were old. They probably didn’t do that sort of the thing. All the more reason to check.

		

		He put his hand on the door knob and twisted it gently. Pushed the door open a crack and peered in. His eyes shot wide open. His immediate instinct was to leave. To close the door and run far away, pretend he hadn’t seen anything.

		

		The scene wouldn’t let him.

		

		Donna was naked on the bed with her ass in the air.

		

		Richard was positioned on a couch by the wall, thankfully looking at Donna and away from the door.

		

		Walter was positioned directly above Donna. His hose-cock, inflated, was inserted into her anus. His hands were on her ass, giving him stability. He was on his feet, feeding dark meat into her rear.

		

		“Fuck me in the ass,” Donna grunted.

		

		“Fuck her in the ass,” Richard growled.

		

		“You want it all in your ass?” Walter asked.

		

		“All of it,” Donna agreed.

		

		Walter slowly squatted lower.

		

		Arty’s eyes opened even wider as he watched that thick pike-pole stretch Donna’s ass until it disappeared, the heavy grapefruit-sized balls covering her wide pink gash.

		

		“Oh fuck,” Donna grunted. “That’s so much dick. Feel so full.”

		

		“Ya’ like it baby?” Richard asked, raising his glass.

		

		“I fucken’ love it. Pound it into me Walter.”

		

		Walter did. He began bouncing up and down above her, his cock moving in and out of her ass hole, balls slapping wetly against her cunt.

		

		“Fuck that’s good stretch,” Donna groaned. “Fill my ass with cum, Walter.”

		

		“Fill it with cum, Walter,” Richard repeated. “Fill that filthy old ass with a big load of cum.”

		

		It was the nastiest thing Arty had ever heard or seen. Nasty in a way that made him unable to look away. His upper lip curled as he stared at the vulgar fucking Walter was giving Donna’s ass.

		

		“Fill her ass with cum, Walter!” Richard repeated, louder this time. He raised his glass again. The golden whisky sloshed inside and a little spilled out onto his hand. He set the glass aside and licked his hand off. Then he grabbed his cock and started rubbing it back and forth between his hands like he was trying to get a genie out of a lamp.

		

		“Bitch your ass is tight!” Walter barked. He seemed excited.

		

		“What’s going on in there?”

		

		Arty jumped a foot in the air and clapped a hand over his mouth so he didn’t shout. The jolt of nerves that zapped through him was worse than anything he’d felt onstage.

		

		Hillary was standing in front of him in her pyjamas trying to peek into the room.

		

		He put his index finger over his lips and pushed her backwards.

		

		She tried to look over his shoulder to see in so he pushed her back against the wall. “It’s nothing,” he whispered. “I thought I heard someone in pain, you know, moaning like. So I just…but it’s nothing. Everything’s fine. What are you doing here?”

		

		“What are you doing here?” she hissed. “I woke up and you weren’t in bed and I got scared. That room’s so huge. Why do people want to sleep in huge rooms like that? It’s so creepy. I want to see what you were looking at.”

		

		He put a hand on her shoulder. “Trust me you don’t,” he said. I was just…I just stumbled onto it like a second ago and I was just about to leave when you showed up.”

		

		“What are you they doing in there?” she whispered.

		

		“Fuck it into my ass Walter! Fuck that hot cum into my ass!” Donna moaned from inside.

		

		Hillary’s eyes went wide as saucers.

		

		Arty put a hand against to his head and shook it.

		

		Hillary squeezed past him before he could grab her. She pressed her eye up against the crack between the door and the frame. Her jaw dropped.

		

		Arty stared at her petite body, illuminated by the orange light coming through the crack. A heavy, woollen feeling filled him like it was scratching the inside of him as the shock and disgust melted from Hillary’s expression and was replaced with awe. The feeling hardened inside him. Hardened into the certainty of knowing exactly what she was looking at.

		

		The inadequately contained hose that had become a pipe and was currently invading Donna Franklin’s anal cavity with the promise of hot cum.

		

		“That’s a good boy Walter,” Donna panted, sounding hoarse. “Pump me full of cum. Pump me full of that hot cum.” She sounded parched.

		

		Walter grunted. Flesh was smacked. He groaned, the sound making it abundantly clear that Hillary Banes, loving wife to Arthur, was watching big, black Walter seed Donna’s rectum.

		

		How would they ever be the same after this, Hillary and him? They weren’t like this. They weren’t like these dirty people. They were sweet to each other. Loving and wonderful. How could he ever look into her innocent eyes again now that that innocence had been stolen? Knowing that she’d seen this vile and filthy act. There was no return to purity. For either of them.

		

		And to top it all off, his cock was hard.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		Hillary was staring into the full-length mirror brushing her ringlets with a hair fork.

		

		Arty was watching her, wondering what she was thinking?

		

		She caught his eye in the mirror. Her eyes were puffy and red. She hadn’t slept a wink. Neither of them had. “Why do you think he was doing that to her?” Hillary asked him quietly. She set the hair fork down on the commode, walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge.

		

		Truth be told, Arty was proud of her. When she’d first surprised him in the dark hallway he’d been desperate to keep her away from what was happening in that room. Convinced she’d be scarred forever if she laid eyes on Donna having her rump plumbed and begging for a helping of Walter’s brine.

		

		But Hillary was resilient. He hadn’t known that about her before. That’s something new I learned about her, he’d told himself throughout the night. In an effort to feel better about what had happened.

		

		She hadn’t cried. She hadn’t broken down. She’d, instead, laid next to him with her hands on her tummy staring up at the ceiling the same way he had. She hadn’t said a word.

		

		But one thing Arty knew about Hillary was that she needed time to process things. She needed time to think them through. So he gave her that time. And now it was time to have the conversation, the horrible, awkward conversation, neither of them had consented to needing to have.

		

		If only he’d woken her up and made tea in the room instead of trying to go downstairs. He felt horribly guilty about that one…

		

		“I think,” he began, then paused. “I think that maybe when people reach a certain age and things become a little stale…I think that maybe then some people decide they should try other things. New things.”

		

		“Like getting it in the bum?” Hillary asked quietly.

		

		“Like getting it in the bum,” Arty answered with a shudder.

		

		Her upper lip curled a little. As if in disgust but it was hard to be sure.

		

		Arty watched as the cogs and gears turned in her mind. As she put two and two together and found it to be four. Swallowed awkwardly as she turned and regarded him with some suspicion.

		

		“Do you want…”

		

		“No! No, no!” he said, waving a hand. He regretted it almost immediately. He should have let her finish. “I’m sorry, sweetie. This is all just a little uncomfortable for me, as I’m sure it is for you.”

		

		She shrugged. “I guess,” she said.

		

		“What was it you were going to ask?” That blasted tickle returned to his groin. He couldn’t be sure why but had an inkling that it had something to do with the thought of Hillary asking dirty questions.

		

		“Do you ever want to give it to me in the bum?”

		

		Arty stiffened. He could count on one hand the number of times he’d lied to her. Those hideous shoes she’d bought. The ones with the frog faces she thought were just so cute. He’d told her they were nice. That was nothing. He’d also mentioned once that he thought her mother had good taste in china.

		

		She did not.

		

		The woman’s hutch was an abomination. An abortion of tableware. But saying that would have changed nothing and it probably would have hurt Hillary’s feelings. She liked a lot of the plates.

		

		But how, god, how, could he lie to her about something like this? Not like he was constantly obsessing about stuffing his tool into her pretty, pert little bum. He wasn’t. But, sometimes, when the mood gripped him and she wasn’t in one, he did peruse some pornographic websites where there were bums involved. And, maybe, he thought of Hillary’s bum and what it would be like to be inside of it.

		

		How was he supposed to say that?!?

		

		“You do want to give it to me in the bum, don’t you?” She eyed him with a very curious stare.

		

		He sighed, dejected. “Not, like, all the time or anything,” he admitted. Hillary thinking about her bum and things inside it was…also strangely arousing. “Can we stop calling it a bum?” he asked.

		

		She stared at him some more. “What do you want me to call it?”

		

		“Just…call it an ass like Donna did last night.”

		

		“You want to give it to me in the ass?” she asked after a silence.

		

		His cock flexed and he was grateful for the thickness of the comforter. “Hillary, my love, it’s not…I just…don’t worry about it. We don’t have to talk about this now.”

		

		She thought some more and nodded. “What about Richard watching?” she said softly.

		

		“What about it?” he shot back, sounding more than a little impatient.

		

		“Why would Richard sit there watching while Walter…you know…gave it to Donna in the ass?” she asked again.

		

		This was a far more troubling question. The answer he’d given previously didn’t seem sufficient. And there was an added problem. Namely that, a few quick mental transpositions that seemed to occur to him naturally put sweet Hillary face down on the bed in his mind. With big, black Walter atop her trying to shove that bludgeon of a sexual organ into her tiny puckered ass hole that Arty had only seen a few times himself. When they’d done it doggy with the lights on on a Sunday night. And he found that painfully arousing. But he had No. Idea. Why. He shrugged. “Maybe it’s just old people things,” he muttered.

		

		“You think old people like to watch each other do it?”

		

		“Maybe. I’m not old. How would I know? It’s just an explanation I came up with.”

		

		More awkward silence filled the room.

		

		“We should probably go down for breakfast. It’s almost nine.”

		

		“God I am exhausted!” he said, tapping his fists against his forehead.

		

		“Me too,” Hillary whispered.

		

		He sat up straight on the bed. His cock was still hard and wouldn’t go down no matter how much he tried to concentrate on it. “Look let’s just forget about all this. I don’t want any of this getting in the way of our performance. We’ve got a real shot here, Hillary. Mona told me they’re extremely well connected. They know a ton of people right across the country. Impresario’s, Hillary.”

		

		She made a face at the word. “That’s for opera singers,” she muttered.

		

		He didn’t care. He liked it. Liked the ring of it. The grandeur of it.

		

		“I don’t know if I can just forget about it like that,” she added. “It’s a pretty big deal.”

		

		“Hillary please,” he said, shaking her shoulder.

		

		She lost her balance and her hand shot out to steady herself. It landed right in his crotch, smashing his hard cock against his abdomen. Her eyes widened. She looked straight into his.

		

		The look she had on jolted him. Like she was disgusted that he was aroused by this. “Hillary, sweetie, I’m sorry, that doesn’t mean anything,” he said, waving a hand at his crotch. “I don’t want you to think that I somehow…that I’m aroused by any of this it’s just that I…”

		

		She shook her head. “No. That’s not it.” She grabbed him by the wrist, pulled her pyjama pants open and mashed his hand against her muff.

		

		He gasped. She was soaked with pussy juice. As she rubbed his fingers against the soft thatch of hair that surrounded her entrance more of it came oozing out of her. “What the fuck?” he whispered when she pulled his hand out from her pants.

		

		“It’s all I can think about,” she whispered back. Pulling her pyjama bottoms down, she whipped the comforter off of him and crawled up onto his lap.

		

		“Hillary? What are you doing?” he asked as she pulled her top and bra off. The sight of her breasts made his cock throb.

		

		She straddled him and crawled up close, putting a hand on his neck and pressing his face against her chest. Reached down and pulled his cock out, then slipped it tenderly into her fleshy, wet sleeve. She was so tight.

		

		“Oh god,” he groaned.

		

		She turned his head and brought his mouth to her nipple. “Suck it,” she demanded.

		

		He slurped it into his mouth and swiped his tongue around it. She’d never done anything like this. Never been so open. So needy, so hungry for it.

		

		The performance!

		

		It was shouting at him from the back of his mind. But the voice was growing faint. He, too, had been unable to think of anything but what they’d seen. He was like a man possessed. And now that he was inside Hillary again, sweet Hillary’s sweet, tight cunt, he could think of nothing else than that.

		

		His body seized as she started rocking back and forth on his lap. Her pubes scratched his penis as she drew it out of her, then scratched it again as she stuffed it back. Tickling, scratching and sliding in and out so wetly had him sweating in no time. “Oh fuck, Hillary,” he cursed, his nuts tightening.

		

		“Suck it,” she whispered again. “It’s going to get me off. I want to feel you suckling on me.”

		

		He slurped the nipple back into his mouth and started suckling just like she’d asked. This felt like heaven. Her soft, creased nipple against his tongue. Her cunt gliding back and forth as hot liquid eased the passage of his cock inside it. Those two sensations holding him completely hostage against any other thought. He loved it.

		

		Who cares about performance?

		

		“Arty!” she squeaked. “You’re gonna’ make me come!”

		

		He held on for a moment longer. Clinging by his fingernails to the edge before letting go and falling into the chasm of a bottomless orgasm that squeezed his whole body tight. Hillary clinging to him as her pussy squish, squish, squished and squeezed the whole length of his cock.

		

		And the most depraved thing of all was the backdrop of this searing pleasure. The visual he’d conjured effortlessly, again and again all night. Big Walter buried deep inside Hillary’s back hole, pumping hard and promising to fill her up with cum.

		

		He emerged from the intensity of that moment to Hillary holding his cheek against her chest and panting heavily above him. Her puss was drooling all over him. The bed was sodden. The stench of their co-mingled sexual juices hung in the air like they were in a coital swamp.

		

		“Oh god,” Hillary panted. “Ohgodohgodohgod…”

		

		“Are you okay?” he whispered, looking up.

		

		Someone rapped at the door.

		

		They both stiffened, then shot down onto the bed, Hillary pulling herself off of him, rolling onto her back and snatching the comforter to pull it over them just in time.

		

		Walter poked his head in. “Everyone alive in h…” He paused, turned his head up and sniffed the air. “Oh. I see,” he said in his deep baritone. “Will the lovebirds be joining us for breakfast?” he asked. “Mr. and Mrs. Franklin would like to know.”

		

		Hillary peered out from over the edge of the comforter and nodded.

		

		“Sorry,” Arty muttered. “We were just so bushed from travelling all day yesterday.”

		

		Walter gave a thoughtful nod. “Something’s been bushed in here, that’s for sure,” he said

		

		Hillary clapped a hand over her mouth and stifled a laugh.

		

		Arty blushed with shame. “We’ll be right down he muttered.”

		

		Walter smiled, gave a friendly, two-fingered salute and disappeared, closing the door behind him.

		

		Arty and Hillary turned their heads to look at each other.

		

		Hillary’s eyes were full of mirth.

		

		“We can do this,” Arty said.

		

		Hillary giggled. Then she nodded. “We can do this,” she repeated before jumping out of bed and running to the en-suite.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		

		The table in the kitchen had been set and was brimming with a breakfast feast.

		

		Richard was sipping coffee behind a newspaper and Donna was peering through bifocals at a tablet screen. She set the device down as they entered and smiled at them. “How lovely of you to join us!” she said. She swatted Richard’s arm lightly to get his attention. “Don’t be rude,” she said.

		

		“Hmph?” Richard grunted poking his head up above the paper. “Oh. You’re here. Hope Walter didn’t disturb you. We weren’t sure if you were breakfast eaters. How’d you sleep?”

		

		Arty and Hillary exchanged a glance. They both opened their mouths at the same time to speak, then paused. “You,” Hillary said.

		

		“No you go,” Arty urged her.

		

		She turned and smiled at the Franklin's. “The room’s so lovely. You have such a lovely house Mrs. Franklin,” she said.

		

		Donna’s eyes widened, her face twisting into a horrified expression. “Don’t you call me that again young lady or I’ll have Walter spank you!”

		

		The color drained from Hillary’s face.

		

		Arty’s stomach hollowed.

		

		Donna’s horror dissolved into a chuckle. She leaned over the table and touched Hillary’s hand. “Darling I’m joking,” she said. “But please, call me Donna.”

		

		Hillary choked out an awkward laugh. Arty smiled weakly. “Of course. Donna,” Hillary said.

		

		“It’s just I don’t need to feel any older than I am,” Donna said, placing a napkin on her knee and picking up her cutlery. “But of course if you were looking forward to a spanking that can be arranged.” She looked sideways at Richard and the two started chortling.

		

		Richard cut into his steak and eggs. “We were going to have to wake you up soon anyways,” he said, plucking a slice of meat off of his fork with his teeth. He nodded as he chewed then pointed the fork in the direction of the foyer. “Tuner’s gonna’ be here soon. He’ll want to know what you want done to the piano before he tunes it.”

		

		Hillary had arranged some fruit and yogourt on her plate. “Oh it’s such a wonderful instrument you really don’t need to have anything done to it at all,” she said.

		

		Richard shook his head. “Just go and have a chat with him when he gets here. I want everything to be perfect for the concert,” he said.

		

		“That’s very kind of you,” Hillary replied.

		

		“You enjoy that swim last night?” Richard asked, turning to Arty.

		

		Arty forced a smile, the previous evenings events causing a blush to rise to his cheeks. “Thank-you, yes, I did,” he said.

		

		“Walter’s quite a swimmer isn't he?” Richard asked.

		

		Arty paused wondering if there was more to the question than just pure small talk. “He certainly is,” he finally said.

		

		“Nearly made the Olympic team,” Richard said. “Packed on a few pounds since then,” he added with a chuckle. “Still lifts, though. Lot of lean, mean muscle under there,” he said, nodding and taking another bite of steak.

		

		Arty glanced at Hillary, who was staring intensely at her plate as she chewed. The color had come back to her cheeks and then some. She was blushing fiercely. Arty would have given a pinky finger to know what she was thinking. “That’s fascinating,” he said and stuck a forkful of eggs into his mouth.

		

		“He’s very interesting,” Richard went on through a mouthful of food. “In fact you two should spend some time getting to know him. He’s had a very diverse career.”

		

		“Oh?” Arty said. He found this tidbit surprising. A very diverse career as what? A butler? It would have been rude to say it out loud, though.

		

		“Yeah,” Richard continued. “Navy. Firefighter. Airplane mechanic. All kinds of good shit.”

		

		This was even more puzzling to Arty. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Donna staring studiously at Hillary. Hillary still had her face pointed at her food. “I’m sorry to ask this but…how did he end up here? Not that…”

		

		“No, no,” Richard said, dismissing the rudeness of the question with a wave. “We hired him for to work on the jet a few years back and got to know him. Became friends. Realized we could use a guy like him around so I made him an offer he couldn’t refuse. Been here ever since. It’s a good gig. Good benefits,” he said.

		

		Arty balked at the revelation that Richard seemed to have hired Walter, in part, to be some sort of…sexual…partner for his wife. What different sorts of lives people led! He glanced at Hillary again to find her looking at Richard up from under her brow with great interest.

		

		His sexual equipment began to tingle. The lewd visions he’d seen the previous evening, then rearranged throughout the night with a slightly different cast, flooded his brain.

		

		When Hillary caught his eye she blushed and looked away.

		

		That only made it worse. Surely she was thinking something naughty as well? Something she’d be embarrassed to share? He’d never felt so much tension eating breakfast.

		

		“Richard and I have a dinner to attend this evening,” Donna said. “But how about another swim after you’ve eaten? Walter will be making dinner here. I’m sure he’d be delighted if you invited him to share it with you.”

		

		Arty glanced at Hillary again.

		

		She was even more focused on her plate than she had been before.

		

		He thought of a romantic, candlelit dinner. Just him and Hillary. Communing with each other before the performance. Sharing notes from the rehearsal they’d have to have that afternoon. Then he thought of Walter sitting with them. Big ole’ Walter so very close to Hillary with his big hands and his big… “I think that’d be lovely,” Arty said. “What do you think Hill?”

		

		She looked up at him with her big eyes and her blushing face and the expression she was wearing, scared but curious, made his whole body tingle. “I think that’d be swell,” she whispered.

		

		***

		

		The day accelerated when the tuner came. Hillary retiring with him to the salon to work out the kinks in the Steinway.

		

		Later in the afternoon Arty set up his wire music stand in the bedroom, carefully removing the Amati from her case and putting her through her paces. It took fifteen minutes before he realized how distracted he was. He could barely remember scales. All he could think about was that evening. Walter in an apron, spatula in hand, shaking up a frying pan as it sizzled with Hillary looking on.

		

		It took another fifteen for him to realize he was doing it again. Transposing Hillary into all sorts of compromised positions in his mind. With Walter there as well. As he struggled through the arpeggios in the Stravinsky he realized the other thing distracting him.

		

		His cock was hard as steel. Felt like his whole groin was in a permanent state of tension.

		

		It got so bad he had to set the violin down and crank out twenty push-ups. That always got the blood flowing when had trouble concentrating.

		

		This time it did nothing.

		

		He balled his hands into fists and tapped them against his forehead. He knew the one thing that would solve this. He also knew it would be terrible to give in to it. So much release before a performance would completely knock him off his game. He’d always been so disciplined! But this was ludicrous.

		

		He crept over to the door and cracked it open.

		

		The sound of Hillary running through the Spring Sonata drifted down the hall.

		

		He closed the door and skittered to the bathroom. Took a deep breath and sighed and looked at his reflection in the mirror. “What is going on with me?” he whispered. He closed his eyes and tried to meditate the distractions away.

		

		No use. They wouldn’t budge.

		

		Finally, frustration mounting, he whipped down his zipper, whipped out his johnson and wrapped a fist around it. He groaned as he started stroking and let his mind fill with imagery. Hillary naked on her knees with her hands caressing Walter’s organ. Hillary with her feet on Walter’s shoulders, Walter’s thick prick stabbing into her kitten. Hillary with red-faced against the sheets, ass dangling in the air and Walter stuffing his thick seeder into her teeny-tiny, puckered sphincter. It would never fit. “Fuck it in her ass, Walter. Fuck it in her ass,” he whispered.

		

		“Gah!” he shouted as his testicles contracted and semen flooded through his shaft. He looked down and watched his cock empty into the white sink. Pleasure doused his brain. He clung to the vision of sweet Hillary’s expression and what her voice might sound like, mewling from Walter’s intrusion.

		

		As the pleasure receded he lifted his head, ready to confront his own shame in the mirror. He froze instead.

		

		Standing in the doorway to the bathroom was Hillary. She had her arms folded over her chest and her face was red. She was staring at his reflection, anger burning in her eyes.

		

		“Oh god,” he muttered as he stuffed his cock back into his pants. The blood drained from his face when he realized she must have been there at least long enough to have heard what he was saying. “Oh god. Oh god, oh god, oh god,” he whispered. He put on his bravest, kindest face and turned to face her. “Hillary,” he said.

		

		“Don’t you Hillary me,” she snapped.

		

		“Hillary,” he said again, hands up, walking toward her to try and soothe her anger.

		

		She un-crossed her arms, spun around and stormed into the bedroom.

		

		“Hillary!” he shouted, running after her. He found her pacing back and forth from the door to the window. Put his hands up higher. “Hillary I can explain,” he said, his voice growing frantic. He’d never seen her so enraged.

		

		She froze in place and stabbed a finger toward him. “You were jerking off to Donna Franklin taking Walter’s big black dick inside her ass hole!” she shouted.

		

		His eyes bugged wider. What?!? That was what she was mad about? He shook his head. “No. No, no, no,” he said. “That wasn’t it at all. Please. Let me expla…”

		

		“Fuck it in her ass, Walter! Fuck it in her ass, Walter!” she said, mocking him with a nasal tone. “That’s what you were saying!”

		

		His heart leapt into his throat when her eyes darted around the room, looking for a target for her rage. The bottom dropped out of his stomach when her gaze settled on the Amati. On his mistress. He saw it all take shape inside her mind and nearly screamed.

		

		She swept the violin up off the bed, clinging to it’s neck and raised it above her head.

		

		“No!” he screamed, holding his hands up above his head. “No, Hillary, no! I was talking about you!”

		

		Everything in the room seemed to freeze. A deafening silence fell between them. He could hear his blood pumping in his ears.

		

		The muscles in Hillary’s face twitched. The rage drained from her expression. She turned her head to look up. Up at the mistress that she’d nearly killed. Then back down at him. She lowered the instrument slowly, carefully, back to the bed then looked at him with horror in her eyes. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “I nearly killed her. I…I nearly ruined everything.”

		

		As his pulse returned to normal he took very careful steps toward Hillary, lest a faster motion re-trigger her fury. He picked up the mistress and stowed her safely in her case, then closed and latched it just in case. Then he turned back to Hillary. To set aside his shame, explain the perversion that had driven him into the water closet to masturbate, and, to hopefully reassemble the bond they shared. “I’m so sorry you had to see that,” he said quietly.

		

		She stared into his eyes with wonder in hers. Anger was absent from her expression. She didn’t seem hurt. She seemed…puzzled. “You were thinking about me?”

		

		His shoulders slouched. He slumped down onto the bed and buried his head in his hands. Let out a groan because he couldn’t help it. “Oh god,” he moaned.

		

		And suddenly there was Hillary sitting next to him. Her hand on his back. Another on his knee. Whispering “it’s okay” over and over as if it was.

		

		He didn’t dare believe her. They’d never be the same again. What a devil’s bargain this had turned out to be. Selling the soul of their marriage for a shot at a career. If only he had known that was the deal they were making when they’d agreed to come here he’d never have…

		

		He gasped when he felt Hillary reaching into his underwear. His eyes shot open, head spanning in her direction.

		

		The same hungry look he’d seen in her that morning was there again. Like she was going to bite him if she couldn’t get it right this minute. A wanton lust that made her look more animal than human. A bitch in heat. “Hillary?” he gasped.

		

		“Get your cock out!” she snapped in a whisper.

		

		He was swept up in the moment immediately. Obsessed with her expression and not caring at all about what had just happened. About the tragedy that had almost transpired because of his inability to control a basic instinct. Now it was just him and Hillary. He didn’t care at all about the mistress. All he wanted was to be inside her again. All he wanted was to share all the dirty thoughts he’d had and have her make them all come true.

		

		He whipped his cock out, dumbfounded to find it hard again.

		

		Hillary was peeling off her tights, to his delight.

		

		Feeling masculine he grabbed her by the waist and tried to throw her on the bed.

		

		She responded with surprising strength and resistance. Shifted her weight as she kicked the tights off her feet. “No!” she hissed. “Not like that. Like this.” She spun around, presenting her lovely, round bottom to him and backing up onto his lap. Lowered herself onto it until he felt the damp wetness of her sex press against his cock head. Squatted lower still until his prick squeezed between those two sublime walls of flesh. Juice squished from her and ran down his testicles, warm as a summer peach.

		

		He groaned loudly as she started twerking (twerking!) on his meat. Their eyes met as she turned to look over her shoulder. Her hands came around and settled on her ass cheeks. They pulled the two perfect globes apart to reveal the bull’s eye of his recent fantasies.

		

		“Like this?” she whispered. “You like it like this?”

		

		He was mesmerized. Was she squeezing her pooper on purpose to tease him? Winking her sphincter to titillate or was that just a function of the twerking? He stared at it deeply, catching glimpses of her bright pink innards in between her squeezes. “Oh god,” he groaned.

		

		“Hey,” said Hillary.

		

		His eyes shot up to hers.

		

		“Touch it with your finger.”

		

		He gasped at the lewd request but obeyed. Matching her rhythm with his hand he pressed the tip of his index finger against her eyelet. Became hypnotized by her stretched and bouncing buttocks and the feeling of his finger against her wrinkled skin.

		

		“Hey. Push it in.”

		

		Another gasp. His cock twitched inside her. But he did it. With the gentlest of pressure, he pushed his finger in. His brain flooded with pleasure chemicals at the warm feeling of her insides. A string tightened through his body, from the length of his shaft to the tip of that finger. It started vibrating. Slowly at first, then climbing to a higher pitch. A glissando of pleasure that got him shaking on the bed. “Oh god Hillary!” he moaned.

		

		“Fuck me in the ass with your finger, Arty,” she whispered.

		

		He closed his eyes, a tornado of bliss swirling around him. Pressed his finger deeper in, then pulled it out. Up and down, in and out he bounced.

		

		“Fuck me in the ass, Arty,” she whispered again. “Fuck me in the ass Arty. Fuck me in the ass, Walter.”

		

		His eyes shot open and darted over her shoulder straight to hers. Had it been his imagination? Or had she really said it? His cock was throbbing, ready to erupt with seed again.

		

		“Fuck me in the ass, Arty. Oh god fuck my ass!” she moaned.

		

		He did it faster. Worried a little that he’d tear her but she sounded like she needed it. Poked it in and out furiously until…

		

		Sluisch!

		

		A torrent of liquid poured out of her. Squirting ferociously out between his cock and her pussy lips. Splattering onto his pants, the carpet and sheets. Her body shook with pleasure and she moaned again “fuck me in the ass, Walter!”

		

		The finger morphed before his eyes. Thickening and changing shape. The bones disappearing until it became a stiff, black tube of flesh. A cock. A black cock. Walter’s black cock fucking Hillary’s ass hole and not his finger.

		

		More jizz tore through his shaft. It shot up into Hillary’s sweet pussy. His cock flexed and flexed and flexed. Each pulse came with a flash of light and burst of pleasure in his mind.

		

		He vaguely heard himself moaning and groaning but his brain was fixed on the hallucination it had created. The dick thrusting in and out of Hillary’s sweet pucker, stretching it. Being squeezed by it. He shook again and closed his eyes.

		

		The rhythm slowed.

		

		Hillary was panting. Her twerking stopped.

		

		His eyes fluttered open and the world was normal again. Hillary was still on him. His finger still inside her. The finger, still a finger. He eased it out very gently, turned his hand to make sure everything was as it should be.

		

		Hillary was bent over with her hands on her knees. She stayed that way for quite some time. As if she couldn’t, or didn’t want to face him.

		

		He reached out and put his hands on her bottom. “Hillary?” he whispered. “Hill?”

		

		She leaned forward until his cock fell out of her snatch.

		

		It smacked wetly against his leg.

		

		She took two steps forward, her feet spread apart to avoid the mess she’d made. Finally she turned around and looked at him.

		

		He shook his head, speechless.

		

		“Oh Arty,” she said softly, falling onto his lap, pushing him back down onto the bed and thrusting her tongue deep into his mouth.

		

		He revelled in the heat of the kiss and the passion that seemed to have infected Hillary. The performance, their career, had never been farther from his mind. She was his promise. She was his everything now. As if there were suddenly less and less room for the mistress.

		

		When she pulled away he gazed into her eyes and swore they were brighter than they’d been before. Like there was a light behind them. A vitality that had been dormant that they’d unearthed. “Oh Hillary,” he said. Like they understood each other and no more needed to be said.

		

		She put her head on his chest and rubbed a hand against his shoulder. “I’m glad it wasn’t Donna Franklin you were doing that about. I’m glad that it was me.”

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		

		That evening when they walked into the kitchen it was as if he was walking into the fantasy his imagination had formed at breakfast. There was Walter, in an apron, spatula in hand, shaking stir fry in a pan.

		

		The table set and lit with candles. Three place settings, though they hadn’t had a chance to invite him to join them for how busy they’d been all day. Maybe Donna had mentioned to him that they’d like to get to know him?

		

		“Hello Walter,” Arty said.

		

		Walter set the pan down, picked up a glass of red wine, turned and raised it in the air. “I hope you like Chinese?” he said.

		

		Arty looked at Hillary. What a coincidence this was. She loved Chinese.

		

		“I love Chinese,” she said, clapping her hands together in front of her chest.

		

		To Arty she looked like she was glowing in the candlelight. So sweet and innocent and beautiful. That, paired with the memory of what a dirty little vixen she’d been that afternoon after discovering him in the bathroom made his heart squeeze and his balls ache. There was something deeply titillating about that difference. He couldn’t help but wonder how much more dirty she could get? “She loves Chinese,” he echoed.

		

		“Wonderful,” Walter intoned. “Wine with dinner?”

		

		Arty frowned. With everything that had happened he could certainly use a glass to take the edge off. But…the performance. The career. They’d won the Kreutzhoffer for god’s sake's! They’d come so far. Would it throw him off his game that badly if he had a single glass of wine?

		

		Even Hillary looked up at him with imploring eyes. She could obviously use one as well.

		

		“Oh to hell with it,” he muttered. “We’ve played this repertoire a dozen times,” he said to her.

		

		“We’ve played it all a dozen times. The Beethoven and the Debussy and the Stravinsky,” she agreed, nodding.

		

		“Of course we’ll have a glass,” he said, still gazing at Hillary.

		

		She bit her lip, raised her shoulders, beamed and clapped her hands together.

		

		One glass turned into two as Walter, astonishingly, emerged from his shell to regale them with stories of life on the high seas, charging into burning buildings with charged hose lines and daring rescues of cats from trees that Hillary found delightful.

		

		As the evening wore on dessert was served, tiramisu cake, and Walter wondered if they wouldn’t like a spot of brandy to go with it?

		

		By that point Arty’s inhibitions had been sufficiently lowered that he didn’t even need to be asked. Downed the first glass and waved his snifter in front of Walter, slightly slurring as he asked for another.

		

		Hillary’s cheeks were rosy from the alcohol and as she listened to more of Walter’s stories she seemed to be leaning ever closer to him.

		

		Arty realized he was a bit intoxicated. But not intoxicated enough to feel the energy crackling between Walter and Hillary. It was electric. She clung to his every word. A bright smile lit her face as she held her chin in her hand and listened to more of Walter’s exploits.

		

		The booze made Walter far more animated. Hands waving as he spoke. Sound effects. The whole nine yards, as they would say.

		

		It was only when dessert was finished that funny feeling formed in Arty’s gut. Something he realized that perhaps he’d missed. Sure this was a crazy fantasy for just the two of them. But was this really going to happen? Was Walter wooing Hillary into his bed? And, of course, if that happened how on earth would it make Arty really feel.

		

		Because contorting Hillary into dirty positions in his mind was one thing. Fun to dream about, sure. But it was virtual. This was meat space. The real world. Actions had consequences here. What would watching Walter defile Hillary do to him?

		

		It jolted him and metabolized two drinks worth of alcohol in an instant. Suddenly he was alert and hyper-aware. Vigilant like he was about to go on stage. Focus razor sharp, the slightest sense of danger looming over him.

		

		Strangely, that only sharpened his arousal. He’d played in some of the most important competitions in the world with the most demanding judges on the panel. He loved the thrill of that chase and the way that thrill chased him like an animal through the jungle. Loved the control he had cultivated in the face of such a challenge.

		

		He realized, as Walter continued serenading Hillary with stories, that this was the challenge here. To rise above the nerves and dull jealousy threatening to rattle him and throw him off his game. To keep an even keel even as a storm of emotions raged around him. His pulse quickened and he put himself into performance mode. That place in his mind where he had to be a master of his instrument and at the same time allow his creativity to come unleashed.

		

		“Shall we take the party to somewhere a little more comfortable?” Walter asked, looking to Hillary and pulling Arty out of his own head.

		

		Hillary smiled a little wider and turned to look at Arty. The flickering candles lit her rosy cheeks, giving her perfect, normally pale, skin a warm glow. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “I don’t know,” she said. “What do you think, Arty. Shall we?”

		

		His nerves jangled for a moment to the sound of shaking bells. It nearly threw him. He revelled in the way he brought that part of himself to heel. “Damn straight we shall,” he growled.

		

		Walter chuckled, poured out three more drinks and stood up. “Follow me,” he said. He disappeared down the hallway.

		

		Hillary got up to follow.

		

		Arty grabbed her arm and spun her into his lap.

		

		She burst into giggles.

		

		“What do you think you’re doing?” he said, grinning at her.

		

		“What do you think I’m doing?” she teased.

		

		His eyes moved from hers to her mouth and back again. Studying her expression, every twitch of muscle that might reveal if she was really serious about this. He reached around and grabbed a handful of her ass. “What do you think you’re about to do with Walter, Hillary?” he demanded. God how wanted to crawl into her mind and pick through all her thoughts just then.

		

		Her eyes narrowed but her smile stayed wicked. She leaned closer to him and kissed him gently on the lips with boozy breath. “I think I’m making all your dreams come true,” she whispered.

		

		Blood surged from his brain to his cock. It twitched against her leg. The air was sucked out of his lungs by what she’d said. His eyes went wide. She was serious. She was really going to do this.

		

		“Now come on before I change my mind,” she said. She grabbed him by the wrist, made him unhand her ass, spun around and dragged him out of his chair and into the dark hallway in the hopes of finding Walter again.

		

		They followed the orange glow and crackling of a fireplace. It led them to a cozy room just off the hall. Decorated with hunting trophys, bookcases and furnished with three large leather couches.

		

		Walter was adding wood to the fire.

		

		Hillary dragged Arty in. “We found you!” she said, her voice flirtatious.

		

		Walter stood up, turned and smiled. Picked his drink up off the mantle and raised it in the air. “You did,” he said. “Come have a seat.”

		

		Hillary charged forward, dragging Arty behind her.

		

		Arty’s body was pulsing with arousal. The jealousy had sharpened, too, adding more heat. His cock was stiff as his eyes darted between Hillary and Walter wondering: Will they or won’t they? A question he’d yawned over watching rom-coms with Hillary, now with a different and exciting slant. Would she break her single partner celibacy by stepping out of the boundaries of their marriage? Or would she lose her nerve at the last moment?

		

		When he looked at her again he immediately knew the answer. This was Hillary. His wife and faithful duo partner who had never lost her nerve on stage. They hadn’t come this far because Hillary was a wilting wallflower that shied away from danger. Beneath that bubbly exterior was a will of steel.

		

		Playing to an audience they both knew they could rely on each other one hundred and fifty percent. Their trust in each other was absolute. So certain he’d come to take it for granted. A trust that can only form when two people have to count on one another under duress.

		

		There was no way she was backing down from this. There was no way he was, either.

		

		As Hillary fell onto the couch next to Walter giggling, Arty pointedly took up position on the one perpendicular to theirs. He watched Hillary flirting with Walter and it dawned on him that this was the first performance he would have to sit out since they’d married. It squeezed his guts and throat but he soothed it with a deep breath.

		

		Hillary laughed at something Walter said.

		

		Their voices were just murmurs to Arty, stuck inside his own head trying to hold the line.

		

		Hillary looked over at him with a sultry smile, then looked up at Walter sitting next to her.

		

		The fire seemed to crackle louder.

		

		“But listen to me going on and on about myself,” Walter said to Hillary. “Mister and Missus Franklin tell me you’re much more than just a pretty face. Fancy piano player. Arty pretty talented too, huh?” he asked, nodding at Arty.

		

		Hillary giggled. “I’m just a pretty face tonight,” she said to Walter.

		

		Walter grinned a little wider. “Is that right?” He glanced at Arty. “What are we gonna’ do with this pretty face tonight?” he asked.

		

		Arty’s chest inflated. His vision sharpened, the whole room seeming brighter. Opened his mouth to speak but couldn’t push the air over his vocal chords. Hillary was eyeing him with that wicked, teasing smile and it was making his head spin.

		

		She turned it on Walter, her eyes moving down to his chest, then to his belt, then back up to his. “He’s got some ideas,” she said softly. “Just a little shy is all.”

		

		Walter furrowed his brow. “Hey no need to be shy,” he said. “We’re friends now.”

		

		Hillary’s gaze was locked on Walter. She made her move. Sat up higher on the couch, then swung a leg over his lap and rolled up onto it.

		

		Arty drew in a breath at the sight of his wife straddling another man. Even with both of them fully clothed the sight was deeply erotic. He watched Hillary’s fingers slalom between the buttons on Walter’s shirt. His cock throbbed in his pants. Hillary’s eyes were locked on Walter’s, a sultry expression on her face he hadn’t seen her make in ages. Perched up on his lap she was staring down at him and Walter didn’t flinch.

		

		It seemed like an eternity before she leaned forward, lips parting. She tilted her head to one side oh so gently. Their mouths two inches apart, then one then even less.

		

		It hit Walter right in the groin when their lips met. Watching sweet Hillary, whose smile had faded into a sexy pout, press her mouth against another man’s. Watching the base of her neck exposed, her ringlets falling behind her back, her jaw moving as her tongue danced against Walter’s.

		

		Walter brought his hands up. Those big, beefy, muscular palms running up Hillary’s ass and settling on her hips. Touching places no other man but Arty had ever touched before. Her softest curves. Learning the secrets of her shape. He raised them higher up her back, then down again until they came to rest on her pretty ass.

		

		She was wearing tights underneath a long sweater that came half-way down her thighs.

		

		Walter hooked his thumbs up under the sweater and pushed it higher. Let his palms settle back onto her ass and kneaded the two globes of flesh.

		

		Arty’s heart was pounding hard. This wasn’t going to end here. The brakes had been disabled on this train. This was going all the way. The only question was how dirty would the ending be? Time stood still as he watched them making out. His cock was stiff as a board but he didn’t dare touch it. Felt like it was on a hair-trigger and just a nudge would have him shooting before any of this got going.

		

		Finally Hillary pulled away. Her eyes fluttered open and she gazed at Walter with a sultry stare.

		

		“You like that?” Walter asked.

		

		She bit her lower lip and nodded.

		

		“You want a little more?” he asked.

		

		She nodded again.

		

		They were so tuned into each other Arty felt like he wasn’t there.

		

		Walter raised his hands again, this time up to her chest. He pressed his palms against her breasts. “Oh that’s nice,” he said, smiling. “I like nice small titties. You gonna’ take those out for me?”

		

		Another nod from Hillary. She grabbed the hem of her sweater and pulled it slowly, seductively up over her head.

		

		Arty drew in a breath at the amazing performance. Their sex, while pleasant, had never been particularly explosive. She’d never done anything like what she’d done for him that afternoon. Seducing him like a sex-kitten. Bouncing her ass on his lap to turn him on. It was always sweet and gentle and loving.

		

		She was really getting into the act for Walter. Unleashing her own sexual creativity as she pulled the sweater off over her head and tossed it off to the side. She looked down at her breasts and cupped her bra with her hands. Pressed them a little closer together, making a nice cleave for Walter’s viewing pleasure.

		

		Jealousy snaked through Arty again. But he knew this was going to change everything. They weren’t going back to pleasant after this. She was transforming into a far more sexual animal before his eyes and she’d stay that way. He was certain of it.

		

		She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, then ever so slowly let the straps slip off her shoulders. She held it in place with her hands, teasing out the moment, watching Walter watching her and obviously getting off on the attention. “You want to see them?” she asked.

		

		“Course I want to see them,” Walter chuckled.

		

		She lifted them a few times then let the bra slip off to reveal her nipples.

		

		“Oh yeah,” Walter said, grinning wider. “Oh that’s pretty.”

		

		Arty marvelled at how gentle Walter was being with her. Not the dirty talking dude they’d seen fucking Donna’s ass the night before. Like he knew what Hillary needed. Like he knew how innocent and delicate she was and that he had to go slow and gentle, not rush things so he didn’t break her.

		

		He pressed a thumb against her pink nipple and rubbed a circle around it.

		

		Hillary drew in a breath, her chest rising at Walter’s touch. Her nipples had always been so sensitive. She closed her eyes and rolled her head back towards her shoulder blades.

		

		“Yeah?” Walter asked, studying her reaction. “You like that, huh?”

		

		Hillary let out a soft sigh.

		

		Walter kept stroking the nipple, his other hand wandering up and down her side and down onto her ass. His eyes roamed her petite frame, pausing at the soft places, his hands following his gaze. He cupped her palm and squeezed her breast a little harder, covering the entire mound with his hand. Then his fingers fell, he pressed her nipple between thumb and index finger.

		

		She gasped and stiffened.

		

		Walter watched her. He squeezed a little harder.

		

		Her back arched and she put her hand over his and looked at him.

		

		“Not too hard?” he asked.

		

		When she shook her head her ringlets danced along her pale shoulders. “Not too hard,” she whispered.

		

		Arty watched this learning with an awe and fascination building inside him. He had no words to describe the emotions he was feeling, never having experienced them before. No repertoire of reactions to draw upon, either. How do you react to staring at another man discovering, no, learning your wife’s body and how it responds to touch?

		

		“Let’s get these off next,” Walter whispered, tugging at her tights.

		

		She shuffled in his lap, blushing with embarrassment and suddenly seeming very self-conscious at being naked in front of another man. She cast a worried glance at Arty.

		

		Arty nodded his reassurance. Urging her on in this transgression. Telling her to let it play out however she wanted, that he would be there. That she could trust him.

		

		She turned back to Walter, sat up a little higher and hiked her tights down off her waist, along with her underwear.

		

		“Ohhhhhhh,” Walter growled as his eyes fell to her kitty. He tipped his hand palm up and tucked two fingers under her sex and rubbed her there. “Oh you like this,” he said, his smile returning. “Oh you like this for real,” he said. He brought his fingers out and lifted them up in front of her face.

		

		Hillary’s eyes widened.

		

		Arty’s did, too. He never did things like that. He’d never touch her pussy and then present his hand for her to…what? Sniff? Lick? His cock hardened and released as he stared at their interaction.

		

		It hardened again when Hillary, instead of scrunching her nose and eww, gross-ing her way out of there, locked eyes with Walter again, put her hands over his and stuck his fingers into her mouth to suck. She stared at him as she worked her tongue around them, licking up the sweet juices he’d harvested from between her legs.

		

		Arty was bedazzled once more. At how easy it was for her to be so dirty and so intimate with someone who was, essentially, a stranger. How that would change them he had no idea but in the moment it was the most arousing thing he could ever imagine seeing.

		

		Walter repeated the motion. Dipping deeper between her legs, fingers curling, he pressed them up into her entrance, pushing past her soft exterior petals until the tips of them disappeared inside her cunt.

		

		Arty stared wide-eyed and motionless. Another man was inside his wife. Another man’s fingers were touching a place only he had ever probed. He let the taboo of it soak through him. Those thick dark fingers intruding into Hillary’s tight sheath and coaxing more liquid out of her.

		

		Walter brought his hand up and fed it to her again.

		

		She gladly took it, not nearly as shy this time. Even tipped her head and stuck her tongue out as she licked them so both Walter and Arty could watch her transformation from bubbly little music dork into a filthy slut.

		

		Arty wondered if she was doing it for Walter, for him, or for herself? Or maybe a little bit of each? Maybe she was doing it because it turned her on to be the center of attention of not one, but two men. Whatever the reason it was smoking hot and he was having trouble keeping his hands away from his genitals.

		

		“Let’s get these all the way off,” Walter purred.

		

		Hillary shuffled and tried to wiggle all the way out of her tights. But the position was too awkward and she started sliding off his lap.

		

		Walter reached out, grabbed her and hoisted her up over his shoulder in a single swift motion.

		

		Hillary burst into a flurry of giggles, covering her mouth with her hands.

		

		Walter yanked the tights and underwear down over her knees and ankles and threw them in a heap over her sweater before pulling her forward and settling her on his lap again.

		

		She blushed and threw another glance at Arty. Another request for permission to continue she knew she didn’t need.

		

		It touched him nonetheless. He nodded more vigorously this time. Hurry up. I’m dying over here. About to burst. You’re so beautiful. He hoped she read all of those in his gesture.

		

		She turned back to Walter who was palming her breast and fingering her pussy. She put her hands on his cheeks and leaned in to kiss him. A deep kiss, her tongue plunging into his mouth searching for his.

		

		“Mmm,” Walter purred. He pulled away and smiled with one corner of his mouth. “That pussy tastes so sweet,” he said.

		

		Then she was moving through the air again. Walter’s hands on her hips as he sent her gliding sideways, then turning her until she was lying on her back on the couch, her legs flailing in the air as more giggles came bubbling out of her.

		

		He got down on one knee next to her, hands on the insides of her thighs splaying them apart as he stared at the trimmed pubic hair above her slit.

		

		Arty felt like someone was squeezing his balls as he watched Walter’s mouth fall between her thighs, then lower, until his lips touched Hillary’s soft core and kissed it.

		

		Hillary drew in a sharp breath and squirmed but Walter kept her pinned down good and tight. His tongue flicked out and he drew a line up her slit, his eyes on her face as he watched for her reaction.

		

		A slightly pained expression twisted her lips and she grabbed hold of the sofa with both hands like she was hanging on for dear life.

		

		Walter licked and kissed and suckled, refining his technique until he got her body undulating in a rhythm, alternating wriggling his tongue into her groove and sucking on her clit.

		

		“Nuh-nuh-nuh,” she started panting. A sound that on any other occasion might have meant “no” but here the shapes her body was making clearly screaming “Yes!”

		

		Walter kept it up. Working her steady, not speeding up. Not rushing her but stretching out the anticipation, letting tension build just like a fine musician waiting until he felt the moment was right for a crescendo. When she seemed on the brink he picked up tempo. Just slightly faster but enough to send her careening over a massive climax with a wail that filled the room.

		

		Arty couldn’t believe it. The room seemed to spin around him. Her legs were flailing, muscles flexing against Walter’s firm grip, toes curling as he dug his tongue into her cunt and finished her off.

		

		When it got to be too much she put her hands on his head and gently nudged him away.

		

		Walter worked her just a little longer. Just long enough to let her know that no matter how she felt about it he’d be the one calling the shots that evening.

		

		That stabbed Arty in the gut a little, too. He wasn’t really that kind of lover. He liked to make her happy but he wasn’t a dominant daddy that was going to take control in bed. At night they were equals just like during the day. He wondered if she liked this. A man taking control and telling her how it was going to be?

		

		Walter gave her one last lick, then slowly stood up to tower over her as she tried to catch her breath on the couch. He undid his belt buckle. Unbuttoned and unzipped his black pants. Let them fall to the floor before taking his time undoing each button of his shirt. He shrugged the shirt off and threw it on top of Hillary’s clothes on the couch.

		

		Then he reached into his black boxers and pulled his hose out.

		

	
		Chapter Eight

		

		Hillary, who’d looked like she was about to fall asleep from her exhausting orgasm, perked up immediately as Walter swung his flaccid cock side to side over top of her.

		

		Arty zeroed in on the thing, completely unashamed to be staring at another man’s penis so intently. It was a monstrous thing. An accident of nature. If any other part of Walter’s body had been so much larger than an average man’s, it would have been grotesque.

		

		Somehow this cock was not. There was a power to it. A force that drew the eye. Behold the ultimate instrument of insemination, it seemed to say by it’s sheer size.

		

		He watched the head, as did Hillary, swaying slowly side to side, as Walter pulled his foreskin back to reveal the mushroom-shaped helmet within.

		

		Walter stared down at Hillary with a somewhat benevolent expression. Almost like he felt sorry for the expression that was on her face. “You like big dick?” he asked.

		

		Hillary, suddenly animated, scrambled to sit up on the couch, hugging her legs to her chest and looking a little frightened. “I…I…” she stammered.

		

		Arty sensed her faltering. It was the same feeling he got when they were onstage and she dropped a couple of notes on accident. The slight tension that infected the tone of her playing for the few bars hence, now seemed to grip her body. And, as he would have in a concert, he felt the immediate impulse to come to the aid of his duo partner, wife and friend. “She’s only ever been with me,” he said.

		

		Walter froze. After a few more sways his cock went still, then twitched and began to swell.

		

		Hillary glanced at Arty and sighed. Her eyes and expression seemed to signal thanks.

		

		“Is that true?” Walter asked her. Like he genuinely couldn’t believe it. Couldn’t believe that this beautiful young woman hadn’t been courted and claimed by at least a dozen men.

		

		Hillary glanced up at him looking shy and nodded.

		

		Walter smiled, then chuckled. “Oh you two are just the sweetest pair I’ve ever met,” he said.

		

		That gave Arty pause. Sweetest pair? Was this regular thing for him? He dismissed the question, choosing instead to focus on Hillary appraising Walter’s tool in front of her.

		

		“C’mere baby,” Walter said. “Get up on the edge of the couch there. Yeah. Just like that. Sit up straight.”

		

		She obeyed his directives.

		

		“No need to be scared of this. It’s gonna’ be magic for you both, trust me.” He reached down and wrapped a gentle hand around her wrist. Brought her arm up until her hand was next to his member.

		

		The thing had swelled to half-mast now and was hardening towards full-steel quickly. He held her hand right next to it.

		

		Hillary’s eyes widened and she drew in a quick breath. “It’s…it’s hot,” she said, eyes darting to Arty.

		

		Arty felt like his insides turned to liquid. He felt like he hadn’t ejaculated in months, even though they’d had more sex the last few days than they’d had in the last few months previous. He realized that he, too, had moved to the edge of the couch and was leaning as close to Hillary, and to Walter’s tool, as he could get.

		

		“That’s for you,” Walter said. “Go on. Put your hand on it.”

		

		Hillary’s eyes were now glued to the thing. She tilted her head, studying it’s contours, apparently in awe of it’s size and shape. She grazed it with the tips of her fingers, which made it lurch harder. She jumped back, startled.

		

		Walter chuckled. “It won’t bite. Promise. Come on get back here,” he said.

		

		Hillary scooted forward again. Overcoming her hesitation she touched it more firmly, then wrapped her fingers around the shaft. There was about an inch of room between her thumb and index finger. “God it’s so thick,” she whispered. “I don’t…I’m not sure it’s, you know, that I can…”

		

		“You just shush,” Walter said. “Don’t worry about any of that for now. Just enjoy the moment. Enjoy yourself.”

		

		Again Arty marvelled at how warm and gentle Walter was being. He was nothing like the man that had picked them up at the airport. It was like he’d always had a special place in his heart for Hillary and it was only coming to light now. He touched her wrist and moved her hand back and forth, then directed it down to the head of his prick and did the same. “Mmm,” he purred. “I like it like that.”

		

		That seemed to excite Hillary. She sat up a little straighter, thrusting out her chest. Her nipples plumped, then hardened as she stroked along his glans.

		

		“Yeah,” Walter hummed. He took a step forward. His cock was fully hard now. It had the slightest upward curve and his step forward brought it to within an inch of Hillary’s lips. “Why don’t you give it a kiss?” he said cheerfully.

		

		Hillary smiled and huffed out a shy laugh. Glanced at Arty, eyes full of mischief.

		

		Arty, now racked with erotic tension, gave her three quick nods. Do it baby. You can do it. This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen he wanted to say. He didn’t want to risk tearing down the energy that was building between Hillary and Walter.

		

		She bit her lip, turned back to the cock and leaned in. Holding it with her hand she leaned forward, puckered her lips and gave the tip, right beneath the urethral opening, a gentle kiss.

		

		“Yeah,” Walter said, nodding as he stretched out the word.

		

		Hillary delighted in his approbation. Her eyes sparkled and she smiled wider looking up into his. She leaned forward again and her eyes went sultry as she tilted her head and kissed his undercarriage.

		

		“You got it. You know what you’re doing.”

		

		Tension twisted through Arty. She did look like she knew exactly what she was doing. Even though she’d never done anything close with him. She looked like she’d been pleasing men this way since she came of age. Like she knew exactly what they liked and how to deliver. Had this always been within her? This capacity to act like a total slut for a man’s pleasure? Had all it needed was the right trigger? Was this just nature playing out as intended?

		

		Her tongue came lazily flicking out and she licked the underside of Walter’s prick. It stiffened in her hand at the wet touch and she did it again.

		

		“Mmhmm,” Walter said, urging her on with a nod.

		

		Hillary was breathing heavy, chest heaving as she flutter-tongued the head of his penis.

		

		“Yeah,” Walter said.

		

		Arty was in an excruciating state of arousal. Watching his wife’s pretty face, her eyes, her lips as she opened her mouth, puffed her lips out and pressed the opening against the head of Walter’s penis. Holding herself there, she looked up and from the movement in her jaw Arty knew she was flicking him with her tongue again.

		

		“Oh honey that is next-level,” Walter said.

		

		Hillary dropped her jaw wide open, gripped his shaft to steady herself, then moved forward, impaling her face on his prick.

		

		“Oh fuck,” Walter sighed.

		

		Hillary’s eyes darted to Arty.

		

		The sight of her with the dark cock in her mouth seared itself into his memory. No matter what happened with performance or career or anything else he would never forget how dirty she looked with that black piece of meat between her lips.

		

		Still holding his gaze she rocked back and forth on the couch, fucking Walter’s prick with her mouth.

		

		Arty couldn’t stand it any longer. His hand dropped between his legs and he clutched his cock and balls and squeezed. The pressure provided a momentary relief. One that subsided as soon as he desisted.

		

		Walter put one of his big paws on Hillary’s head and stopped her swaying. “You just hold it right there,” he said.

		

		If watching Hillary fuck Walter with her mouth had been hot, the inverse was then times that. Now it wasn’t Hillary actively engaging with another man’s cock. It was Hillary sitting perfectly still and letting herself, her mouth, be used by Walter for his own pleasure. It was just the most dirtiest, most beautiful thing Arty had ever witnessed.

		

		A moment later he caught a whiff of her sex smell. The scent that often wafted up from in between the sheets after they’d engaged in some foreplay. An olfactory signal to any male present that she was ready to present herself for penetration. The same smell Walter had noticed in their room that morning when he’d come to wake them.

		

		Still fucking her mouth, Walter bent lower and gripped her nipple again. He gave it the slightest squeeze.

		

		Hillary mewled, the sound muffled by Walter’s cock and no doubt sending very pleasant vibrations down his shaft.

		

		When Walter did the same with her other nipple her thighs shook a little. He put his hand back on her head and pulled his cock head out of her mouth with a pop. “Give it a good licking. Get it nice and wet,” he said.

		

		Arty could only surmise that this meant he was in store for more than just a sexy blowjob. This had to mean that Walter was telling her to prepare his prick for penetration. To add a little more lubricant to the equation so he would glide into her more easily. Arty’s legs shook at the thought. He was on the very edge of an eruption.

		

		Hillary went to work with her tongue with a slutty, feverish, gusto. Giving Walter her eyes so he could see how much she was enjoying herself, she slathered his cock with saliva coating every inch of it she could get her tongue on.

		

		After a minute Walter put his hand back on her head. He pulled her off the couch and onto her knees.

		

		It was the second tableaux of the evening Arty would never forget. Hillary on her knees, Walter’s might black staff suspended above her forehead, as she intuited what it was he wanted.

		

		She craned her neck, leaned forward and started giving his heavy, wrinkled balls the same treatment. They were far too big to fit into her mouth but she was drooling so much they were coated in wet in no time.

		

		What got Arty even more excited was how excited she seemed. Totally lost in the sexual moment, all other parts of her identity surrendered, she became exclusively a plaything. A sexual toy for Walter to use as he pleased.

		

		An intense urge swelled through Arty. While he didn’t want this to end he couldn’t wait to get his hands on his sexy young wife again. To touch the same places Walter had, to make her do all of the same things. To feel her mouth on him, to tweak her nipples and get her just as excited as she was in that moment.

		

		“That’s beautiful,” Walter said. “You’re a natural, baby.”

		

		Hillary kept licking, eager to please him.

		

		“That’s good, that’s good,” he said. He took her by the arm and helped her up. Turned her around so she was facing the couch and mounted the root of his cock between his ass cheeks. The curve of it matched the arch of her back like they’d been designed to be together. He grabbed one ass cheek and squeezed. Bent over her and wrapped his other arm around her and tucked his hand between her legs.

		

		Her toes turned in as he started playing with her clit. She rubbed her ass up and down against his shaft. “Doggy or missionary?” he growled over her shoulder.

		

		Hillary started panting. With wide eyes she turned and looked over shoulder. “I…um…hehe,” she giggled, her face turning a bright shade of red.

		

		Arty had the sudden thought that Richard and Donna would be home soon. Adrenaline surged through him and he spun to look at the door, which was wide open. He wondered if Walter knew they were supposed to go swimming? What the hell would happen if Richard and Donna walked in on them like this? Would Walter get fired? Would he and Hillary be cast out into the night to fend for themselves, their trip and performance and future ruined as word made it’s way through the tight circle of the Franklin’s friends of this perversion?

		

		“Hey. Hey there.”

		

		Arty turned to see Walter eyeing him. “I, um, should we, like, close the door or something?”

		

		Walter snapped his fingers. “You don’t worry about any of that. You pay attention here,” he said, pointing at his prick and Hillary still rubbing it with her ass. “Your girl’s having a moment here. Have some respect.”

		

		Arty wasn’t sure why he took the reassurance so to heart. Hillary was having a moment. They both were. In the end his desire to be present won out. If the Franklin's came home to find them all in this compromised position he’d deal with it then. For now there was only Hillary, looking desperate to take the next step and Walter staring at him sternly.

		

		“That’s better,” Walter said as Arty returned his full attention to the scene. “Alright baby,” Walter said. “Get up on there.” He tipped his hips forward.

		

		Hillary, with nowhere to go, crawled up onto her knees on the couch and grabbed the headrest to brace herself.

		

		Walter squatted, resting his knees on the edge of the couch, and tilted the tip of his throbbing cock toward her entrance. Her petals were soaking wet. Her pubic hair was drenched. A sticky strand of clear mucus was hanging from her clit, the drop at the end threatening to stain the leather couch beneath.

		

		Walter swiped his dick slowly up and down her slit.

		

		Hillary gasped and shuddered and arched her back. One hand shot to her ass.

		

		Heat flooded through Arty as she stretched her ass open, presenting her puckered sphincter to Walter the same way she’d done to him that afternoon. She wanted it. She really wanted it in the ass. What she’d seen the previous night had done something to her. Tripped a primal switch and now she was desperate to know the feeling.

		

		“Wow, wow,” Walter said, chuckling. “That’s the prettiest thing I’ve seen but one step at a time okay?” he said, caressing the small of her back.

		

		Hillary blushed in embarrassment at her own enthusiasm.

		

		Arty thought he was going to faint.

		

		“You ready?” Walter asked her as he pressed his fat cock head against her tight entrance.

		

		“I…I don’t know,” she whimpered.

		

		“You’re ready. I know you are,” Walter said. “Just relax. We’ll take it real slow this time.”

		

		This time.

		

		The words were like a one-two punch to the gut for Arty. There was going to be another time. This was just the beginning. No need to worry, Hillary. Everything was going to be okay. A thrill rushed through him at knowing this wasn’t the end. Suddenly it seemed like this was the reason they were here. No matter what else happened this, and all the other times he’d get to see Hillary with Walter, would make up for it.

		

		“Here it comes,” Walter whispered. He pushed two fingers against the head of his cock and moved his hips forward ever so slightly.

		

		The third unforgettable imagine of the evening burned itself into Arty’s memory. This exquisite moment, where the tension of Hillary’s sex was on the verge of giving way. Walter’s fat prick pressing at it, the pressure coaxing her open, the moment before penetration.

		

		As her pussy opened and accepted the tip of his cock, Hillary grabbed the couch again and stiffened.

		

		Walter pushed the head in.

		

		“Oh god. Ohgodohgodohgod!” Hillary mewled.

		

		“Yeah,” Walter said. “You got it. You got this.” He brushed her hair off her shoulders and grabbed them with his hands. Curled over her petite frame his body looked even more massive.

		

		Arty saw the hidden contours Richard had described. The dense, sinewy muscle beneath the thin layer of age was still there. A body built by sailing, firefighting still potent and powerful.

		

		Walter moved his hips forward. His thick cock slipped into Hillary.

		

		“Holy fuck,” she gasped.

		

		“You like that?” Walter asked, brushing at her hair again so he could see her face.

		

		She looked over her shoulder at him. “So good. God. So big but so good.”

		

		“Oh you’re so tight, baby. I’m not gonna’ last too long in that pretty thing of yours,” Walter admitted.

		

		Arty felt a strange pride at that. His wife so tight that even a seasoned fucker like Walter couldn’t stand it. It humanized Walter for him, too.

		

		Walter pushed another inch in.

		

		Hillary bucked and shot forward as her hand shot back to Walter’s abdomen. “That’s it. That’s all I can take.”

		

		“That’s alright,” Walter said. “We’ll break you in slow. You don’t know what you can take yet but you’ll see. Go on. Look at your man, baby. Look how excited he is.”

		

		Hillary turned and looked at Arty, shock registering on her expression, as if she’d just remembered he was there watching. As if she’d been driven so deep inside herself by the intense pleasure of Walter’s penetration she’d lost track of who, or where, she even was. “Oh baby,” she whispered.

		

		“You’re so beautiful,” Arty whispered, shaking his head.

		

		Suddenly she looked panicked. “Oh baby,” she repeated, looking like she was going burst into tears.

		

		Walter soothed her by caressing her back again. “You’re okay. Get over here, Art. Give your girl a hand.”

		

		Arty leapt to his feet and shuffled around the couch to come face to face with Hillary.

		

		“Baby,” she whimpered, pawing at him, seeking his reassurance.

		

		“Help her, man! Tell her that you love her!” Walter commanded.

		

		It was a strange turn of affairs. But Arty was more than happy to oblige. He leaned in and kissed her, caressing her cheek, then pressing his forehead against hers and telling her everything was going to be okay.

		

		Walter eased out then slipped back in.

		

		Hillary gasped but this time pushed back against the thrust, trying to take more of him. Seeking out the stretching feeling he was giving her. She locked eyes with Arty. “There’s…I have another man inside me,” she whispered.

		

		“Baby you’ve got another man inside you. You look beautiful. Does it feel good? Do you like it?”

		

		She bit her lip, as if too shy to tell the truth.

		

		“It’s okay. You can tell me.”

		

		“Baby, I’ve got another man inside me and…and I love it. He feels so good. He’s so big. I’m so full of him. He makes me feel so full,” she babbled.

		

		Arty glanced at her hands. He would have given anything to take out his cock and feel her stroking him. This wasn’t the time for it, though. This was Hillary’s moment. Arty would have his later. “I love you baby. Just enjoy yourself. You look amazing. I can’t…I can’t to…”

		

		“Me too,” she said, as if reading his mind about what he’d meant to say.

		

		He let his hands fall from her face and retreated back to his couch to watch the rest of the proceedings.

		

		Walter’s hands slid to her hips, his thumbs nearly touching at the small of her back. He started thrusting a little harder, working half his cock into her before pulling it out and repeating.

		

		Hillary started returning his thrusts with jerky ones of her own. Abrupt motions that looked like she wasn’t in control of her own body. Not the slow and quiet undulating she did beneath Arty. A frantic, panicked shuddering response to Walter’s smooth intrusions. “Fuck,” she hissed.

		

		“Yeah?” Walter asked from behind her.

		

		“Fuck I think I’m gonna come.” She barked the words almost like she was angry about it. Pissed it would be over soon.

		

		Walter chuckled. “Plenty more where this came from. You tell me how you feel. Let it all out, baby,” he said.

		

		“Fuck I’m gonna’ come. You’re gonna’ make me fucking come!” she snapped in a lusty rage.

		

		Walter smiled. “Tell me. Where you gonna’ come, huh? Whaddya gonna’ come on?”

		

		Hillary got a little panicked. Like she wasn’t sure if she could really say what she was thinking.

		

		Walter stabbed his prick in a little harder, urging her on with it. “You let it out. I want to hear it. Don’t you worry I won’t get upset.” He jabbed into her again.

		

		She squealed.

		

		“Tell me alllll about it,” Walter said, biting his lip.

		

		“Fuck,” she grunted. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna…I’m gonna fucking come all over your fat dick!”

		

		“Say it!” he roared, jaw clenching.

		

		“I’m gonna’ come all over that fat black dick!” she screamed.

		

		Arty clapped a hand over his mouth. His heart skipped a beat. Had she gone too far? Bringing his race into it?

		

		Walter picked up tempo, not seeming to mind at all, just as Hillary’s body began to shake. It started in her legs. Worked it’s way up her spine and into her shoulders. She shook like a rag doll on a stick, then screamed again as her pussy clamped down on his seeder.

		

		“Oh shit yes!” Walter shouted. He pounded her with his cock, careful not to go to deep yet, as Hillary whined and mewled and whined again. Kept it steady as she threw her head back and crested her climax, every muscle in her body flexing taut before relaxing. Her head fell toward her chest. She slumped forward against the backrest of the couch.

		

		Walter pulled his prick out of her cunt, grabbed the tip and started stroking. A moment later a fat wad of white ejaculate burst from the tip. It flew in an arc and splattered against Hillary’s ribs. He pointed the next burst lower, spraying her pretty ass with pulse after pulse of his seed. Finally he eased it down between her legs. Straight at her drooling kitty. Three more shots of his potent ejaculate coating the soft folds of the pussy he’d just penetrated. He let out a low groan, then exhaled a slow breath.

		

		Hillary’s head was swaying side to side.

		

		Walter took a few more breaths, then stood up straight and swiped his boxers up. Poked his legs into them, grabbed his clothes and walked over to the closet on the far wall. Reached in and grabbed two robes and slung them over the back of the far couch. “You take care of your woman now. Those’ll get you back to your room when your done. And don’t worry about…whatever. It’s all taken care of.”

		

		Arty had no idea what he was talking about but figured it had something to do with Richard and Donna. It was well past ten and he hadn’t seen a sign of them. Had Walter known they weren’t coming home to swim?

		

		None of it mattered. As Walter left the room and closed the door, Arty stood up and immediately started peeling clothes off as he walked toward Hillary. He was naked when he got to the couch. Took up position behind her the same way Walter had and touched her thigh. “Baby? You okay?”

		

		She made a whimpering sound but pushed herself back up into position. Arching her soiled back and rounding her ass. Pushing back against him and looking over her shoulder. “I need you in me,” she said.

		

		Arty couldn’t believe it. Two powerful orgasms and she was still desperate to fuck him. He had no idea what was going on. His own cock was practically screaming at him to shove it into her. He felt terrible that he was going to last, like, five seconds in there. “Baby do you want me to…” He paused and glanced down at the mess coating her vagina.

		

		“I need you in me,” she growled at him.

		

		He stumbled forward. Shuddered as the head of his cock touched Walter’s ejaculate, then split her open, pushing some of it inside her. He shuddered again as the next thought tore through his mind. They had no interest in starting a family yet. Hillary had been on hormonal birth control since they’d started having sex. But watching his own cock push another man’s seed into his wife short-circuited something in his brain.

		

		His body took over. Not caring about the sticky mess clinging between her ass and his pelvis he started fucking her as roughly as he ever had. Powerful, intrusive thrusts, his desire to penetrate her as deeply as possible driving him into an angry fuck as he gripped her tightly by the hips.

		

		“Oh fuck yes,” she panted as she pushed back, matching his rhythm.

		

		“You little slut!” he snapped. The words came out unbidden and as soon as they did he wished there were some way to swallow them back in.

		

		“Oh fuck yes! Tell me I’m a slut!” she screamed.

		

		His eyes bugged. He fucked her even harder. His pelvis pounding against her ass cheeks and making them shake. More of Walter’s semen suctioning into her as he plunged his cock in and out. “My fucken’ little slut!” he growled.

		

		Her hand shot back and grabbed his wrist. She jerked it to her chest and clapped it over her breast. “I’ll always be your little slut!” she squeaked.

		

		She’ll always be my little slut!

		

		Pow.

		

		The first contraction of his orgasm came just as Hillary’s tight pussy clamped down on his cock. The room really started flying in circles around them. Spinning madly as he thundered up the side of his ejaculation then flew over the top and down the other end. The whole time pumping, pumping, pumping deep and hard, piston into chamber.

		

		Hillary made a squawking sound and her pussy squeezed him three more times. The pleasure was explosive but almost as soon as it was over it blew apart and they were Arty and Hillary again. Not just fucking bodies lost in the moment but two people, one inside the other, who’d just done something new and wicked and maybe terrible and maybe they should…

		

		He panted to a stop but stayed in her.

		

		Hillary’s head slumped forward. “Holy shit,” she whispered.

		

		“Holy shit,” he echoed.

		

		They stayed like that for a minute or two. Connected in the most intimate way and not having a clue as to what to say. Finally, Hillary eased him out of her, staying on her knees on the couch. She looked around the room. “Are those robes over there?” she asked.

		

		“Walter left them,” he said.

		

		“Can you get me one?” She looked over her shoulder at him, giggled and shook her head. “I need to have a shower and then I need you again. Okay?”

		

		Stunned, mouth hanging open, he nodded. “Okay,” he said. “Okay.”

		

	
		Chapter Nine

		

		He tapped his phone and as the screen came to life saw that it was four in the morning. Rolled his head to the other side to see Hillary with her eyes closed against his chest. He had to pee so bad he thought he might have a urinary tract infection. But he didn’t want to wake her. Tried to cup her head in his hand and ease it onto the pillow before sliding out of bed.

		

		“What are you doing?” she asked, eyes flying open, wide awake.

		

		They’d done it two more times after her shower. Long, slow fucking because they were both spent. But the itches just wouldn’t go away. Even now, looking at her, he felt the urge again. A potent sexual inclination demanding to manifest itself. “I gotta’ pee,” he said.

		

		“Oh,” she replied, smiling then giggling. “Go then.”

		

		He slipped out of bed and did his business in the bathroom. When he came back she was still awake. Looking not at all like she hadn’t slept in two days. Her eyes were alert and full of life. He got back under the covers.

		

		She curled up a little tighter and looked intently at him. “Why was that so hot?” she whispered.

		

		He shook his head on the pillow. He’d thought it was hot as hell, too. But the further they got from doing it, the more he’d started to worry about tomorrow…er, what was now today. They’d come here to perform for these very influential people. People who could help them in untold number of ways. He’d, no, they’d both been absolutely committed to being in peak shape. Clinging to their rituals and sleep schedules, making sure they had a plan to keep the travel from being to distracting.

		

		And now everything was ruined. They hadn’t slept in almost forty-eight hours. They’d had so much sex, drank so much alcohol, then had so much sex again and Hillary had…

		

		Good god. What the hell was going to happen? The concert was today.

		

		But what worried him more was how little he cared. The only thought he could keep in his mind for more than a few minutes were those three visions, the three snapshots of Hillary with Walter. With her mouth on him, kneeling underneath his cock and then that moment right before he entered her. It should have been infuriating. His life’s work had been leading up to this moment. To this day. And they’d let it all fall apart at the very end. How were they going to get through the damn recital in this state?

		

		“Are you sleeping?” she asked him.

		

		“No. Somehow I can’t sleep.”

		

		“Me neither.” Silence. “So? Why was that so hot?”

		

		He let his lips flap as he let out a heavy breath. “I have no fucking idea.”

		

		“Me fucking either,” she said, then giggled at the profanity.

		

		He smirked. They’d probably sworn more in the last forty-eight hours than they had their whole life, too. What the hell was happening to them? He turned to look at her and his heart melted again. He turned on his side to face her. Touched her cheek with his palm. “I don’t know but it was so fucking hot,” he said.

		

		“So fucking hot,” she whispered.

		

		He closed his eyes and sighed.

		

		“What’s wrong?” she asked.

		

		“Oh god I don’t know. I feel terrible.”

		

		“For what?” Her voice got a little shaky.

		

		His eyes snapped open, looking straight into hers, reassuring her again. “Not for a single thing that’s happened,” he said firmly. “It’s just…we worked so hard to get here. How the hell are we going to play this concert? I can’t even remember how the Beethoven begins!”

		

		She let out a heavy sigh herself and shook her head. “I have no idea,” she whispered. “What the heck were we thinking?”

		

		“We’re crazy,” he said.

		

		She giggled. “We’ve gone crazy.” Her eyes darted side to side a few times. “I had sex with another man,” she said.

		

		He groaned as his cock started inflating at the memory.

		

		“I had sex like…five times in the last twenty-four hours and now all I want do is just have sex again,” she said.

		

		Another groan. He smacked his hand over his face. They had to focus. Close their, eyes. Get some sleep. The concert wasn’t until the afternoon. Should he go find Walter and tell him to let them sleep in? If they slept ‘till noon they’d still have three hours to prepare. They’d played the repertoire a dozen times. It would all come back to them. It had to.

		

		But there was Hillary clambering onto him again. Leg slinking over his lap as she mounted him. Her sweaty, flooded pussy grinding against his hardening prick. Getting up on all fours, tipping her hips back, then sheathing him inside herself. “Oh god that feels good,” he groaned.

		

		“Feels so good,” she whimpered.

		

		They’d turned into nymphomaniacs. How?!?

		

		“Oh god I’m sore,” she groaned.

		

		He looked up at her and shook his head. “We don’t have to…”

		

		“I want to,” she muttered, almost a growl. “I can’t stop myself. Did they feed us something?”

		

		They burst out laughing but Hillary didn’t stop grinding back and forth against him. Squishing his exhausted cock inside her walls, her pussy trying to milk even more seed out of it. Like she was possessed. Like they both were.

		

		He reached up and tweaked her nipples.

		

		She groaned and started rocking faster.

		

		“I didn’t know you liked that so much,” he said.

		

		She shrugged and made a funny face. “Neither did I!” she hissed.

		

		They laughed again.

		

		As she really started rocking he pinched her nipples and gave them a little twist. Maybe this coupling would finally get them to sleep?

		

		He let himself slip into the moment. Let his mind fill with the deep pleasure of Hillary’s genitals ensconcing his and squeezing. Maybe one last release would do it. His hands drifted to her ass, helping her rock harder on his girth.

		

		She got up on her knees, her hands wandering along her body, touching her own breasts, searching for even more pleasure.

		

		Arty watched her. Wondering again what she was thinking. Marvelled at the sexual floodgates that had opened between them. This new intimacy, this openness they had was intoxicating. “Did you really want him in your ass?” he whispered.

		

		Her eyes shot open. She stared deep into his. “What?”

		

		“When he had his…his cock up against your pussy…”

		

		“Oh god!” she mewled, the memory flooding back for her as well.

		

		“When he did that. You pulled your ass open. Did you really want him in your ass?”

		

		She was bouncing on him now. Her tiny tits making beautiful shapes as she rode him hard. “God, I don’t know! I just don’t know anything anymore! I just…I just want…sex!” She rode him harder, grabbed his wrists and closed her eyes and made him palm her breasts.

		

		After so many orgasms it was kind of a pleasure not having to worry about getting her off. Just lying there and enjoying the sight of her doing it herself.

		

		She started panting. Making tiny squeaks. Her pussy started squeezing. She was getting close again.

		

		“Wait,” he whispered.

		

		“What?” she asked, breaking out of her trance.

		

		“I want to do it.”

		

		“Do it? We are doing it,” she said, perplexed.

		

		“I’m gonna’ fuck your ass,” he said.

		

		Her eyes opened wider. “W…really?” she said.

		

		An animal masculinity surged through him. He swept her off him, trying to mimic the way Walter had done it. Down next to him on the bed on her stomach, then crawled up and mounted her behind.

		

		“Oh my god, Arthur,” she said, covering her mouth with a hand.

		

		Feeling brave he leaned over her and growled “You’re my little slut aren’t you?”

		

		She gasped. “Y-yes,” she stammered.

		

		“Well I want to give it to my slut in the ass,” he said.

		

		Her eyes darted side to side, a panic in them. But slowly she reached around with her hands and pried her ass cheeks apart for him, stretching herself open and showing him her back hole.

		

		He let out a guttural grunt as he pointed the tip of his hard, wet cock at it, then pressed the tip against it.

		

		She mewled but arched her back, giving him a better access.

		

		“Tell me you want me to fuck your ass,” he said.

		

		She drew in a sharp breath. The smell of her arousal wafted up from between her legs. “I-I want it in my little slut ass,” she whispered.

		

		His head swam with pleasure. She looked so submissive in this position. Face pressed against the pillow, ass bared and bowed out. He felt like an animal. A predator. He’d never felt this masculine and dominant and now he loved it.

		

		He pressed in. The head of his cock popped into her.

		

		She mewled and her body shook as he stretched her virgin hole. “That what you wanted?” he growled. “Is that what you like? Getting a dick stuffed into your dirty ass hole?” He couldn’t believe what he was saying. He’d never talked to her like that. They never did anything this dirty and now that they were he felt like it was making him drunk.

		

		“I want it deeper in my ass hole. Fuck my ass please, Arty?! Pleeeease!”

		

		His whole body was pulsing with lust. He released his weight over her, driving his dick into her hot anus with a wet squish. To his delighted horror she started pushing back at him. Trying to hump him upwards, she wanted it so bad. He pulled out and rammed himself back in, revelling in the lusty wail that flew out of her.

		

		Her butt was so much tighter than her cunt. Not as wet but he was plenty wet from being inside her other hole which made him glide easily in and out of this one. He squeezed his eyes shut tight and focused on the tip of his penis where the pleasure was strongest.

		

		He opened them again when she squeezed him. Looked down to see she’d stuffed a hand between her legs and was flicking her clit as he fucked her. That only drove him more crazy. Started bouncing up and down on top of her, stretching that virgin hole as his nuts tightened, ready to release a load deep into her.

		

		Her body tensed beneath him. She grabbed the sheets with one hand and balled it into a fist. Started bashing that fist against the mattress as she approached yet another climax.

		

		He looked down between them. His cock flexed as he watched it gliding in and out of her bottom hole. His mind spun with the same thoughts. How dirty this was. How she’d never let him do this before. How tight she felt.

		

		Then, out of nowhere, his imagination twisted his perception. Now it wasn’t his cock inside her. It was Walter’s black dick. Pumping and pumping with Hillary wailing beneath him. Pinning her to the bed in a helpless, submissive pose as he had his way with her forbidden treasure. It was enough to send him barrelling over the edge of an unexpected orgasm.

		

		He huffed and his body convulsed as his dick emptied what little must have been left in his balls, into Hillary’s butt.

		

		She came at the same time. Her whole body scrunching, her hips rising up off the bed as she finished herself off with her fingers. A symphony of pleasure performed by a dirty duo who couldn’t get enough of each other.

		

		He slumped onto her, exhausted by their night of lovemaking, finally feeling like maybe they’d fucked out the demons that had been keeping them up all night. He pulled himself gently out of her. Couldn’t resist a glance as her hole closed up and cum bubbled out of it. Little pearls of perversion. Beautifully nasty.

		

		He put a hand on her arm and kissed her back. “That was so dirty,” he whispered.

		

		She replied with a snore. Dead asleep just as the first rays of light tried to poke through the curtains.

		

		He rolled onto his back, closed his eyes and felt himself falling into his own slumber.

		

	
		Chapter Ten

		

		He fell out of sleep as quickly as he’d fallen in. Had no idea how long he’d been under but as soon as his eyes opened he knew something wasn’t right. The air in the room had changed or something. There was less of it. Another presence. Another person. He lifted his head off the pillow to find a man, one leg crossed over the other, sitting in the chair by the commode. A jolt of adrenaline rushed through him. Then his nerves calmed as he realized it was Walter. He knew Walter. Walter was alright.

		

		But wait. What the heck was Walter doing in their room uninvited? He was wearing the same black clothes he’d had on last night. Had he not slept either? Wasn’t this kind of an intrusion, slipping into a couples room while they slept?

		

		He calmed himself down, certain there was a reasonable explanation for all of it. Sat up on the bed just as Walter stood up. “Everything okay?” he whispered.

		

		“Everything’s fine,” Walter said, undoing his belt, button and zipper.

		

		Arty’s eyes widened. What the fuck was this? Walter letting himself in to…assuming that they’d be alright with…

		

		“Thought I’d give you all a less jarring wake-up call than yesterday,” Walter said, chuckling.

		

		Less jarring? Stealing into someone’s room was less jarring? “What time is it?” Arty asked, rubbing his eyes.

		

		“Nearly seven.”

		

		Arty’s jaw dropped. Seven? In the morning?!? What the fuck was this? They’d just fallen asleep? Why would Walter come in to wake them so early, knowing they’d had a late night? A rage filled him he did his best to quell with a deep breath. “Why…why are you here?” he asked, a hint of desperation in his voice. “It’s so early!” he snapped.

		

		Walter smiled as he pulled his pants off and got to work unbuttoning his shirt. “Mr. and Mrs. Franklin asked that I wake you so you could join them for breakfast. They were disappointed that they didn’t get a chance to see you last night.”

		

		Arty shook his head. Disappointed? Like, mad? They were the ones who hadn’t come home. They were the ones who stood them up. And hadn’t Walter said everything had been taken care of? His stomach sank. Were they in trouble? Had they somehow found out what had happened last night?

		

		He was drawn out of his thoughts by naked Walter, dong swinging over the mattress, crawling into bed next to Hillary.

		

		Hillary. His eyes shot to her. Hillary who was still naked. Hillary who was exhausted. Hillary who probably still had his cum in her ass. His hand shot out over her, instinctively protecting her, knowing how she got when she got tired. She could turn into a real banshee when she was woken up from a deep sleep. “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” he said.

		

		“Don’t worry,” Walter said. “It’s a great idea. You’ll see.”

		

		Arty’s jaw dropped. Who did this guy think he was? But as Walter pulled back the comforter and pressed his hand against Hillary’s breast, he froze. There it was again. That hypnotic obsession with seeing Walter’s dark skin next to Hillary’s pale complexion. The large paw kneading her tiny breast and causing her to stir. Those dark eyes staring at her face until she opened hers, then smiling.

		

		Hillary blinked a few times. She looked like she thought she was dreaming. Her mouth opened and she drew in the tiniest breath. The corners of her mouth curled up ever so slightly. Like she was thrilled to be waking up to Walter fondling her tit.

		

		Arty couldn’t believe it. He stared at her, paralyzed by how beautiful she was, despite having just woken up, and how pleased she seemed that this was what she’d woken up to. He was shaken out of his trance when her head rolled sideways and her eyes met his. Her smile widened. “Did you do this?” she whispered.

		

		What?!? He couldn’t believe that, either. She was happy about this? Happy that maybe it had been him, her husband, who’d dragged Walter into the room to fuck her even though he knew she’d barely slept a few hours in the last forty-eight. How could she think that? And how could she be fucking happy about it?

		

		A super-charged erotic jealousy shot through him. Hillary was going to do this again. She was going to let Walter fuck her. She was already spreading her legs. Ready to take him. Her pussy was probably wet. Even though she was exhausted she would happily give herself to Walter again. His own cock started hardening at the thought.

		

		“I’m gonna’ fuck your whole pussy this time,” Walter whispered. He was stroking his cock to life between his legs.

		

		Hillary looked down at it and her eyes widened. She stared at it for a good long minute. Until it was fully erect. Then she looked back up into Walter’s eyes. “I…it’s just it’s so big,” she whispered back.

		

		“You’ll take it. Don’t worry. Walter’ll be nice and gentle,” he promised. Getting up onto his knees he slapped the cock down onto her belly.

		

		Arty and Hillary gasped at the same time. The thing was so thick it barely fit between her thighs. And the tip stretched straight up to her lungs. There was no way he was fitting all that inside her. But Arty couldn’t move. He was hard as rock again and obsessed with seeing Walter try. Whatever anger or jealousy he’d been feeling had evaporated and been replaced with pure arousal.

		

		Hillary hiked herself up onto her elbows and stared down at the cock. She shook her head. “It’s too big,” she said quietly.

		

		Walter slid the thing down her belly. The head past her patch of pubic hair and down to touch the moist folds of her cunt. He reached down and grabbed her ankles and pulled her feet up high in the air, spread wide apart. Her pussy hole stretched open.

		

		An image flashed through Arty’s mind. She looked like a chicken about to be trussed.

		

		Without any ceremony or warning, Walter pushed his cock into her cunt.

		

		Hillary gasped and wriggled but couldn’t move much with Walter holding her legs. She squirmed on the bed as he pressed deeper. Pushing an inch, two, three, then five into her. She shuddered and let out a sharp cry. It seemed like Walter had reached the end of her and wasn’t getting any further.

		

		Arty realized how close he was this time. Not off on some couch across the room but right there next to her. Up close to her pussy, filled with Walter’s big cock. His eyes darted between that and her panicked expression. Should I do something? he wondered. Should I say something?

		

		“I think…that’s it. That’s all I can take.”

		

		Walter swung one of her feet in front of his face and grinned. He took a deep whiff of her sole and shook his head. “Mmm-hmm,” he purred. “That’s what they all think,” he said. He lowered her toes to his mouth and popped the three center ones in.

		

		Hillary’s back arched and her eyes fluttered. She squirmed and voiced her arousal with a loud moan.

		

		Arty stared at Walter suckling her toes.

		

		Walter pulled them out of his mouth and spread her legs again. “What they don’t know, see,” he said to no one in particular. “Is that they can always take more than they think.” He eased his hips forward in a slow, fluid motion.

		

		Hillary let out a loud wail and her body shook.

		

		Walter pressed on, jamming his cock deep into her guts until his balls smacked gently against her ass. “Oh yeah,” he growled. “Always so much tighter up in the last bit.”

		

		“Jesus,” Arty whispered. “Is she…is she okay?”

		

		Walter was still smiling at Hillary. “Why don’t you ask her yourself,” he suggest. “You’re her husband.”

		

		Arty dropped down onto the bed, his face next to Hillary’s. He looked deep into her eyes. “Baby? Baby are you alright?” he asked.

		

		She blinked three times. “It’s…I…I never felt it like this,” she said, breathless.

		

		“Is it okay? Is everything okay?” Arty asked, desperate to know she was alright.

		

		A single tear rolled down Hillary’s cheek. “I never want this to end,” she replied.

		

		A low chuckle rumbled out of Walter. He pulled his hips back a few inches and got to fucking her.

		

		Hillary lay limp like a rag doll. Her body pulsed in time with his thrusts but she seemed paralyzed by pleasure the same way Arty was by awe. Her tits swam back and forth on her chest, the nipples hard as erasers. Her mouth was hanging open and her head was tipped to the side as she stared at Arty. After a few minutes of getting fucked slowly by Walter a tiny bead of drool ran out of the corner of her mouth.

		

		“Lick it off,” Walter ordered, fucking her a little faster.

		

		“Huh?” Arty grunted.

		

		“Clean your girl off,” Walter said.

		

		Arty was so dazed and confused by his own arousal he didn’t even question what Walter was asking him to do. He lowered his mouth, stuck out his tongue and licked the corner of Rachel’s mouth.

		

		Her tongue lashed out and found his. Her lips locked onto it and she sucked it into her mouth like some deep sea anemone having a feed.

		

		Arty let out a “hmph” and tried to pull away but she kept sucking. Eventually he just gave in and started kissing her back, their tongues lashing against each other. She moaned into his mouth. He could feel each of Walter’s thrusts through her body. His dick was hard and aching again. He wondered if Walter would finish inside her this time?

		

		The moans came quicker, each a higher pitch than the last.

		

		Out of the corner of his eye he could see Walter’s dick sliding in and out. His eyes widened as he saw it was covered in, not a clear slick, but a creamy white lubricant the consistency of milk that had curdled. A liquid extracted from her body by the deep-drilling she was getting. He pulled away from their kiss, drawn to the sight. Stared at it intensely, unable to look away.

		

		“I…I’m going to come,” Rachel whispered.

		

		Walter chuckled. “Yeah, you are,” he said.

		

		“I can feel it. It’s so deep. It’s gonna make me come so hard,” she mewled, voice shaking.

		

		Walter pressed her feet together in front of his face and kissed each sole. “You go. You do your thing. This time I’m gonna’ put it deep inside you, baby,” he said.

		

		“Whaaa!” Hillary wailed. She looked at Arty.

		

		Arty froze at her stare, heart hammering against his rib cage.

		

		“He’s gonna’ come in, baby,” she whimpered. “He’s gonna come so deep inside me. I never felt it this deep,” she whined, rolling her head side to side on the pillow. “I never felt it this deep, ever before. It hurts so good! It hurts so fucking good. So fucking good fuckinggoodfuckinggood!” She beat her fists against the mattress.

		

		Walter grunted. He speared his cock balls deep into her. “Take it!” he barked.

		

		Arty’s eyes shot to the root. He watched it pulsing. Watched the muscles contracting, sending white-hot shots of potent cum into Hillary’s innards.

		

		She thrashed on the bed as she came. Like a woman possessed, she screamed and cursed and begged for more, the tirade and her orgasm ending with a series of softening thank-you’s and sobs.

		

		Walter kept his cock tucked up inside her until she went limp. Pulled it out as unceremoniously as he’d put it in and let go of her ankles, letting her legs collapse onto the bed.

		

		He got up off of his knees and off the mattress. Wordlessly put his clothes on, then checked his watch. “I suggest you hurry up,” he said. “Breakfast starts at seven-thirty and it’s seven twenty-eight.”

		

		Arty watched him walk to the door, then turn and face them again. “They prefer to start on time,” he said.

		

		The whole bizarre thing came crashing down around Arty as the door shut behind Walter.

		

		Hillary was splayed out like a corpse that had fallen a few stories onto concrete. Walter’s cum was gushing out of her pussy and the sparkle in her eyes had dulled.

		

		“Hillary,” he said, shaking her shoulder. “Hillary, baby, we gotta go. We’ve got to go have breakfast. I’m sorry. You’ve got to get up. They…missed us last night, or something and…I think we might be…just, we have to go. Please. Get up.”

		

		She blinked a few times. Groggily dragged herself up onto her elbows. She looked drugged. Swung her legs over the edge of the bed as Arty jumped off the other side and started digging through their suitcase for a set of clean clothes. All he could find was a set of light grey tights and a hoodie for her. Jeans for him and a crisp t-shirt and sweater.

		

		Hillary’s feet slapped on the floor as she trudged towards the bathroom. “I gotta’ shower,” she muttered.

		

		“What? No! There’s no time for that!” he said. He ran over to her, grabbed her by the arm and spun her around. “Come on. We gotta’ get you dressed,” he said, leading her back over to the bed. He sat her down on it. Looked back to see a line of white splats on the floor. Walter’s semen that had dripped out of her as she tried to head to the bathroom.

		

		He dashed to the bathroom, grabbed a towel, then ran back and did his best to mop up what he could of Walter’s ejaculate from between her legs. No matter how much he sopped up with the towel it just wouldn’t stop running out of her. “Fuck it,” he muttered. He threw the towel on the cum-trail on the floor, grabbed the tights and poked her feet into them. Pulled them up and onto her legs and up over her bum. Threw the hoodie over her head not bothering with a bra. Put a couple sneakers on her feet and tied them up. Quickly got himself dressed and helped her up off the bed. “Jesus,” he whispered as his eyes settled on the dark stain that was seeping down her left thigh. “Fuck it. There’s no time,” he muttered.

		

		Hillary seemed oblivious to everything he was saying and doing. Lost in her own world, the deep penetration and powerful orgasm obviously still reverberating inside her.

		

		He threw her arm around his neck and hauled her up off the bed. Trudged to the door with her and opened it. Drew in a deep breath and started off down the hall.

		

	
		Chapter Eleven

		

		By the time they’d reached the door to the kitchen Hillary had managed to pull herself together somewhat. She could stand on her own. She knew what her name was and what year it was and where they were. Her hair was a mess. The stain on her tights had reached her ankle.

		

		None of that mattered to Arty. All he could think about was whether the Franklin’s were pissed and whether this was the end of their dream life and not the beginning like they’d hoped. Regardless, he steeled himself, took Hillary’s hand and marched her into the kitchen.

		

		The smell of coffee and bacon and eggs welcomed them.

		

		Donna looked up from her tablet and gasped. She collected herself quickly but was obviously unimpressed. “Charming,” she muttered.

		

		Richard lowered his paper and raised an eyebrow. “Good morning,” he said. “Sleep well?”

		

		Arty stood frozen in place for a moment then shook himself out of it. He couldn’t help but wonder if Richard knew what had happened the previous evening. All he wanted to do was run back to the room, pack everything back into the suitcase and run the hell out of there as fast as possible. They’d fucked up. Badly. And now the Franklin's were obviously upset with them. “Good morning. We, uh…it was a…we had some trouble getting to sleep,” he finally settled on.

		

		“So I see,” Donna said, her voice chilly. “Please take a seat. Breakfast is served.”

		

		Fighting his instincts Arty walked Hillary to the table through waves of shame and humiliation.

		

		She seemed oblivious to what was happening. Which was good because if she’d been any more cognizant of what was happening she probably would have run crying and screaming out of the house.

		

		“Look,” Arty began. “I’m not sure…we were expecting you last night and I just…we got a little carried away with Walter and it turned into kind of a late night and then…”

		

		Donna held up a hand and pursed her lips. “There’s no need for details,” she said. “Walter apprised us of the evening’s activities. Or should I say…antics?”

		

		Arty’s shoulders slumped. How was he ever going to live this down? They’d been invited to this very fancy couple’s house for a performance and they may as well have smeared shit on their walls. He shook his head. “I…I have no idea what to say. I’m…so sorry,” he muttered.

		

		Donna raised an eye. “Sorry?” she asked.

		

		Arty’s stomach sank. She was going to drag this out. Rub his face in his own muck. Humiliate him in retaliation for their antics. He braced himself to take it. They deserved it. At least Hillary was barely conscious and hopefully wouldn’t remember most of it. He wondered how much therapy it was going to take to get her through this? “I am,” he said. “That was really rude. That was a really rude thing to do and we are both so deeply very sorry.”

		

		Donna seemed unmoved.

		

		Arty saw his chances at the career that he’d dreamed of, vanishing before his eyes. “It’s just…we’re not like that. We don’t do those sorts of things. The Kreutzhoffer…we’re serious musicians and I don’t even know what happened last night we just…”

		

		Donna sat up straighter and looked taken aback. “Not those sorts of people?” she snapped. “Richard am I missing something here?” she asked.

		

		Arty suppressed a groan.

		

		Richard folded his paper and smacked it down on the table.

		

		The sound made Hillary jump but she quickly sank back into her trance.

		

		“She ain’t pissed that you partied, pal,” Richard said, taking a sip of his coffee. “She’s pissed you didn’t invite us.”

		

		Arty’s eyes bugged. His jaw dropped. “What?” he said, voice barely a breath.

		

		“Look we all know that you saw us two nights ago,” Richard went on.

		

		“What?” Artie repeated. “What is happening?”

		

		“Don’t play smart with me, kid. Donna was gettin’ her guts fucked out of her and you wanted to play a little peeping tom. It was cute. Added to the ambiance, didn’t it baby?”

		

		Donna flashed a coy smile and rolled her eyes.

		

		Arty was speechless.

		

		“So if you knew we were into the dirties and you and your pretty little wife are into the dirties, we just got a little offended that, you know, since you’re staying at the house and all, you wouldn’t think to let us in on the action, is all. Felt a little…hurt by it, I guess you could say.”

		

		Arty’s mouth moved like a fish out of water but no sound came out.

		

		After an intensely awkward minute or so, Richard flashed a grin. “Walter’s got one hell of a piece though, huh?”

		

		Arty blinked and focused on his diaphragm. Managed to push some air over his vocal chords. “Uh…yeah.”

		

		“Look I tell you what,” Richard said. “And I haven’t spoken to my lovely wife about this. But how about we have a little party of our own tonight, huh? A little booze. Maybe a hot tub? See where it goes? I think that would maybe, you know, make up for things? Whaddya say baby?” he said, turning to Donna.

		

		Her expression softened. The corners of her mouth turned down as she contemplated the peace agreement.

		

		Arty felt like the storm clouds were parting. Like he was seeing a ray of sunshine through what had a few seconds ago been certain doom. Agreeing to some kind of swingers party with this crazy pair seemed like an insane way to mend fences but it also seemed like a way to salvage the situation. The concert would be over. They could sleep after breakfast, do their best in the performance, then make up for their transgressions by…whoring themselves out?

		

		He looked at Hillary. She seemed to be more alert. She glanced at him and looked hopeful.

		

		He turned back to Richard and Donna. “I…I think that would be great. Like, after the concert you mean?”

		

		Richard scowled. “Huh? No, no. Concert’s tomorrow,” he said.

		

		Arty’s heart soared. Tomorrow? They’d gotten the date wrong? Tomorrow was amazing news! Tomorrow meant they had a chance to rest up today, maybe even practice. Pretend to play nice at the party, not have too much alcohol. They’d be on their guard this time. Then have the whole day tomorrow to recuperate before the concert in the evening. They could still do this. They still had a shot. “That…sounds…amazing,” he said.

		

		“Heh,” Richard said, grinning with one side of his mouth. “Then it’s settled. Now dig in. Breakfast’s getting cold.” He picked up his utensils, sawed off a piece of steak and shoved it into his mouth.

		

		Donna sipped on a smoothie looking much more amicable.

		

		“Actually,” Arty said. “If it’s all the same to you I think it might be better if we got some rest instead of breakfast? I don’t mean to be rude it’s just…”

		

		“Rest? Kid we’ve got a full day planned. Who the hell is your agent? Didn’t she send you the itinerary?”

		

		Arty arched his brow. “Itinerary?”

		

		Richard poked his fork toward the window. “Trip to the mountains. Hat springs. Afternoon drinks with our sponsors. We gotta lotta people flying in to meet you two today.”

		

		Arty was dumbfounded. Mona had sent the itinerary. But none of that had been on there. Still, he wasn’t exactly in a position to negotiate. “Oh. Right. Of course. Of course,” he said, trying to cover up with a chuckle. “Of course.” He turned to Hillary. “Sweetie let’s have breakfast so we have lots of energy today!” he said, poking a finger in the air.

		

		Hillary looked like she was going to cry.

		

		***

		

		Hillary did an admirable job of not crying. He was proud of her. She didn’t cry for the whole trip to the mountains. She didn’t cry when they made her put on the skimpy bikini at the hot springs. She didn’t even cry when they came back and the house was full of strangers waiting to have drinks with them. Put on a remarkable show of mingling and chatting and cooing about how they were “oh so very grateful for the opportunity” to be there at all.

		

		It was only once that party was over and Donna instructed them to meet her and Richard in the study for cocktails that she faltered. Her lip started to tremble a little and her eyes got red.

		

		Arty offered up a buffet of excuses. That since the concert was tomorrow they should really get some rest. That they wanted to be in peak shape for the performance and wouldn’t it be better if they postponed the after-party until, you know, after the concert?

		

		But Donna insisted it would just be one drink and surely they wouldn’t want to be rude to the hosts who were so generously providing them with such an amazing opportunity?

		

		So Arty excused himself and Hillary so that they might change into something a little more comfortable and dragged her up to the bedroom.

		

		She burst into tears as soon as he shut the door. Fell into a sobbing heap on the bed, hands over her eyes, bawling and howling about being so wiped she thought she was going to die!

		

		He let her cry it out for a good five minutes. Tore his heart in two having to watch her go through that, knowing that if he could just let go of their shared dream, the career they’d been so hell-bent on achieving, he could just march downstairs, tell Richard and Donna to stuff it, come back up here and go straight to sleep.

		

		But they were so close.

		

		So instead, as Hillary’s moans waned, he sat down on the bed next to her and put a hand on her shoulder.

		

		She looked up at him with blood red, puffy eyes and sniffled. “I think I might go insane,” she whispered. “I think if we have to go down there I might actually go insane.” She turned and her eyes focused on some distant spot.

		

		He rubbed her shoulder. “Baby,” he said.

		

		She turned to look at him again.

		

		“My sweet. Do you remember Poland? Do you remember that tour? Remember being jet-lagged and hung over because of Tomek’s hospitality, then getting on that shitty train and sitting on a rattling bench for four hours to get to Krakow?”

		

		She sniffled again, wiped her nose and nodded.

		

		“Do you remember how we played that night?”

		

		She drew in a breath and sighed. “The piano nearly burst into flames from my Prokofiev,” she whispered.

		

		“That’s what they said,” Arty added. “Do you remember the reviews?”

		

		She nodded again.

		

		“This is within our reach,” he went on. “If we can do this no more house concerts. No more shitty trains. No more coach, baby. If we can do this the world is ours. Please. For me. For us. Can you pull it together for one more drink? We’ll be up here in an hour and you’ll be fast asleep.”

		

		“Donna’s a bitch,” she whispered.

		

		“Yes. She is,” he agreed. “And she can continue being a bitch after we’re long gone and this place is just a memory. You can sleep all night, practice all day tomorrow and then kill the concert with me tomorrow night. What do you say?”

		

		She sat up on the bed. Rubbed her eyes and stretched.

		

		Arty’s heart soared because he knew he’d gotten through to her. All she’d needed was a little pep talk and she was right as rain again. He’d done that. Been strong enough for both of them. He patted her on the back. “What do you say?” he said again.

		

		She stood up. “Let’s go and drink that bitch under the table,” she replied.

		

		His eyes widened. “Maybe that’s a bit…”

		

		“I’m joking!” she said before bursting into giggles. “I’m joking,” she repeated, crying through her laughter this time.

		

		He smiled and sighed. Stood up and put an arm around her shoulder and gave her a squeeze. Walked her to the door and down the hall and toward the study where Donna and Richard would be waiting.

		

		Froze right behind her when they laid eyes on what was happening behind the door.

		

	
		Chapter Twelve

		

		Donna was bent over the back of the couch. Her two fat milkers sagged from her chest, smacking noisily against each other as Walter pushed his pile driver in and out of her cunt, hands on her hips.

		

		Richard was sitting naked on the couch. Half-hard cock in one hand, whisky on the rocks in the other, watching the proceedings.

		

		Arty’s jaw dropped. He saw Hillary’s shoulders tense in front of him. His eyes darted from her to the lewd scene. The hedonistic orgy they’d walked into smelled like wet taint. He was sure Hillary was about to bolt and wasn’t sure whether he could bring himself to stop her or keep himself from following her, screaming into the night.

		

		Then Walter paused his thrusting as he saw them. Pulled his pole out of Donna and stepped to the side, brandishing it in one hand. It was dripping in her clear slick. A thick silence filled the room.

		

		Hillary drew in a soft breath at the sight of his endowment.

		

		Arty would have wondered what depravity they’d be subjected to if he’d had any room in his mind for a thought. Instead it was filled with the singular promise that he would once again experience the mind-numbing arousal of watching Hillary take a black man’s meat inside herself again.

		

		Donna stood up straight and smiled. “Delighted you could join us,” she said, walking around the couch. She wore a wildly untamed shrub of pubic wire at which Arty could not stop gawking. As she came into full view his eyes fell to the strappy four-inch heels she was teetering on. She walked right up to where they were standing, the stench of her enjoyment wafting over them as she came to a stop. “Would you do me a favour, dear?” she asked Hillary.

		

		Hillary looked up with wide eyes and parted lips and nodded.

		

		Donna’s smile widened. “Would you be a darling and go over there and take that fat cock into your cunt again? Richard adores live porno and it would mean the world to him.”

		

		Hillary’s puffy, sleepy eyes had cleared. She turned them to the object of Donna’s request. Stared at the dark staff Walter was holding for her inspection.

		

		Arty’s guts churned with lust and hunger. A faint jealousy flickered through him. At the fact that another man’s equipment could elicit such a reaction from his wife. That just the sight of that thick cock could subdue the angry rage that had held her in it’s grip not five minutes earlier. That she’d been ready to throw away her life’s work to be able to go to sleep and now was contemplating further compromising their chances of success for the chance of conjoining with Walter again.

		

		It would have been enough to drive Arty into a fury. If he weren’t so into it himself.

		

		“Sure,” Hillary whispered, stepping around Donna and walking like a zombie toward Walter and his big, fat dick.

		

		Arty stared at her as she closed the distance and, finally, came to a stop in front of it, staring at the eyelet at it’s tip.

		

		Walter smiled. “This’ll be easier with your clothes off,” he suggested.

		

		Just like that Hillary began disrobing. Pulling her shirt over her head, unclasping her bra and letting it fall to the floor. Returning to the natural state of sexual submission any woman would fall into, given the circumstances facing her.

		

		Or so Arty told himself.

		

		“Let’s see what we’ve got to work with here,” Donna said.

		

		Arty’s eyes snapped to hers, then down to where she’d begun fiddling with his belt and pants. “I…I…didn’t…” he stammered, stunned and barely able to speak from the shock of Donna’s directness.

		

		She looked at him and scowled. “You’re not going to be a little spoil-sport, are you Arty?” she asked. “I might be older but I still know how to milk a dick. Are you really going to deny an older woman the pleasure of fresh meat? You don’t know what it’s like getting old. I’ve been fucking that for going on two decades,” she said, jerking a thumb over her shoulder at Richard.

		

		Richard chuckled at her quip. Raised his glass in a toast before taking a swig.

		

		Arty looked over Donna’s shoulder at Hillary. She was naked and staring back at him. She raised her eyebrows and shrugged. We’ve come so far, she seemed to say. Why not go all in?

		

		“S-sure,” Arty muttered.

		

		Donna smiled with one corner of her mouth. More of a smirk, really. She undid his zipper, tucked her hand into his pants and pulled out his prick. Her eyes twinkled as she gazed down at his package. “I can work with this,” she said. Dropping down to a crouch she wrapped her mouth around his hardening dick and started sucking.

		

		A hot pleasure shot through Arty. He braced himself against the door frame. He’d never felt another woman’s mouth on his cock and, much as he was ashamed to admit it, the novelty was amazing. Her tongue, much stronger and more experienced than Hillary’s, grazed back and forth along the underside of his prick as her head bobbed on it. Staring back up he saw Hillary fixated on Walter’s cock again, Walter tweaking her nipple between a finger and thumb.

		

		“Time for some worship,” Walter said. “On your knees.”

		

		Hillary obediently fell to her knees behind the couch so that only her face was visible. She kept it turned up, eyes worshipping his organ.

		

		Walter gave her a few pats with it on each cheek. Each left a sticky stain of Donna’s residue that glistened in the orange light of the crackling fire.

		

		Hillary’s mouth fell open and her tongue lolled out.

		

		Walter grinned. He placed his tool on the center of her face so it rode over the ridge of her nose and onto her forehead.

		

		Hillary lazily licked the undercarriage, reaching up and twisting her hands around the root as Walter put his on his hips and stared down at her with smug expression.

		

		The sight of Hillary loving Walter’s cock with her lips again, combined with the warm wetness of Donna’s mouth had Arty stiff in no time. He grunted and his hips recoiled as it occurred to him he was already too close to the edge of an orgasm. His cock popped out of Donna’s mouth, sticking out from his body, stiff as a springboard.

		

		She stood up, grabbed it and started walking to the couch were Richard was grinning as he watched the Hillary and Walter show across the room. “Come on sweetheart,” she whispered.

		

		Arty’s pants fell down around his ankles. With Donna tugging on him he had no choice but to shuffle after her.

		

		Donna bent over the couch and put her face in front of Richard’s. “Happy birthday, baby,” she muttered, patting him on the cheek, jerking Arty’s prick behind her ass.

		

		Arty flushed with embarrassment as his eyes met Richard’s. The awkward silence had him fumbling in his mind for something to say. “It’s…it’s your birthday?” he asked.

		

		Richard raised his glass. “It is now,” he said, then chuckled as he took a sip. “Care for a drink?”

		

		Arty managed to shake his head. Though he could have used a stiff one in that moment, there was still a small sliver of rationality at the base of his brain. If they could just get through this…

		

		He turned his head and looked down to where Donna was holding herself open. Her pussy entrance was a gnarly pinkish-brown gash with big, puffy labia. Surrounded by the most astounding, uncut and unsculpted shock of wiry pubic hair. It was like being invited to put your dick into a bearded ladies mouth. But a glance over at Hillary, now with her mouth stuffed with the head of Walter’s cock, had him stepping forward.

		

		As he stuffed the head of his prick into Donna’s gaping pelvic maw he found her interior surprisingly, and pleasantly, tight. He grunted.

		

		Donna glanced over her shoulder at him. “Not bad for an old lady, huh?” she said.

		

		Richard reached up and lovingly squeezed her left breast.

		

		“Come on, kid. In you go,” she said, tapping him on the ass for encouragement.

		

		Arty leaned into it. Grabbed the root of his cock and hitched into her, the velvety wetness of her interior making him groan as he slid in. He started sawing in and out, trying to ignore the mounting pressure in his groin. Motion across the room caught his eye.

		

		Walter was bending Hillary over the couch. Positioning himself behind her with his hands on her hips as she stared off into the distance in a stupor.

		

		The moment of penetration was a divine sight.

		

		Her eyes popped wide, a startled look flashing across her face as her body was reminded of the intense pleasure he could offer. The look passed quickly. Her eyes fluttered and she sank into the same torpor Arty remembered from the night before. Mouth agape, eyes dull and the tiniest strand of drool running out the corner of her lip.

		

		This time Walter pulled no punches. Having broken her in gently the previous evening, he drove his seeder in fast and deep.

		

		Hillary’s arms and legs flailed and she wailed, a wild banshee-like shriek that filled the room and greatly tightened the base of Arty’s prick. Her body started rocking back and forth as Walter began a relentless pounding into her stretched cunt. He stared down at his member moving in and out of her, looking like he was obsessed by the sight of it.

		

		“Oh I’m gettin’ some of that,” Richard said. He hauled himself up off the couch, put his glass on the wooden coffee table and waddled over toward Walter and Hillary, his belly sagging over itself.

		

		“Wait…w-what’s he…” Arty stammered.

		

		Donna dismissed him with a wave. “He’s just going to have a bit of fun. Aren’t you enjoying yourself?”

		

		Arty, feeling drunk, looked down at his cock moving in and out of her, half of it obscured by the hedge growing around her core. “Uh…sure,” he muttered. His cock throbbed as his mind focused on the feeling of her hot wetness. “Oh god,” he moaned.

		

		Donna looked at him with wide eyes. “Are you almost done already?” she asked, bewildered.

		

		“Pretty close,” Arty panted.

		

		“Hang on then,” she said, batting him away with a hand on his abdomen. “I don’t want you coming in my cooch. Richard likes it nasty but he’s not a fan of sloppy seconds for some reason. Here.” She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks. Spread them apart to reveal a muscular sphincter. “Finish yourself in there,” she said.

		

		Arty’s head was spinning. He looked up just in time to see Richard put a hand on the back of Hillary’s head and bring her mouth down to his cock. He hoisted himself into her the same way Arty had into Donna. Let out an approving growl as he stared moving her mouth back and forth on his dick in time with Walter’s thrusting.

		

		“Come on Arthur. They’re nearly finished. Walter’s got the look about him and Richard can’t last more than a few minutes once he gets going. You wouldn’t want to miss the grand finale.”

		

		Arty did not want to miss the grand finale. He stepped forward again, pressed the head of his cock against Donna’s ring of muscle and pushed in. His dick was sufficiently saturated in her pussy juices that the going was easy. His eyes darted between Hillary getting double drilled on the back of the couch and his member disappearing inside Donna’s stink hole.

		

		Hillary moaned over Richard’s cock as she came. She grabbed him by the hips and started fucking her face with his dick even more furiously, like being used by him while Walter fucked her brought her even more pleasure.

		

		Arty couldn’t believe the depths to which they’d descended. Swinging like they’d joined the yacht set in the Caribbean. Getting fucked by these old-timers and all for a shot at a career. He found the whole thing deliciously depraved. Winced as his nuts tightened up between his legs. “Fuck,” he grunted.

		

		“’Atta boy,” Donna purred, smiling. She’d started fingering herself and each flick of her finger made her ass hole tighten around Arty’s package.

		

		He looked up toward Hillary just as Richard started shaking. Grabbing the root of his cock he pumped himself, emptying the contents of his balls into Hillary’s mouth before staggering back and away.

		

		Hillary’s eyes were almost crossed. Richard’s bubbly jizz came pouring out of her mouth. Her body shook as Walter slammed into her. She met Arty’s gaze. A small smile formed on the corner of her lips.

		

		The look was heaven. Arty shouted. His cock popped, hurtling seed into Donna’s ass cavern.

		

		She came as well. Gasping, sucking in a breath and holding it, her ass wrapping even tighter around Arty’s prick as she wiggled through her pleasure in front of him.

		

		He slammed forward, thrusting his dick deep and savouring exquisite pleasure of feeling it release and empty inside another woman.

		

		Then the room came spinning back around him. The walls and fireplace reassembling as reality reconstructed itself. Suddenly he was Arty again, exceptional violinist and Kreutzhoffer gold medal recipient, with his chub stuffed inside a cougar and his wife getting railed across the room by a big, black dick.

		

		“Okay, honey. No need to get sentimental,” Donna said, pushing him out of her. “Why don’t you take your girlfriend and head upstairs. Rich and I always like to have a little alone time after these things.”

		

		Arty staggered back, stunned by how casual she was being. “Wife,” he muttered.

		

		“Huh?” Donna asked, eyebrows raised.

		

		“She’s my wife,” Arty said.

		

		Donna waved him away. “Wife. Whatever. See you for the big day tomorrow.”

		

		Walter, having disengaged himself from Hillary, had scooped up his clothes and was already heading for the door. He, obviously, knew what the Franklin’s needs were.

		

		Arty shuffled half-way across the room before he realized his pants were still around his ankles. He hiked them up, tucked himself in, then briskly walked to where Hillary was laying limp over the back of the couch. “My sweet,” he said, voice hushed but urgent. “My love we have to go,” he said. He put a hand on her shoulder to help her stand.

		

		Her head lolled on her shoulders as he walked her towards the door not bothering with her clothes. What shred of dignity remained, after all? A blotch of semen still clung to her lips. Ejaculate was streaming down her thighs. She had to walk with her feet spread apart, her sex obviously sore from the pounding Walter had given her.

		

		When they got to the room Arty tried to coax her to the shower but was unsuccessful. She tore himself free of his grasp, flung herself onto the bed and was snoring before he could protest.

		

		As exhaustion overwhelmed him he, too, stopped giving a shit about anything. He flopped down onto the bed next to her, found the bedside lamp with his hand and managed to turn it out before falling into a deep slumber himself.

		

	
		Chapter Thirteen

		

		“Arthur! Hillary! Wake up!” she hissed.

		

		Arthur was yanked violently from the grip of the deepest sleep he could remember. He looked around in the darkness trying to find the source of the voice. Pawed the nightstand until he found the lamp. Crawled up with his fingers and flipped the switch. Adrenaline jolted through him.

		

		Donna was standing with her arms folded over her chest looking exasperated and annoyed.

		

		“What…what’s happening? What time is it?” he asked. From the crack in the blinds it still looked pitch-black outside.

		

		“It’s six-thirty!” Donna hissed.

		

		“What…what are you doing here?” Arty mumbled.

		

		“I came up to find out where the hell you were!” she snapped. “Everybody’s waiting!”

		

		“Waiting?” he asked incredulously.

		

		“The concert?” she said, throwing her hands out to the side.

		

		“Concert? Now?”

		

		She rolled her eyes and looked like she was going to lose it on him. “For god’s sake's. It’s a breakfast concert! You need to fire your agent, whoever she is.”

		

		Arty’s eyes bugged wide open.

		

		Hillary stirred to life next to him. “What’s going on?” she muttered. She looked as exhausted as Arty still felt.

		

		Donna shook her head. “You two are incorrigible,” she said. “Partying for two days straight and then not knowing when the performance is? It’s not just about winning competitions, you know. You’ve got to be able to deliver the goods when it’s show time, too. If you’re not downstairs in five minutes ready to play then I’m afraid…well, I hate to say this, but I’m afraid we won’t be able to give you a very good recommendation, Richard and I.” She turned around and stormed out of the room.

		

		Hillary started whimpering, tears running down her cheeks.

		

		Arty felt the fury, though. He felt it hardening up inside him like he never had. His iron will, the fight for focus, turning into a resolve of steel. He levelled his gaze at Hillary. “That bitch,” he whispered.

		

		“What?” she asked, sniffling.

		

		He put on the meanest expression he could muster. “Are you going to let that bitch steal this from us?” he growled. He saw the moment it took hold in Hillary. Saw the fury on her face, too. Could practically feel her channelling that energy into concentration. The connection between them was unbreakable. “I have to get dressed,” she muttered, crawling out of bed.

		

		He crawled out after her and picked up his violin case. “The hell you do,” he said.

		

		“What?”

		

		“We’re going down there in our fucking underwear.” He turned and stared at Hillary.

		

		She pondered what he’d said for a moment. Then she smirked and walked over to her suitcase. Picked out her sheet music and walked to the door in her underwear, bra and socks. No makeup. No clothes. They wanted a breakfast concert? This was going to be some breakfast.

		

		He walked after her.

		

		She turned and looked down at his hands. “Where’s your music?” she asked.

		

		“Fuck it,” he growled. “We’ve played this repertoire a dozen times. I’m doing it from memory.” A shiver raced down his back at her expression.

		

		Shock, then wonder, then delight at the badassery of it all. She turned, dumped her music books into a pile on the floor and strutted down the hall with her chin in the air.

		

		They heard the din of the audience mingling. As they closed on the entrance to the ballroom it turned into a dull roar. Breakfast concert-goers chatting, laughing, ready for their six-thirty performance as if they always listened to the Spring Sonata first thing. Who didn’t?

		

		A deathly silence filled the room as they walked in. Someone gasped. Someone else dropped a teacup. It shattered on the floor. Everybody stared at them.

		

		They walked unclothed to the small stage where the Steinway had been positioned. Arty opened his case as Hillary arranged herself at the keys, closing her eyes and meditating. He pulled the mistress from her little velvet sack she slept in. Took his bow out of the case, walked to stage and with a flourish, extended his arm and put tucked the violin beneath his chin.

		

		He had no need of looking back at Hillary. He felt her energy. Their energy. Knew exactly when she was ready. He closed his eyes, raised his bow and, after the smallest pause burst into the first arpeggio of the Stravinsky.

		

		The piano might have been on fire behind him. He was attuned only to Hillary’s playing. They tore through the first piece with a passion even he had never felt. Gave himself goosebumps, he did.

		

		The tender Prokofiev was a touch slower than usual. Arty took a bit more time at the tops of some of the phrases. A little more indulgent than at the Kreutzhoffer. But here he wasn’t so much playing the violin as the audience and together with Hillary they knew exactly what would tug their strings.

		

		Finally they finished the Beethoven with a flourish and it was only then that Arty realized there hadn’t been a single appreciative clap from the audience the entire performance. He’d been so caught up in his connection with Hillary that they hadn’t even waited for one.

		

		And now, as the final chords reverberated through the space, he realized everyone was staring at them intently. Remembered they were still in their underwear and had just played an entire performance as if the audience had not been there. He glanced around the room to find Donna glowering at them from the back of the hall.

		

		Realized he had a choice to make. They could finish this with the same flair they’d started it or slink away in shame. They hadn’t come this far for the latter to be an option. Holding his violin and bow in one hand, his chin raised high he took Hillary’s hand as she stepped away from the piano and together they swept low into a deep, dignified, bow.

		

		As if they were clothed and it was ten-fifteen at night at the Carnegie and not eight something in the morning at some rich codgers place.

		

		He was about to stand back up and march off stage when the audience erupted. Everyone leaping to their feet, hands in the air clapping above their heads, shouts of “Bravo!” and “Encore!” bouncing around the room. Arty stared wide-eyed and dumbfounded at the crowd as they stood back up from their triumphant bow. His eyes wandered over it, to the back where, even Donna, was smiling smugly, staring straight at them and showing them her clapping hands. She looked…pleased. Amused as well, but mostly pleased.

		

		Arty had no idea what was happening and he couldn’t believe any of it. Was he still dreaming? Or had their almost-nude performance resulted in a resounding success?

		

		Donna walked slowly around the audience and came up to the stage. Her smug smile turned friendly as she leaned in to whisper in their ears. “Why don’t you two get dressed and then join us for breakfast.”

		

		Arty and Hillary looked at each other with great puzzlement, then back at Donna.

		

		She smiled a little wider and patted each of them on the arm. “That was spectacular. Go get dressed and we’ll let you in on a little secret.”

		

		Hillary waited until he’d set down the mistress to throw her arms around his neck in their room.

		

		He spun from the momentum of her swing, wide-eyed and absolutely stupefied by what had just happened.

		

		“We did it!” she squealed into his ear.

		

		“We…we did it,” he muttered.

		

		She pulled away, tears of joy streaming down her face and looked up at him. “We did it,” she said again.

		

		His love for her knew no bounds in that moment. He threw his arms around her and brought her close and knew that whatever had happened downstairs, the world was theirs. He held her tightly. “We did it,” he repeated.

		

		***

		

		Another raucous roar of approval greeted them as they entered the dining room. The tables were full of heaping plates of muffins and steaming warming trays of eggs and bacon. The smell of coffee wafted through the room.

		

		They both smiled sheepishly at everyone as they walked through. Hands reaching out to congratulate them, smiles all around.

		

		Donna appeared out of nowhere. “Let’s get you two sequestered somewhere. You must be famished.”

		

		Hillary nodded yes and beamed.

		

		Donna manoeuvred them to the head of the table, installed them at it and brought them two cups of coffee before going back to fill two plates with food. She set them down in front of them, then took the seat next to Hillary. “Once again that was spectacular you two.”

		

		Arty looked at her and finally felt like he could speak his mind. “What the fuck just happened?” he asked quietly.

		

		Donna chuckled at the question. Ran a finger over her lower lip looking very amused. Shot a sly glance in his direction. “When we first started the Kreutzhoffer there were many a pair who did fabulously in the competition but then, as the inconveniences and tribulations of touring wore them down, turned out to be under-performers under pressure.” She raised her eyebrows and tipped her chin a little lower. Get it? she seemed to say.

		

		Arty’s jaw dropped. “You set this up? You set us up?” he asked, stunned.

		

		“I do hope you’ll forgive me,” Donna said, looking pained. “For being such a bitch.” She gave her hand a lazy wave. “It’s just we needed a way to be sure. Of your commitment, you see. After what I just saw I’ll have no reservations about recommending you to all the top concert halls in the country. The resolve you showed is…unwavering. The underwear? Brilliant touch. I’ve never heard a “fuck you” put so eloquently. Your dedication to your art is commendable.”

		

		Arty’s chest puffed with pride at the compliment. Words he’d always wanted to hear coming from the most unexpected person. It only added to his pleasure that it was Donna saying it.

		

		Hillary grinned, shrugged and clapped her hands together next to him.

		

		“Wait so do you do this to everyone?” he asked Donna.

		

		She arched her brow and looked down at the floor. “Not quite to this extent,” she admitted. “But Richard took such a fancy to Hillary as soon as you arrived and then when we found you peeping, well, one thing led to another. No hard feelings I hope?”

		

		Arty shook his head and chuckled. “This was insane,” he said.

		

		Donna pulled a yellow envelope out from under the table. “There is just one final small matter to attend to,” she said.

		

		“What’s this?” Arty asked as she pulled two pages out of it.

		

		“This is a non-disclosure agreement,” she said. “We don’t want word getting out about this. If everybody knows about what happens at the finishing house then what’s the point of it?” She pulled a pen out of her pocket and handed it to Hillary.

		

		“The finishing house?” Hillary asked, pen poised over the paper.

		

		Donna grinned. “It’s what we like to call this little adventure. Winning the Kreutzhoffer sets you on the path to stardom. We help you finish the journey. Make sure you’re ready for the real prize. A career,” she finished quietly.

		

		Arty looked at Hillary and they both shook their heads. He turned back to Donna. “You’re insane,” he said.

		

		She flashed a smile. “A little bit. Now sign your name so you can eat your breakfast. Your food’s getting cold.”

		

		Arty signed the NDA and watched Hillary do the same. As Donna put the papers back into the envelope he looked out through the crowd to see Walter standing by the door, grinning. He raised his hands and poked both thumbs up into the air.

		

		Arty smiled and did the same. Then he picked up his fork and tucked into his eggs.

		

		THE END
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