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Chapter 1
“Huey, Dewey, and Louie need some parental supervision,” I said.

Nancy laughed like a dork. “Don’t we all?” 

She had a point. We were into our forties yet still refused to act like grownups. 

“Mike and Paula gotta leave town again?” she asked.

“Yeah. Her family is having a reunion and they’ve still never met Mike. With her grandfather’s health, they figure this had to be the time.”

“Let them know we’d be honored to watch their children.”

I hit the keys on my phone, taping out a quick message.

Mike and Paula are our best friends and have been for years. They live across the street and although they’re roughly ten years younger, they have the same weird sense of humor that Nancy and I do. We do everything together; hiking, camping, drinking, and listening to live music. Our two kids are out of the house and living their own lives. Mike and Paula have no kids so we sort of found each other. 

What do you mean Mike and Paula have no kids? I hear you asking. Didn’t you just agree to watch them?

 They have no human kids. Huey, Dewey, and Louie are three of the finest most handsome German Shepherds you will ever meet. They’re smarter than a lot of people I know, too. Nancy loves those guys as much as she loves me. Pretty close, anyway.  

I watched my wife’s face. I know her mind and any second now she was going to turn and look at our new couch. We’d purchased an original Napa Maxwell and she was about to picture dog claws puncturing the rich leather. I started a countdown in my head… 

Five… 

Four… 

Three…

“Drew,” she said. “You know, I think the puppies would like it better if they stayed in their own house. Text Mike again and tell them we’ll sleep at their place. We can run across the street for anything we need.”

I already had my phone out.





  
 

Chapter 2
Yes, my wife’s name is Nancy and my name is Drew. Ha ha. We hear that joke all the time. Only the people we do not count as friends tease us. Best friends, like Paula and Mike, never teased us about it. Not once.

Paula walked us around the kitchen, pointing out the food, the treats, where she hangs the leashes, and everything else we needed to know to care for her kids. Nancy and I had been in their home ten thousand times and already knew all this but we were talking about their babies so I did not interrupt. She was nervous about leaving them and the talking helped. Paula mostly explained things to Nancy as I hung back. This gave me the opportunity to ogle Paula. She’s a hot little Mexican, with short black hair and olive skin. Her eyes are big, especially when she laughs, and she laughs a lot. Her tits are big like Nancy’s so I was loving this tour. 

An hour ago we were lounging around the pool playing with the dogs. The girls tied sheer sarongs around their waist to enter the house but they still wore bikini tops. The air conditioner had four stiff nipples pointing all over the place, which seemed kind of dangerous, so I stayed back a bit to keep an eye on things. Nancy knew exactly what I was up to but she didn’t care. Paula was hot. She’d said so herself many times. Nancy was better looking so maybe that’s what gave her the laissez-faire attitude. She could catch me looking at Paula and not worry. When you’re secure in your love, who has time for petty shit like that?

The tour continued as Paula led us to the master bedroom. Nancy gave me a wry smile when we passed their huge four-poster bed but I had news for her. We’d have three sleeping companion every night. Those dogs were spoiled. I can’t complain. I would spoil them too.

In the office Paula wrote down the Wi-Fi password and any others she could think of. The house had an alarm system too. Their television was massive, much bigger than ours and more like an indoor theater, so I knew we’d be hanging out over here a lot.

Once the tour ended we rejoined Mike and the pups around the pool. I asked a few questions about satellite television and working the remotes and Nancy got final instructions on a feeding schedule. After that we enjoyed the sunlight and the beer.





  
 

Chapter 3
Two days later we drove them to the airport and they were gone. The boys were a little confused at first, circling every room in the house, sniffing, investigating, but they accepted the situation immediately. They knew us well. We acted like there was no cause for worry and so they relaxed. We fed them at the same time, walked them at the same time, and got ready for bed at the same time. They followed their routines like normal. 

Before sleep we watched a James Bond movie surrounded by sleeping hounds. It was Heaven. In the morning Nancy and I dressed for work and they stayed unconcerned. 

I was at my office two hours before I logged into their website. Yes, Huey, Dewey, and Louie had their own website. I clicked through the various cameras around the house making sure all was well. Last night had been the Fourth of July and I worried the fireworks left them anxious. There were no cameras in the bedrooms or bathrooms, obviously, but within fifteen minutes I’d seen all three dogs and knew they were fine. An hour later Nancy texted me. She’d done the same thing. We laughed at how protective we were and got back to work. I checked on the boys several more times before heading home.

When I opened the door, three beautiful boys sat staring, wagging happy tails.

“Who’s a good boy?” I asked. 

Apparently, I’d hit upon magic words. Three joyful canines leapt and played, biting each other, growling, and roughhousing. They’d calmed down by the time Nancy got home.

“Who’s a good boy?” she said, innocently.

Boom. Furry dorks going crazy all over again. Huey chased Louie around the living room and then Dewey chased Huey. We played with all three then took them for a run before turning them loose in the backyard. All three aimed straight for the pool. Mike and Paula kept these guys immaculate and healthy. Our little family ate and then retired to the loft to watch another movie. Nancy needed to send some emails for work so she broke off while we all stayed. After a while Huey went looking for her and curled up at her feet. 

I admit Dewey and Louie sticking with me felt pretty good. Why is acceptance by animals so reaffirming? A dove landed on my shoulder when I was a child and I thought that meant I was something special. I felt the same way years later when a butterfly landed on my outstretched finger. Every time a dog instantly befriends me I feel special.

Another hour went by and I hardly noticed. Eventually I realized that would be a lot of emails so I left the couch to check on her. There’s a love seat in their office so I thought maybe she’d dozed off.

Nope. 

She sat at Mike’s computer, her face a mix of shock and embarrassment. She wore headphones and hadn’t heard me and was too focused on the screen to see me peeking around the jamb. What was she looking at so intently? The monitor faced away from the door so I circled the desk. 

Paula, in profile, eagerly sucking a dick. A dick held by a guy with a star tattoo on his hand. Mike has no hand tattoo. I leaned closer. 

Nancy yanked off her headphones and hit pause.

“Holy shit!” I said. “That’s not Mike.”

She laughed. “No shit, Sherlock.” 

Huey lifted his head to check on things before lying back down. 

Nancy hit play again. We watched in silence for several heartbeats.

“Is this what you’ve been doing in here?” I asked.

She laughed again. “Hell yeah. Look at all this.”

She double-clicked to open a desktop folder, revealing multiple subfolders and media. She opened a subfolder and we saw a long list of more photos and video. She closed that and opened another, revealing more of the same.

“There’s tons of it, Drew. Right after I sat down to work the Wi-Fi dropped. I tried to reconnect but discovered the sign-in for that was on Mike’s personal network, and Paula hadn’t given me that password. I searched his desk drawers in case he’d written it down and found this.”

Nancy pulled a hidden board from the bottom of a drawer. She flipped it and showed me the list of passwords taped there. 

“How old is this video?” I asked. “Maybe that’s before Paula met Mike.”

Nancy pointed at the monitor. “I helped her pick out that top at Macy’s a month ago. Mike bought her that necklace for Valentine’s Day. Listen to the audio.”

She removed the headphones and I slipped them on. She hit play. I heard Paula slurping and sucking enthusiastically, and, I’d swear, Mike softly gasping in the background, urging her to do a good job. 

“I THINK MIKE’S THE GUY HOLDING THE CAMERA,” I shouted.

Nancy tugged the headphones off by the cord, shaking her head.

“Sorry,” I said. “I think Mike’s holding the camera.”

“I thought the same thing.” 

We stared at the screen. Paula looked sexy as fuck but my mind and my guts were doing somersaults. I glanced sideways at my wife. She was enthralled. I know we both felt badly. We were spying on our best friends. But neither of us could look away. 

I was stunned. Watching Paula was so sexy. I couldn’t imagine what my wife was thinking. On screen Paula added her hand to stroke the guy and her wedding ring against his cock astonished me. What a betrayal. Yet Mike was right there with her. 

“That guy’s pretty big,” Nancy muttered.

She was right. Paula struggled some with his dick. Her face was shiny all around her mouth and spit dripped from her fingers. From the tiny headphone speakers in Nancy’s lap, we heard the man suck air. He was about to cum. I saw my wife’s body tense. The thick cock on screen swelled and veins stood out like they were angry and Paula sucked harder and bobbed faster. The guy moaned and Paula’s eyes narrowed as her concentration skyrocketed and then the dude groaned and his shaft pulsed. Paula was gulping and stroking and swallowing.

“Oh my God,” Nancy exhaled. 

I felt it too but said nothing. The guy’s hips jerked but Paula kept his cock sliding to the back of her throat. We could only imagine the load he was spewing. Paula looked up to meet his eyes and a grin twisted the corner of her mouth.

“Baby,” we heard Mike say. “You’re so fucking hot.”

Paula kept smiling as she sucked every drop from the man, working his dick head with her tongue, coaxing a big load out of his balls. Only when the dude got too sensitive did she stop. He pulled his cock out and let it hang in front of her face. Paula kissed the shaft reverently, trailing soft kisses down to the big pink head. She looked at the camera, grinning mischievously. 

“Your turn,” she purred into the lens.

The video ended. 

Nancy leaned back in her chair.

“How many have you watched?” I asked.

“A lot. I looked at pictures too. I’ve barely scratched the surface of their vast collection.”

“All of it like this?”

“Yup. Mike and Paula have been very naughty right under our noses. I’m a little hurt by their lies. I thought we were best friends.”

I nodded. “I get that but this is super private stuff. Lies of omission are a little different. We’ve all left things unsaid. Maybe it’s less that they felt they couldn’t trust us and more that they wanted to keep their private life separate from their public one. You must admit if we’d known they were into this stuff, it would have changed things.”

Nancy nodded reluctant agreement.

“Show me some pictures,” I said.

Nancy paused. “Before I do, you must promise not to stare at Paula. She looks incredible naked. I thought she had a nice body but it’s better than I thought. I don’t want you staring at her tits or ass or anything like that. Promise?”

“Promise.” 

Of course I fucking promised. My wife opened a folder and went straight to her favorite. In brilliant color, we saw Paula from the side, leaning over the four-poster bed, the bed right behind us, hands spread on the comforter, feet spread wide. Her back was arched. She wore black lace stockings high on her thighs and high heels and that was all. She was ready, anticipating the man behind her. 

Also in profile, his erect penis stuck out from his body like a horn. His cock was larger than most too but it was not the same man from the video. How many men has Paula had? My wife clicked through the first folder showing me all her favorite pictures. Dewey and Louie, tired of waiting for me to return, joined us in the office. We began another folder but stopped after a while. We had work in the morning and the hour was late. Nancy closed everything but didn’t sign off. We headed for bed.

Both of us lay there in the dark, dogs on every side. Neither of us spoke. I was stunned to learn about my friends. A million questions bounced around inside my head. 

“How can they do it?” Nancy said. 

At the sound of her voice, Huey lifted his head to check on things. He laid back down again.

“Can you imagine?” I said.

“But they seem so happy.” Nancy paused for a moment. “No, I’m not that stupid. They are happy. No way is all that joy between them an act for our benefit.”

“I agree.”

“But how? How can Mike watch his wife with other men? How can Paula love Mike so much yet allow other men to touch her? It boggles my mind. Mike doesn’t just watch, he’s not passive. He enjoys what he’s seeing. You heard him. He encourages her. He was excited too.”

“I’ve heard about couples like this,” I said. “I never expected to meet any and I confess I was skeptical. I figured when the spark leaves their marriage, some people look for it elsewhere, and maybe that does happen, but not here. That’s not Mike and Paula. They love each other. More than that, they’re in love with each other.”

I felt Nancy nodding her head next to me. We lay there, each with our own thoughts, until sleep took us.





  
 

Chapter 4
At work the next day I checked on the dogs again. Huey and Dewey played while Louie napped by the pool. I sent Mike a text telling him all was well and he thanked me right away. 

When I got home I was greeted by three happy hounds again. I asked them the question they loved and laughed as they went wild. Then I noticed Nancy’s purse on the kitchen counter. I’d come in through the front door so I stepped to the garage and discovered her car, engine still pining and popping as it cooled. She rarely beats me home. I gave the boys treats and let them out back and then climbed the stairs to the office. Nancy had kicked her shoes off and thrown her jacket over a chair, already at Mike’s computer again. She smiled when she saw me.

“Come kiss me, Baby,” she said. “How was your day?”

I circled the big desk and kissed her lips, glancing at the monitor. Paula was on all fours, a man behind holding her ass and sawing his big cock in and out of her expanded pussy, and a man at her head, a black man, offering his hard dick for her to suck, which she did with enthusiasm. 

“Wow,” I said. “Just, wow.”

“Right?” Nancy hit pause. “Paula’s insatiable. I’ve already learned a few new tricks I’m going to try on you.”

I liked the sound of that. “You ran right up here? Couldn’t wait?”

“Fuck no,” she laughed. “I thought about this shit all night and all day. How could you not? It’s crazy.”

“Find anything good?”

“All of it’s good. Some of it’s great. Check this out.”

My wife closed that video and ran her cursor down a list. She double clicked a file and started another video. Paula was on a large bed surrounded by hotel furnishing. I knew Mike was taping because I caught his reflection in several wall mirrors. On the bed with Paula was a muscular man, like stripper muscular, and he was eating Paula’s pussy like she dripped honey. Paula had her fingers in his hair, moaning like she was already close to orgasm.

“That’s hot,” I said.

“Shh,” Nancy replied. “Watch.”

The stripper ate her until she had a strong climax. She pushed him away then, moving to hands and knees. The young man leaned back and I saw what Nancy liked so much: the dude was cut, carved from marble and incredibly well-endowed. He turned to look at Mike and smiled. Nancy hit pause.

“Look at that face,” she said.

I did. “What?”

“Are you kidding?”

I looked closer. “No, what?”

“He’s gorgeous. Like drop-dead hot. Jesus. He’s seriously as handsome as a movie star. More.”

I studied his face. I’ve never been able to tell when a guy is good looking. I still couldn’t. “If you say so, I believe you.”

Nancy rolled her eyes. “That body, that cock, and that face? I fucking hate Paula right now.”

That made me laugh. Nancy hit play again and we watched the video together. Or, rather, I half watched the video and half watched her. My wife was into this guy. She stared at the monitor, eyes glued to him. When Mike would zoom, Nancy would lean closer.

The sex on the screen was intense. I suspected this was not their first time together because of how well they moved. Each already knew what the other liked. When he finally penetrated Paula, they began making love. The passion and desire was real and strong. These two had feelings for each other. I spotted Mike in another mirror and pointed him out to Nancy. Our friend was naked as he circled the bed to record, and he was rock hard. His dick was a little smallish but nothing to be ashamed of, but he was so incredibly stiff. He crept around the bed, filming, and his dick was an unwavering spear. He neither bounced or wobbled. He watched Paula, his beloved wife, make love to a smoking hot younger stud and he loved it. 

“Mike is so turned on,” Nancy said, pointing at his dick on the screen. 

“He is,” I replied, watching her.

She returned her attention to the stud. Paula and the stripper were fucking in rhythm now, each pushing the other towards eruption. They kissed with intensity, fucked like they were newlyweds, touched each other with real passion. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen and it starred one of my best friends. Bizarre.

Eventually Paula screamed with pleasure and stripper guy followed soon after, pumping her married cunt full of cheating sperm. They lay together a while and then stripper got up to use the bathroom. Mike sat the camera on a dresser and moved to the bed. Paula smiled weakly at him but opened her legs invitingly. Mike slithered between her thighs and buried his mouth against her pussy. Paula’s head fell back as pleasure overtook her once more.

“Can you believe it?” Nancy murmured. “Can you imagine how Paula must feel?”

My wife’s voice was soft with awe. Because I lacked a pussy I couldn’t imagine how that felt, but I knew she could. Hard fucked and inseminated by a gorgeous stud? Then softly and tenderly eaten by the man you love most in the world? Yeah, Nancy was doing all kinds of imagining. Her face looked like she felt that tongue too. I understood why this one of her favorite videos.

“What does that mean?” I asked, fishing. “Mike going down on her after she’s been fucked?”

Nancy kept her eyes on the screen. “In that moment Paula feels more loved than she’s ever felt. She knows without doubt Mike is fine with what she’s doing. No wonder she seems so guilt free. Mike’s love transcends everything.”

Maybe, I thought, but I saw her point. Especially from a wife’s point of view.

Nancy clicked around on more pictures and videos. I noticed a trend.

“Why are all the men bigger than average?” I asked.

“I noticed that too,” she said. “In some of the pictures guys wore tank tops with Alley Cats written across the front. I checked online. It’s a male strip club, like Chippendales but they show more. They probably only hire hot, hung guys. They have a stage in the back where the strippers dance all nude. Paula and Mike go, watch them move, meet them, talk to them, learn all about the kind of man they are, and then she makes her choice.”

“How convenient.”

“It’s perfect,” my wife mumbled. “Mike and Paula took some of the guys to dinner. They took one guy on that vacation to Greece last year. Remember? Didn’t show us those holiday photos, did they. Fucking bitch.”

Yeah, Nancy was feeling way more envy than anger.

“I’ll start dinner,” I said.

She thanked me vaguely and waved me away.

After dinner and a movie, she was back at the computer. I tended to the dogs, watched some news, and then headed for bed. She promised to join me soon. I was reading my Kindle, surrounded by furry friends, when Nancy entered the adjoining master bathroom. I heard her removing makeup and brushing her teeth. The light turned off and Nancy stepped to the doorway. She wore a sheer white teddy.

“Okay boys,” I said instantly. “You gotta go.”

They were confused for a minute because this was a break in our routine, but they quickly understood. After all, didn’t mom and dad do this all the time? I showed them the bedroom door and they dropped to the floor outside.

I returned to the bedroom and found Nancy leaning against one of the bedposts. She looked delicious. Her large breasts strained and stretched the thin fabric in every direction. Her long hair framed her face beautifully. Her sheer panties showed me the light triangle of pubic hair, parted by her slit. My mouth watered.

“I need you,” she whispered.

I knew exactly what she needed. My dick was well on the way to hard before I got my pajamas off. She saw it and moaned softly before dropping to her knees and sucking me to the back of her throat. I watched in wonder as she ravenously worked my dick, intentionally gagging herself a dozen times in as many minutes. She was in a mood to be dominated I wasn’t about to disappoint her. I grabbed her hair and choked her with my dick, forcing myself all the way in.

It was all hot, but I wanted pussy. I bent her over the bed like Paula and slammed my penis home. She cried out as I hammered her. Those pictures and videos had us both on edge, crazy for sex. I was rough, dragging Nancy from one position to the next. I never even removed her lingerie. I fucked her mouth and I fucked her pussy until she came hard, then I filled her with cream. 

We stared at the ceiling as our racing hearts returned to normal and an idea sprouted. I rolled over to kiss her breasts and then continued south. Once she realized what was coming she sighed deeply.

“Oh my God,” she murmured. “Oh Jesus.”

I nudged her legs apart and kissed her sopping opening. I’d never eaten her after filling her with cum, so this was new for us both. I wondered how she felt about what I was doing but then her hands landed softly on my head.

“Ohhhh Gawd yessssss,” she whimpered.

I spread her labia and sank my tongue inside.

Cum, at least my cum, ain’t so bad. It will never be a Ben and Jerry’s flavor but I was expecting something horrible. Nope. A little salty and a little slippery. That’s all. I dove in and feasted on the lusty bitch. 

Nancy went wild. Her orgasm had been strong but she still had an ocean of sexual tension stored. Breaking this taboo, going down on her after sex, pushed the envelope of our sexual behavior, and that was exactly what she needed. I must admit, I liked it too. I felt like we were exploring, trying something new, and that gave our lovemaking a powerful charge. I nibbled and licked and sucked. I roughly teased her clit, trying anything that popped into my head. Unpredictable was my word for the moment and Nancy never knew what was coming next.

She came wailing like a banshee.

She clawed the sheets and sucked huge gulps of air. I was relentless, attacking her cunt until she forced me away. I left her like that; a crumpled pile of arms and legs, and we dozed, but I awoke later and slithered between her legs again. My probing, insistent tongue woke her and she groaned and lifted her pussy to my mouth. It took longer this time but I got her to orgasm again. I’ve never been prouder. 

I rolled onto my back, grinning, and slid an arm under her head. She curled up next to me, on her side, head on my chest. We relished the afterglow. I felt closer to her than I had in a long time, and we always feel close. I hugged her firmly and she draped an arm across my stomach. All was right with the world.

“What do we say when they come home?” she murmured. “How do I look them in the eye? How do I go shopping or whatever with Paula now?”

“I think I can play it cool,” I said.

“You can. You compartmentalize everything. You’ll have no problem. I don’t work like that. Paula will read me. She’ll see something’s different on my face. She’ll read it in my eyes.”

Yeah, that was true.

“I guess we talk to them,” I said. “Apologize and explain what happened and why. Assure them the secret is safe with us.”

Nancy hugged me weakly. We lay in silence for a long time, exhausted but unable to sleep.

“Could we do it?” she asked.

That might sound vague but I knew exactly what she meant. My mouth went dry. My heart thudded beneath my ribs. 

She’s not asking can we, I reminded myself. She’s asking could we.

I drew a deep breath. My subconscious mind engaged and I began calculating before I could stop myself. A moment later my brain spit out an answer: Possibly.

Nancy and I were tight. We were in love. We shared everything; every fear, every feeling. We turned to each other for everything in life. I hate the expression soulmate so I won’t use it but the sentiment was real. 

“Could we is too vague,” I replied. “Better we ask ourselves, could I? Let’s aim the question at ourselves, one at a time.”

“All right,” she said. “I won’t make you go first. Give me a second.”

I held my breath. My gorgeous wife was, at that moment, curled up next to me in bed, assessing if she could fuck another man in front of me. I felt a prickling sensation all over my body. My skin temperature began to climb. I reminded myself over and over we weren’t contemplating doing it, we were calculating if we could. My mind jumped ahead to her expected No but a little voice warned me not to get comfortable.

“Yes,” she said, softly.

I tried to let my breath out but couldn’t. I was paralyzed. I was lying down but still felt dizzy. I heard so much in her timid answer. She was worried about my reaction. She was ashamed to admit that truth. She was excited by the thought yet terrified waiting for my answer. My sweet Nancy just admitted she could fuck another man. Despite our perfect or nearly perfect marriage, she could fuck another man. My world shifted under me. I thought I should be hurt so I tried to feel hurt. Nothing came. Maybe a tiny pinch.

Of course she could, I thought.  She was human after all. Let the planets align and anyone could.

She squeezed me softly. I realized she was waiting for my answer. I turned inwards and was instantly frightened by what I found. I tried rationalizing but my inner-voice always stopped me. In the end, all I had left was the truth.

“Yes,” I rasped.

Nancy squeezed me hard. Not in an eager-to-get-started way but more like an I-know-that-must-have-been-hard-for-you way. She appreciated my honesty. She knew it didn’t come easily to a question like that.

Neither of us moved. What comes after a moment like that? We stayed like that, slowly growing sleepy. I was about to doze when something occurred.

“One question before sleep,” I said.

“Go ahead.”

“I assumed you meant you could do what Paula did.”

“Yes.”

“Did you think my yes meant I could do what Paula did, meaning fuck other women, or did you think my yes meant I could be a Mike?”

“You could be a Mike.”

“Watch you? Record you?”

“Yes.”

All drowsiness vanished. I had a fever. Nancy suddenly replaced Paula in every video and picture we’d seen. Hot guys with big dicks sank their inches into my wife. Nancy fucked them wildly, thrusting her hips, sucking their hard cocks. Through it all I held a steady camera, recording my lovely wife. The images were as upsetting as they were exciting. My penis rolled to the side and began to fill. Nancy noticed and cupped my balls. 

“This is a lot to take in,” I said.

“Let’s go to sleep, Baby,” she replied.

I kissed her head several times and stroked her hair. She snuggled. The urge rose in me again and I rolled her over, kissing her nipples and breasts, biting her skin. I brushed my lips against her skin as I moved lower.

“Please,” she whimpered, but not asking me to stop, asking me to go all the way. “Please… Please…”

Her pussy was drenched. A lot of that was me from earlier but more was her own excitement. She was wildly turned on. These crazy ideas got to her too. I licked her cunt and tasted the mix of us. Her arousal became my arousal. I loved that she was so excited. I didn’t care why, I didn’t care about the source of her exhilaration, I only cared that my wife, the love of my life, was provoked. I gently tongued her delicate inner lips and tenderly licked her inner walls. She moaned from her soul. I savored the taste of cum in her pussy because of what it did to her. I forced her thighs far apart, making her act the slut, and used my tongue like a cock. I orally fucked her until she was twisted into a knot and then I finally allowed her to cum. Her screams shook the walls and made Huey bark at the door. 

I held my beautiful wife in my arms as she whimpered, trying to find her way back to Earth. I lovingly tucked her in and opened the bedroom door. We were soon deeply asleep in a sea of furry bodies. 





  
 

Chapter 5
“Can you believe they’ve been gone only three days?” Nancy said.

We were dressing for work and dancing around each other in Mike and Paula’s bathroom. 

I stopped brushing. “Seriously?” 

She was right. Why did it feel like a year?

“Yup,” she said. “What would you like to do this weekend, Baby?”

“Maybe take the boys for a hike on a Fletcher Springs trail?”

I continued brushing my teeth.

“That sounds nice,” she said. “What about in the evenings?”

“Hadn’t thought about it.”

The silence was deafening. I was instantly on guard. What was she not saying? Unsure, I decided to wait her out. Unfortunately, she’s way better at this game than me.

“Okay, my Love,” she said at last. “I’ll see you tonight after work.”

I spit and wiped my mouth, turning to kiss her. She looked amazing. Professional, but amazing. Her white top was slightly sheer and worked perfectly with her tight black pencil skirt. We kissed and she was out the door. I returned to brushing my teeth. An odd feeling nagged me but I couldn’t name it so I locked it away. I finished dressing and gave the boys their treats. I have no memory of the drive to work.

Lunch was still thirty minutes away when my phone buzzed. I checked messages: Was your answer last night the truth?

Of course it was, I shot back.

A minute passed, then another.

I’m going to lunch with Ryan.

The ground opened beneath me. She’s mentioned Ryan several times over the years. He was the handsome womanizer at her office that flirted with her constantly. She’d tell me every time she shot him down and we’d have a good laugh about it. Normally going to lunch with a colleague, even a guy like Ryan, would be no big deal but why did she ask me about last night first? My stomach churned. My fever returned. My office tilted. I stared at my phone. What do I do? Should I fire off a million questions, acting like a jealous husband who no longer trusts his wife? Do I play it cool and say have a great time? Considering what happen last night, and the things we said, a lunch date with Ryan loomed large, and maybe I’d be a fool for playing it cool. I knew she was waiting on the other end for me to say something and my silence was a message. 

Then the best answer popped into my brain. When in doubt, tell the truth.

That frightens and excites me, Baby, I wrote. I have no idea what to say or do.

Send.

I held my breath. If she didn’t answer, I was sure I would die. My phone buzzed.

My sweet man, she said. NOTHING will happen. I want to see what it feels like being out with him, in public, and you knowing about it in advance. I’m trying to understand Paula and myself.

Deep exhale. Okay, so, far more innocent than I initially feared. Not completely innocent, but better than I feared.

I tried to return to work. No way. Every minute off the clock was agony. I laughed at myself. What could they do in the middle of a busy restaurant? It didn’t matter. My head had no room for logic now. My penis pulsed. My balls climbed to a thousand degrees. I put my head on my desk. 

Nothing will happen, I told myself, repeating her words. 

Nothing will happen. 

Nothing will happen. 

Longest fucking hour and thirty minutes of my life.

My phone buzzed and I snatched it.

I’m back in the office, she wrote. I love you very much.

I started to ask what happened but she’d assured me before lunch nothing would. Did I trust her or not? If something had, because no one can know the future, she would have told me the second she was able. If she said nothing, it’s because nothing happened. They had lunch, that’s all. 

Disappointment dripped into my brain. I shook my head. Disappointment? Really? Why? Clearly, some small part of me wanted something to happen, but what? I had no idea. How the fuck could I be disappointed nothing had? Besides, Ryan was a douche and a creep. Nancy was merely trying on something she’d never wear. She wanted to experience something outside herself. It wasn’t real.

This shit with Paula and Mike was fucking with my head. I punched the intercom button and told my secretary I was out to lunch. I wanted to text Nancy but my gut told me that was a bad call. I needed to chew on this. I hit my favorite deli and ate a corned beef on sourdough. The rest of the day crawled.

I got home first so I ran the dogs and jumped in the pool. The shallow end was beach style so they could safely swim whenever they wanted and my many website visits showed me they swam a lot. We were playing chase the stick, a game of my own invention, when Nancy arrived. 

She still wore the white top and black pencil skirt but a bell rang in my head and with sudden insight I understood: this morning she’d dressed for him. She’d already decided to accept his inevitable invitation to lunch. She saw my mind working and waited me out, a slow grin spreading. She dropped her chin to give me the eye.

“Like what you see?”

“Always. I’m sure Ryan was appreciative.”

“I’d told him no so many times I was worried he wouldn’t ask again.”

“But he did.”

“But he did.”

I looked her up and down. “Your outfit made sure of that.”

She shrugged, looking coy.

“Join me?” I asked. 

“Yes, but the jacuzzi, not the pool, and with a martini.”

I smiled and threw the stick and the boys tumbled over each other trying to get it. Nancy went inside to change.

This morning my wife had dressed sexy to attract the attention of another man and I was unsure how I felt about that. I turned the dial to start the bubbles and get the heat going and then continued playing my modified game of fetch. Nancy soon reappeared, slinky green one-piece hugging her curves and martini in hand. I left the pool to join her in the jacuzzi and the dogs took their places at the foot of the steps. 

“Have a nice lunch?” I asked, finally relenting.

She grinned like she’d won because she had. “Impressive, Drew. I would never have lasted that long. I would have been at your office, in your chair when you got back from lunch.”

Small victories. 

“It wasn’t easy,” I admitted.

She sipped her drink. I waited. At last her calm façade began to chip.

“How much do you want to know? Are you okay with what I did? Are you mad that I sprung it on you like that? You figured out the sexy outfit. I knew you would. Do you want every detail or an overview?”

I moved down a step, bringing the hot roiling water to my chin. I forced myself calm. Details or overview? What the fuck? Either of those were required only when something actually happened. So, something happened. My heart pounded against my sternum. I opened and closed my hands underwater.

“Every detail,” I said.

She sipped again. “First, let me say again, nothing happened. Not really.”

“Go on.”

“The event itself was the whole point. You understand that, right?”

“I do.”

“Good.” 

She sipped again. A big one. I saw her adjust the story to include every detail as I’d asked. I think she expected me to want the glossy overview version.

“Around nine, before Ryan always gets to the office, I undid the top button of my blouse. He loves to go down the hallway, saying hello to all the women, so I heard him coming from a way off. On a last-second impulse, I undid another button. I dared not look how much skin showed. I would have panicked and backed out. This way I could pretend the buttons loosened accidentally.”

Sip. Sip.

“He hit my door and waved as he went by. I’d shot him down so many times he stopped trying so hard. The flash of cleavage worked. I could almost smell the burned rubber from him hitting the brakes. I was flattered, of course, but kept my head down, working, oblivious. ‘Good morning, gorgeous,’ he said. ‘Hi, Ryan,’ I replied. I kept working but my hands were shaking. I knew he could see plenty of cleavage. I was so nervous, Baby, but I was determined.” 

Her feet floated up to rest on my knees.

“We chatted for a bit and I finally met his eyes. I caught him looking at my tits a hundred times over the next few minutes. He invited me to lunch, his voice flat, knowing I’d say no, but this time I accepted. You should have seen his face. I made him so happy. We worked out time and place and then I said I had work to do so he left, but not before I looked at my desk again, granting him one long last look. Jesus, Drew, I was shaking. You know me. I’ve never done anything like that.”

“Why did you do it, exactly?”

“I knew you’d ask that question and I’ve been trying to understand why myself. I don’t have a clear answer. Obviously, Paula and Mike have planted some seeds in my head, in both our heads, really. I guess I wanted to at least take a tiny step. I’m no Paula but I wanted to test those waters, see how hot they are.”

“What did you learn?”

She laughed. “They feel fucking great.”

I began a foot massage and her face contorted with pleasure. 

“You okay, Baby?” she asked.

“I’m great,” I said. “Honestly, I think it’s exciting the way you’re acting. I’m nervous and a little frightened but happy too. Mike and Paula would laugh at us. We jump off a curb and call it skydiving. What happened at lunch?”

“Nothing. Out in public I buttoned everything. He was disappointed when he saw me. We talked shop and ate and he shared office gossip. Towards the end he mentioned the buttons and I pretended to be embarrassed. Truthfully, I was. I blushed and I think that convinced him it was accidental. He asked if I would undo at least one button for him. I thought about it and decided why not, we were in a booth. I opened my top and he stared like a wolf. I liked it a lot so I surprised him and undid another. He called me a rare beauty. I left it open like that for him until we finished and it was time to get back to work. That’s it. That’s everything.”

I moved to her other foot. I was calm on the outside but her story turned me on. I loved the power she had over him. I loved the excitement in her voice. I could see the incredible boost to her self-esteem. But mostly I loved the idea of Ryan getting a good look at her cleavage, I loved my wife arousing another man. Was he jacking off right now? God, I hoped so. 

“How did all that make you feel?” I asked. “Be honest.”

She studied my face, deciding. 

“Ryan’s a handsome man, Drew. Striking. I liked being seen in public with him. I liked other women seeing me with him. I loved the jealousy in their eyes. Petty, I know, but what a rush. He was attentive and considerate and that made them hate me, which I loved.”

She stopped to check on my reaction then forged ahead. 

“I felt ecstatic, like a first date with a boy I liked. I was thrilled every time he opened a door for me. Every glance at my tits was electrifying.” 

She hesitated briefly but continued. 

“He made me wet, Drew. Like, drenched. I took the rest of the day to calm down because I kept reliving lunch.”

Wet. Okay, that was a solid blow to the heart. I hid it, keeping my face passive, but, damn, that one hit hard. Drenched. Jealousy flared like wildfire. Funny thing though, it never made me tell her to stop. That possibility never entered my head, not for a second. Why? I searched myself but the answer was obvious, so obvious I recoiled from it, terrified. Yes, I was jealous, but I wanted her to do it again. I even wanted her to take things a step farther. 

I must have successfully masked my internal war because she continued. 

“I can’t look at him the same now. Yes, he’s a caveman. He’s unsophisticated and boorish at times. But he’s hunky and manly too. I found myself wondering what he looked like naked. Too many Paula videos, I suppose, but that’s what I thought. That’s what Paula would have been thinking in my place.”

I gripped her ankles and pulled her across the jacuzzi. She circled my waist with her legs, facing me, and wrapped her arms around my neck. We kissed.

“You mad?” she asked.

“No.”

“You hurt? You jealous? You want to beat Ryan up?”

I chuckled. “Jealous, but it feels kind of good.”

She scowled. “That sounds improbable.”

“Yeah, I don’t understand it myself.”

We kissed a few more times. I felt myself teetering on the mental edge. To one side our safe life, to the other, a precipice with no bottom. I took several seconds to talk myself out of it and when I couldn’t, when those crazy notions refused to leave me alone, I reached a decision. 

“Mind if I borrow your dick?” she asked, interrupting my train of thought. “I’m still hot and horny. Do you want to take me to bed?”

Yes, my mind said. I very much want to get you in bed. But there are things to discuss first and your naked body is distracting.

I took a deep breath, held it, let it out slowly.

“What if I said you could take the next step?” I asked. “What if I said you could go farther than you did today?”

She was giving me the hard stare. 

“Tell me exactly what you’re saying,” she said, her voice steady and measured. “Don’t be vague.”

“I have to be vague,” I said. “I have no idea what I’m talking about. But I’m feeling intrigued. I’m excited by the idea of you with a hot and handsome stranger.”

She leaned way back to get a better look at my face but kept her legs wrapped tight. I was glad she did. Rejection at this point would have traumatized me. I was near panic thinking these wild thoughts and speaking these crazy words.

“I’m not saying let’s be Mike and Paula,” I continued. “We aren’t them. We never will be. But they are doing wild shit and honestly, do you know a couple more in love? Do you know of anyone, anyone, as close and intimate and just flipping happy as those two? I don’t. I’m starting to believe they’ve discovered something, like they know something we don’t, some secret sexual knowledge. But even if that’s not it, I like what this little bit of scandal has done for us.”

She kissed my forehead and sighed. 

“It’s true, Honey,” she said. “My adventure this afternoon makes me feel closer to you. It makes no sense. I went to lunch with Ryan and that brought me closer to my husband? How is that even possible? I know discussing it so freely with you has a lot to do with that but there’s more. It’s deeper than that.”

I wrapped my arms around her. “Maybe most couples have a passive trust. They say they trust each other but it’s never tested. In situations like Mike and Paula or you and me regarding Ryan, the trust becomes an action and in that way, gains tremendous power. Once the moment passes, the trust remains. We know it’s real. It weathered the storm.”

“That’s fucking brilliant, Drew.”

I couldn’t take credit. I’d stumbled upon the idea. It did have the ring of truth though. We both felt it. Nancy kissed me deep and slow. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and I wrestled it with my own. Her tits smashed my throat and chest. Her hands held my face. My penis began to rise.

“Not Ryan,” she said, pulling back, a little out of breath. “He’s sexy and gorgeous but also a braggart. We all work too closely in that office. I can’t trust him. If I flirt with a man, if I take things farther, it would have to be with a stranger.”

Blood surged into my dick. Were we truly doing this? It sure sounded like it. Her eyes locked on mine and neither of us spoke. I felt the entire enterprise gaining speed and momentum. My world shifted and I checked to see if the water in the jacuzzi sloshed. It didn’t. This was all happening inside me. 

“Say it,” she whispered. “Let me hear the words.”

I calmed my mind, weighing each idea carefully. 

“Nancy,” I began. “You may flirt with other men.”

A shiver raced up her body despite the hot water. She began to tremble in my arms. The strength of her response shocked me and a rush of adrenaline surged. I felt myself getting caught up in the moment and I knew she was too.

“Say it again,” she whimpered.

“Baby,” I rumbled, my mouth close to her ear. “You have my blessing to touch other men.”

“Oh my God,” she moaned. 

She squirmed on my lap, grinding against my erection. She had to feel it. She had to know how aroused I was. Her mouth was open. Her fierce eyes bore into mine. I slid a hand down the small of her back, looping under, pushing a finger into her scalding pussy. My words were driving her crazy. The crazy idea had ignited for us, burning our minds.

“Tell me more,” she begged.

“Fuck someone,” I suddenly rasped, leaping way ahead.

Nancy froze and so did I. She grabbed my head and kissed me hard. 

“Jesus, Drew,” she gasped. “I can’t breathe. I’m trembling all over.”

I was moving now, fueled by her strong reaction. All these feelings had grown into an avalanche. I was carried along, tumbling down the mountain.

“I want your cunt filled with new dick.”

She reached between us and found my penis, rock hard and pulsing. She relaxed her legs and sank enough to slide me in. Her moan was loud in my ear. Her body was trembling all over. 

“No condoms,” I growled, my imagination spinning out of control. “I want you to feel his bare-naked cock in you. I want him to feel the hot wet grip of your sweet pussy.”

“Oh fuck!” she cried.

That was it. She was there. She hugged me tightly and moaned and then her hips were jerking as she orgasmed on my dick.





  
 

Chapter 6
“Giddy,” she said. “Like an eccentric uncle left me a chest full of gold.”

The boys were fed and the movie paused. We’d gotten in bed early after our hot tub fun. Nancy had bounced around the house, walking on clouds, dancing with Huey, picking out clothes for tomorrow, brushing her teeth.

I’d asked her how she was feeling.

“What happens next?” I asked.

She chewed her lip for a second. “How about Saturday night we visit the jazz club on seventeenth street? Sammy’s. No one we know would ever go there. I want to dress sexy and see if a man hits on me.”

I scoffed. “If?”

“You’re sweet, Baby. I know you think every man finds me gorgeous, but I don’t feel the same. One would be fine, if he’s handsome. I have a better chance of attracting a distinguished gentleman at a place like that.”

“Older? I thought you’d be drawn to the hot young studs like Paula.”

“I am, but not the first time we try something like this. I want to talk with a man who has patience and self-control. I’m sure nothing will happen but the idea something could is exhilarating. Just pretending might be enough.”

“Saturday night then.”

She hit play but no way would we finish this movie. We were both too worked up. She moved a leg and felt my erection that would not go away and that was it. Her head slipped under the covers and I fucked her brains out again.

In the morning, we were inseparable. We touched constantly, kissed constantly, hovered around each other just to feel the electricity. Saturday was two days away. How would we make it?

We moved through our puppy routine and then off to work. My phone buzzed before lunch and I chuckled. Time apart from her now was excruciating. I knew she was feeling the same. I opened her message. Expecting some little love note.

I’m going to lunch with Ryan.

Holy shit did my head explode. I read her text and then I read it again. Then I read it again. Every time I did, wild erotic current flowed through my body. I read it again. My penis stiffened some so I read it again. Jesus.

Why send this? Why so cryptic? How do I respond? On the surface, the note was purely informational. But then why send it? I read it again. The damn thing was packed with tension and unspoken possibilities. Anticipation ate me alive. A week ago those words were virtually meaningless. Today, they turned my body feverish. 

I began typing, urging her to make something happen, but with each letter I became more uncomfortable. This path was wrong. I stopped. I read my words and realized nothing she did could come from me. I did want her to do something but nothing could be my idea. If she did anything simply to please me, I’d hate it. I wanted her to want someone else. 

I deleted what I’d written. I pondered my response.

I understand, I wrote. 

I considered adding something but hit send. I’d only dilute the message or fuck the thing up. I set my phone on my desk and leaned back.

Time, is a monster.

The rest of my day was pure anguish. After ninety minutes, I considered texting with questions. Surely she was back at her office by now. After two hours, I considered driving over and spying on her. Absurd, yes, but the desire was real. In the end, I did nothing. Not even at the end of the day. I drove home as usual, arriving before her. I played with the boys, feeding them well. I heard the garage door open and close and waited in the kitchen. She stepped through the door like she knew I’d be waiting. She dropped her purse and stepped into my arms and we kissed like we were movie stars. 

I faintly tasted cum in her mouth.

My spontaneous groan rattled my chest. God! She hugged me tight, kissing me deep. My hands went to her ass and pulled her against my body. Our tongues fought for supremacy, slippery and slick and coated with someone else. What had she done? My mind was locked in a constant scream. I knew exactly what she’d done, and probably who she’d done it with. I loved that she couldn’t wait until Saturday. I loved that she couldn’t keep her hands off Ryan. I was tormented by the knowledge he’d had her mouth, tortured with knowing she’d been unable to wait. This was pure lust, pure desire. My tongue danced inside her mouth like I wanted to savor every drop of her infidelity.

We parted long enough to strip. Three confused faces watched us until Huey led the others away. I lifted her bare ass to the kitchen counter and I know she expected to get fucked but my desires ran in a different direction. I shouldered my way between her legs and rammed my tongue deep inside her sopping cunt. Ryan had turned my girl into a swamp. For an instant I wondered if this was him too. She was drenched, dripping wet for another man. Her empty pussy ached for his cock and that drove me insane. I slurped and licked and sucked until she was virtually sobbing with need. 

“How much?” I growled, mouth full of pussy. “How much did you want to fuck him? How badly did you want his cock inside you?”

Nancy gasped and clutched my head.

“Baby!” she cried. “I’m so sorry! I wanted him so bad. I wanted him before I saw it but after I had to have him. He’s big, Baby. bigger than you. He’s cocky and arrogant and he has every right to be. I’m so sorry. I want him to fuck me. I want to get fucked by him so much.”

I tore her pussy to shreds. My tongue was a whip. The poor girl came but I didn’t give a shit. I was in a feeding frenzy. Every word she spoke lashed across my heart. Every drop her pussy gushed was more desire for him. I went a little insane, I think. She climaxed again, clawing my back and screaming, but I pushed her down and tongue fucked her hole. My wife was going to fuck another man. There was no longer any doubt. It was as certain as if it had already happened. Best of all, she’d fuck the one man she shouldn’t, because she couldn’t help herself. She couldn’t make herself do the right thing. Worse, she could only let herself do the wrong thing. It was reckless and stupid and her helplessness turned me on.  

She came again, smacking my head and begging me to stop. Finally, I heard her and slowed. I stepped back. My face was a sloppy mess. She looked like a discarded ragdoll. I felt cool air and looked down. She followed my gaze. I’d cum in my pants, a large wet spot soaking my leg.

I chuckled. She did too. Our eyes met and we surveyed the mess we’d made. The boys sat across the room, frightened. 

We laughed hard. 

The boys recognized everything was back to normal and relaxed.

“You’re a fucking beast,” she said, opening her legs. 

I stepped closer and she wrapped them around me in a hug. 

“You came, Baby,” she laughed. “You came in your pants from eating my naughty pussy.”

I looked down at her puffy opening. How long before a man enjoyed her smoldering cunt?  How long before his cock was enveloped within her steaming folds? I wanted it to happen. Right now. 

“You sucked his cock,” I stated.

“Reverently. Adoringly.”

She was good at this.

“Details?”

“You’re not angry? Not even a little bit?”

“You saw for yourself.”

She smiled. “We left the building separately,” she began, “Being discrete and all, and I parked my car at the Vons six blocks away. He parked next to me and I climbed in. We never left the parking lot, Baby. We chatted and for the first time I let myself look at him, truly see him. He’s quite a man. I studied every square inch, guilt free. Did you know his eyes are green? He grew stiff from my attention and I spotted the bulge. He caught me looking and unzipped without a word. I’ve got to give him credit, he’s boldly confident. He pulled it out. His tinted windows made me brave. I leaned over and got to work. You tasted the result.”

“What was going through your head?”

Her smile faded. “I admit my first thoughts were of you. We said a lot of things in the jacuzzi and I know we’re trying something new, but your loving face flashed through my mind.”

“But that didn’t stop you.”

“No.”

“You said he was bigger than me?”

She turned shy. “I’m sorry. That slipped out in the excitement. You know I don’t care about that.”

“I know you didn’t care but these are different circumstances. We’re not watching porn in our bedroom. Ryan’s a real man. Surely in that moment it mattered?”

She was trying to protect my feelings. Sweet. 

“Be honest, Honey,” I added.

“All right, then, yes, it mattered. No romance novel ever described the hero as small or average, and those are written by women. At times like that you want your man larger than life in every way. Ryan pulled his cock out and it was big and beautiful and hard, hard for me. I was flattered and hated myself for it. I’d never use that attribute to decide whether to have a relationship with a man, but in situations like this, it matters. A lot.”

“I bet it electrified the moment.”

“It did!” she admitted. “God! He’s all handsome and muscular and sitting there with this big dick in his hand. I asked him to stroke a few times while I watched. My mouth watered. You know I love watching men masturbate. That’s when it hit me. I gasped because I knew I was going to suck him off. You were at work. You had no idea what I was doing behind your back. I was alone with Ryan while my husband sat in an office across town. My pussy gushed. I felt so wicked.” 

I studied her there on the kitchen counter, utterly unashamed, wildly sexy. She glowed these days. She was relaxed and happy. She’d been happy before but all this kicked her to a higher level. She was kid on Christmas morning.

“He told me to open my top. He said he’s dreamed about my tits. My fingers flew down the buttons. I’ve worn sexier clothes to work lately so I had on that see-through white bra you like so much.”

“I bet he loved that.”

“He did. His gaze jumped from my tits to my face, back and forth, all while he jacked that big dick. It was hot, Baby. I mentioned the bra opened in front so if he wanted to see my breasts bare it would be easy. He nodded, too excited to speak. I popped the clasp and exposed myself to him. He’s seen them now. I can’t get that out of his head. He knows what my naked tits look like.”

“Did you want to fuck him?” I asked.

Her eyes darted to mine, checking, weighing. 

“Yes,” she confessed. “There in his car. Right in the Vons parking lot.”

“Did you fuck him?” 

My mouth was so dry I barely got the words out.

She hesitated and my heart caved in. 

“What if I did?” she teased.

I saw it in her eyes: she hadn’t. She hadn’t and I was disappointed, disappointed and relieved and anxious and growing horny again by the second.

“Then I would have tasted him in your pussy too,” I asserted. 

Nancy melted. “I almost did,” she whispered. “I almost fucked him, Drew.”

We dissected each other, reading every sign, studying every signal. 

“Next time,” I said at last.

She opened her arms for a hug. I held her thinking the deed was done, the line crossed, but the world didn’t implode nor was Armageddon triggered. Outside birds still chirped. The breeze still stirred the leaves on the trees. I suspected after today nothing would stay the same, and I was right, but the only two things that changed were us. From this day forward neither of us would ever see the world in quite the same way. I didn’t fully understand that now, my arms lovingly around her, but that’s what was coming.





  
 

Chapter 7
I worked late Friday night so Nancy beat me home. I was greeted by three happy furry faces and played with the pups for a minute. Nancy was in the computer room.

“Check this out,” she said as I entered. “I’ve been reading their emails. Some guy gave Mike a map to a natural spring in Mesquite. Very well hidden. Nudists go there in secret on the weekends.”

“I thought we had plans for Saturday night?”

“That was before I had Ryan’s cock in my mouth.”

“Now there’s no time to waste?”

“That’s right,” she said, giggling.

She’d shed her work clothes and wore only lace bra and panties. A glass of cabernet sat close.

“Anything happen with Ryan today?”

She looked up, serious. “I’ll never keep that from you, Honey.”

I smiled weakly.

“Unless you want me to,” she added. 

I imagined Nancy keeping secrets from me. Not real secrets. That would suck. But naughty secrets. Like we made it part of our game. The idea was too frightening. I doubted my heart could take it. I said nothing because I needed to chew on that idea for a while.

“Why are you reading their emails?” I asked, changing the subject.

She gave me a funny look. “You’re concerned about propriety? Now? We’re a little beyond that, don’t you think? You fucked me in their jacuzzi. You ate me on their kitchen counter. We’ve spent hours watching them have sex with strangers. You want me to draw a line at their emails?”

I laughed. “Good point. But it does feel invasive.”

“True,” she said. “But I’m learning better stuff. For example, there’s a sports bar next to Alley Cats where Mike and Paula meet the strippers after they finish dancing. I’ve also learned our friends love ecstasy. I learned they’ve been invited to an adult party in Miami by a group who has heard their name through the grapevine, and I know Paula has six tabs of Percocet in her dresser drawer and sex, according to her, sex is fantastic while high. Oh, and did you know that bar on the route to my office, Kings and Queens, is also a sex club?”

“Sex club?”

“Yes. Here, read for yourself. I found them online. People, swingers and what not, go there and have sex right out in the open.”

“Kings and Queens is a sex club.”

“I just said that. Mike and Paula mention there are three in this town. I didn’t know we had even one.”

I shook my head. I’d driven past that place a thousand times, never suspecting.

“That’s a shock,” I said.

“I know, right? Let’s change into comfortable clothes and go get a drink at Sammy’s. They have live music on Friday nights.”

After everything that happened in the last few days, a nice relaxing date with my lovely wife sounded great. 

“I’ll run the dogs while you shower,” I said. “I’ll be ready in two hours.”

We kissed and I turned to leave.

“What do you want me to do, Baby?” she asked.

I spun to face her, confused. 

“So far everything I’ve done has been my idea,” she said. “I never asked you what you like or what you want. I’m happy to make you happy.”

I waved her off. “That’s sweet but none of this works like that for me. If you ever did something merely to please me, my excitement would die. This is a vicarious voyeur experience. Don’t worry about me. You are free to take the lead. You chase what you want. I get turned on when you get turned on.”

“I understand,” she said. “When I give you a blowjob and you moan, I get aroused. If you’re turned on, I’m turned on.”

“Exactly.”

“Not exactly. In those moments, we’re in bed touching each other. Now you’re saying you’ll get excited when I touch someone else.”

“That’s still an exactly. I don’t care what’s causing you to get excited. The source doesn’t matter to me.”

She leaned back. Her eyes narrowed. “All right,” she said.

I grabbed the leashes and ran the boys hard. I was home in an hour and turned the dogs loose for the pool but Nancy didn’t answer when I called her name. I checked the office because she spent every spare minute exploring those files but nothing. I sent her a text and heard a beep from the front of the house. I headed that way.

I found her phone in the kitchen, unlocked and lit, sitting openly on the counter. My message sat unread. I called her name again, in case she was in the guest bathroom or something, and them peeked at her phone, discovering exactly why she’d left it unlocked: two minutes after I left with the dogs, she’d texted Ryan, saying she wanted to see him. She provided an address.

For a woman who had her choice of any hot lover, my wife seemed focused on one man. Obsessed, maybe. She’d invited him to our home, our real home, our home across the street. I peeked out the front window and only then noticed a strange car in our driveway, a car with dark tinted windows. 

She’d worked with him for years but mentioned him only once or twice in all that time. She’d secretly wanted him probably from the day they met. She’d been a good and faithful wife, burying feelings she had no control over. Then the planets aligned, we discovered Mike and Paula’s treasure trove, and circumstances led me to say I get turned on when she gets turned on, so she should pursue whatever does that for her. 

The only light on in my house was in the living room. Were they talking? Depending on how far away he was when he got her text, they may have been alone together for an hour or more.

Ryan was in my house. Seated in my chair. Possibly rolling around with my wife in my bed. 

I felt this moment down to my bones. My head spun. Usually imagination is worse than reality but I felt waves of reality coming off that house across the street. I knew what was happening over there had the potential to break me, to crush me, to demolish my spirit and leave me for dead. I loved Nancy so much. Did she have another cock in her right now? I groaned and the boys lifted their heads to check on me. 

I fell in love with Nancy soon after meeting her. She fell for me in the same way. We’ve always been in love, and that’s wonderful, but now I understand that prevented me from seeing the lustful side of her. I didn’t know she even had one. Not like this. We’ve always been about intimacy and affection. To see this side of her lit me on fire. I was terrified where it might lead yet so incredibly aroused. How do Mike and Paula live like this? 

Across the street, the light came on in the guest bathroom. They were separated.

Boom, I was out the door. 

I stuck to bushes and shadows but it was a dark night on a quiet street. I stuck to my side of the street for several homes before cutting across and working my way back to my house. I slipped through my hedges and silently opened the side gate. The bathroom window cast a yellow glow on the side yard. I watched the small, distorted person through the beveled glass until I was sure it was Nancy. I tapped gently on the glass with a fingernail and saw her beveled form turn towards the window. I did it again. She stepped close and cracked the pane about an inch, peered through, then opened it wider once she saw it was me.

“What are you doing?” she hissed, her voice strained.

“Spying,” I whispered. “What are you doing?”

She wore a simple white dress like she’d thrown it on to meet him. Her hair was piled on her head and held with a long wooden chopstick. I saw a strap of the bra she’d worn at the computer. I guessed he’d come over right away, preventing her from changing or primping. Had they spent the whole time talking? She met my eyes.

“Chasing what I want,” she said.

I’d never wanted her so badly.

“Ryan?”

“Ryan.”

My stomach flipped. There’s a safety in anonymous men. Perhaps that’s what Mike and Paula learned. Perhaps that’s why Paula burned through so many. One man over and over becomes a threat. Feelings develop. Connections form.

Nancy and I stared at each other, eyes dancing with wild excitement. It dawned on me she’d left her phone so I couldn’t text or call. I couldn’t intrude.

“The master bedroom is better than the guest room,” I rasped.

Her eyes grew big. I was sending her to our bed. 

“The bay window,” I explained.

She got it. I’d have a fantastic view of the bed. That was far less important to her than the fact I’d sent them to our bed. 

“Can you handle this?” she hissed. Her expression said I could not.

I tried to swallow. 

“Who the fuck knows?” I said. “But I won’t freak out. I won’t barge in. I won’t blame you.”

She opened the window wider to kiss me and then flushed the toilet and ran some water.

“Are we doing this?” she whispered, her voice strained. “For real?”

I didn’t answer. I stood a moment, drinking in her simple beauty, then moved into the shadows outside our bedroom. Behind me I heard her crank the window shut. 

Waiting was absolute torture. I kept an ear out for his car starting in case she faltered and changed her mind. I hated she didn’t have her phone. There was no way for me to interrupt, no way to stop her without charging in like an enraged husband, and that would cause ripples all the way out to her job. Predicting the repercussions was impossible. I stared at the faint yellow outline of our bedroom door.

Life, as John once said, is what happens to you while you’re busy making other plans. 

The door opened. The bedroom light came on. I crept next to the tall palm and leaned in. Nancy thoughtfully cracked a window, her hand shaking as she said something about fresh air. I heard the tense nervousness in her voice. I heard the edge of panic. A deep male voice rumbled and then two body were mere feet away, kissing passionately and gasping. Ryan slipped her shoulder straps off and admired her in bra and panties. Keeping myself under control was a challenge. 

“Remove your bra,” Ryan said.

“You take it off,” Nancy replied.

He shook his head. “No. You’re married. I want the thrill of watching you take it off anyway. I want you to strip for me, like a hot cheating wife. That’s hot.”

Nancy reached behind and flipped the clasp. Her large tits tumbled free, dazzling the poor man. He’d seen them in the car, when she’d been seated and cramped, but he was unprepared for their full majestic glory.

“Sweet Jesus,” he said. “Those are fucking perfect.”

“Maybe a little too big?” Nancy asked, fishing.

“Shut up. They’re perfection and you know it.”

She slid her panties down and my wife was naked in front of another man. I was barely breathing. Ryan stepped close and held her chin, kissing her softly.

Then he swiped left and right, closing the curtains in my face.

“I…I wanted fresh air,” Nancy protested, her voice muffled by the heavy drapes.

“Turn on the air conditioner,” Ryan said. “We can’t have the neighbors worried about the screams they’re about to hear.”

Fuck. Fuckfuckfuck. 

Nancy began another protest but Ryan must have scooped her up. I heard her gasp and then the smack of lips and then a soft moan from my wife’s throat. The sounds moved away and I knew they headed for our bed. Nancy moaned. Bedsprings creaked.

“Let me see it again,” my wife said.

 Soft muted noises, the rustling of fabric, the jangle of a belt buckle then slurping. I covered my mouth with a hand. His cock was in her mouth. 

I stood listening to everything but saw nothing. I stayed rooted to my spot, hoping Nancy found some way to open the curtains again. Minutes piled up. Long sighs and soft gasps, more slurping, and then the bed creaked again.

When her deep guttural groan reached me, I knew she’d been penetrated. Now his big cock was in her pussy.

The sounds of rhythmic squeaking were the last straw. I hurried from our backyard, retracing my steps until I arrived at Mike and Paula’s. The dogs acted like I’d been gone a year but my heart wasn’t into playing with them. I fidgeted. I chewed my fingernails. I paced. I stared out that window waiting for any kind of sign. Ten minutes. Twenty minutes. Forty-five minutes. The terrible truth slowly dawned: Ryan was having my wife, and he was having her all to himself. He was moving inside her, probing, filling, stretching. I was sure she loved every inch.

I hated it.  

I stood guard at the living room window for almost two hours, every moment in anguish. I was sure they made mad passionate love. I was sure Nancy held nothing back. I was the loving husband and did nothing to interrupt them but it nearly killed me. I whimpered and the dogs raised their heads.

“Who’s a good boy?” I muttered, miserable. 

Their ears perked up but they knew now was not a time of celebration.

Eventually, she walked him to the front door. She checked up and down the street before kissing him on the mouth and waving goodbye. He drove away with his lights off. Nancy went inside. 

I was a bullet, following my path down across and up again. I circled around to the bedroom window and tapped firmly. The curtains flew apart. Nancy stood in her short robe, untied, hair a mess. Behind her was our bed, sheets thrown aside, pillows on the floor, the center marked by a large wet spot. 

Guilt seized her. She looked ready to cry. She gathered her robe to hide her shame but then saw something in my eyes. I don’t know what. She stopped, scrutinizing me. After a moment, she squared her shoulders and stood tall, unashamedly opening her robe for me to see. 

Her sweet body looked used. Her nipples were swollen. Bite marks dotted her skin. A pink handprint marked a large breast. Mascara ran in tiny streaks from the corners of her eyes. She shrugged the robe off and slowly turned. Another pink handprint marked her ass. Everywhere I saw signs of her infidelity. Ryan had made her his. My stomach was filled with acid but the longer I stared at her, the harder I got.

“Don’t move.” I said through the glass.

I punched the keycode and entered through the side door. Nancy stood trembling in our bedroom. I took her in my arms and kissed deeply, groaning at the taste of him in my wife’s mouth. She took my head and returned my fierce kisses.

I pulled her to the carpet. Some perverted sense wanted me to leave the bed theirs. Nancy was eager to take my dick in her mouth, twisting and turning her body, so I let her, smoothly moving us into a sixty-nine. 

I looked upon her ravaged pussy like it was the gateway to Heaven. Any lingering thoughts I had that they’d not actually fucked evaporated in the moment. Her cunt was pink and puffy. Her clit was so swollen it stuck out. I gently spread her with two fingers and saw her engorged inner lips coated with a thin and slippery layer of milk. His essence. His seed. I drug my tongue across her clit and she moaned loudly. I felt my penis slip into her scalding mouth. She began sucking her second cock of the night. I spread her wider and pushed my tongue into her steaming and well-used pussy. She was a dripping mess but every nerve I touched ripped a loud groan from her. I began to softly lick every inch. I wasn’t there for his cum and I suppose in the back of my mind it bothered me, but my tender caresses and inflamed passions had my wife moaning and gasping. Her hips began to rock against my face. My tongue was going to make her cum hard and I desperately needed to make her cum hard. I sent my tongue everywhere. I wished I could drop her entire body into my mouth. I was so turned on by what she’d done I wanted to absorb her, consume her. 

The deeper my tongue went the wetter and juicer she became. Her climax caught us both by surprise, slamming into her from far out, locking her legs and arms. She screeched around my dick in her mouth. I slowed my licking but never stopped and after a long time got her close to cumming again. She was whimpering, exhausted, used up by the voracious sexual energy of two men, but unwilling to quit. I inched her closer, still far from orgasm myself, and then her body trembled like a seizure. I pushed my dick deep, pinning her head to the floor, and licked in a frenzy until she was sobbing and gagging. She fought me through her climax, cumming the harder for it. 

Finally, I rolled aside and gave her a reprieve.  She barely moved. I held her hand and we remained motionless a long time.

“He fucked me,” she rasped at last.

“I discovered that.”

“Bare.”

“Your idea or his?”

She hesitated only an instant. “Mine.” 

This life required brutal honesty. 

“Did you like it better?”

Her head turned in my direction. “I came seven times.”

Heat flared inside my body. Seven! 

“He almost wore a condom,” she said. “I told him no. I said why climb Mount Everest if you’re going to stop thirty feet from the summit?”

Good God she was killing me. My penis throbbed with want. 

“Are you angry?” she asked.

I croaked a no.

“I’m so sorry how it worked out. I hated the drapes shutting in your face like that. I tried to think of a way to get you in the picture again but I work with him. I’d hate for him to know what we were doing.”

Her hand had drifted to her pussy and a finger lightly teased there. I saw how tender she was by how delicate she touched herself. She dipped a fingertip inside and then looked at it, a single silver strand still connected to her cunt.

“How many times did he cum?” I managed to say between clenched teeth. I dreaded knowing but had to.

“Three,” she said. “Twice in my pussy. I drank the last one before he left.”

Fuuuuuuuck. What the fuck do I say to that? She must have felt the impact her words had because she lifted her head to look at me.  The load in her belly barely caused a ripple but his sperm in her pussy almost killed me, and not once, but twice. My wife carried hundreds of millions of sperm, all swimming inside, hunting her egg, eager to create a baby. My dick pulsed. I groaned, unable to ignore it any longer. I began to stroke and her eyebrows shot up in surprise. I rolled onto my back. It was all too much. I felt ready to explode, like my whole body vibrated. I closed my eyes and pictured Ryan fucking Nancy, fucking my wife in our own bed. I saw everything so clearly. I stroked faster.

Nancy surprised me when she lowered her pussy to my mouth. She’d straddled my head and I’d not heard her. Her succulent slit landed on my lips and I pushed my tongue deep. I was gratified by her meaningful moan.

“I’ve always loved your tongue,” she murmured, riding my face. “But your tongue after fucking is best. I can’t believe you ate me after Ryan. That’s soooo hot.”

I slurped her labia and she caught her breath.

“Do it again, Baby,” she continued. “Make me cum again, Drew. Eat me. Ryan fucked me and you don’t care.”

This was raunchy. This was dirty and raw. She’d never talked this way and I loved it. I wriggled my tongue all around, licking every inch of her, teasing her clit until her hips rocked and her breathing grew ragged. Juice dripped from her and I lapped it up, driving her insane. 

“He pounded me, Baby” she said. “He rammed so much cock into me I still feel him in my guts. He slapped my tits and ass and shot his cum into meeeeee!”

She orgasmed like thunder, grabbing her big breasts and grinding my mouth. My dick pulsed once and then exploded, spraying her back with hot jizz. My God, this woman was going to be the death of me. Her climax was strong but brief. She had nothing left to give. She fell next to me, panting. I wiped my gooey knuckles on the carpet. After a minute of silence, she appeared to doze.

“Baby,” I said. “We must get back. The boys are alone after dark.”

She patted my shoulder. “All right. Let me dress. Do you think any neighbors noticed anything?”

“No,” I said. “The street is quiet.”

I zipped up and helped her stand on weak legs. We gathered her clothing from around the room and she slowly dressed. We left the side gate together and followed my loop, slipping into Mike and Paula’s place. The lads were thrilled to see us. I fed them while Nancy stripped.

“Don’t shower,” I said, joining her in the bedroom.

She made an ugly face.

“Don’t,” I repeated.

 I loved her like this. She was dirty and slutty and a complete mess. I smelled his cologne on her. I knew his sperm swam inside her womb. I wanted her to wash nothing away. This was the sexiest she’d ever looked to me, and that includes our honeymoon night. I had no idea such a thing would appeal to me. How could I? My feelings flew in the face of everything I’d been taught about relationships and fidelity since birth. I felt no jealous rage. I felt only powerful, deeply buried lust. 

As she removed the last of her clothing I studied every inch of her body. She hid at first, fearful, but quickly relaxed, turning side to side. The signs of him were everywhere.

“Get in bed,” I said. 

I left the bedroom and made sure the house was closed, then returned and got everyone situated. Nancy lay above the covers, watching my face. Inside, a storm raged. I desperately wanted to fuck her. I needed to shoot sperm into her. That would make her mine again. I needed to, but I couldn’t. My dick was tired and my wife was too sore. I had to take it. I had to wait my turn. She rested there next to me, filled with another man’s seed, and I had to take it. 

“I love the way you’re looking at me,” she whispered. “So much want.”

“You’re killing me,” I said. “Right now, you’re his. You belong to Ryan. I hate it but I love it.”

She shivered. Conceding his ownership sent a thrill through her. This was uncharted waters for us. Every word we spoke carried such impact. Our senses were on high-alert. She could barely keep her eyes open but wanted to stay in the moment. We’d smashed through a wall tonight. There was no undoing what we’d done. From this day forward, my wife will have always fucked another man.

“You’re breathtaking,” I murmured. “You’ve never looked so sexy. This all feels crazy and dangerous but I want you to know I’ve never felt so in love with you, so close and connected.”

She melted. “Oh, Baby,” she said, reaching for me. 

I got in bed and clicked off the light. I wrapped her in my arms. She rested her head on my chest and was asleep almost before the room got dark. 





  
 

Chapter 8
Saturday, at last. I thought we’d have a long talk in the morning. We needed to have a long talk. But her phone rang early and I learned she’d already made plans to go shopping with a girlfriend, Tiffany, so I made her some coffee and kissed her goodbye at the door. 

I ran the dogs and then sunbathed, enjoying a rare weekend day alone. I came inside after an hour or so and found myself drawn to the office. Minutes later I had Mike’s folders open. 

I scrolled down to the oldest photos and videos I could find. Fourteen years. Mike and Paula had been doing this since their early twenties, since before they were married. Paula looks fucking amazing now but as a young twenty-something, she was simply stunning. Nancy would hate me looking at these. I took my time. In one Paula looked maybe nineteen years old. She wore a yellow bikini top and cutoff jeans. Mike wore a tank top and baggy shorts and had a lot more hair than he does now. Both were fit and trim. Paula was on her knees with three cocks aimed at her surprised face. She was laughing wildly like she couldn’t believe what was happening. I wondered if that’s how they started. Some crazy drunk moment with friends led to a serious conversation later which led to that first experimental step. Obviously, they’d found something they loved.

In none of the pictures and videos was Mike with a woman, and I instinctually understood. I felt the same. All my conversations with Nancy were about what she might do and with whom. I wasn’t looking for another woman. 

I jumped back to recent material. Paula was at the strip club, Alley Cats, sitting on some dancer’s knee. I clicked through one picture after another, noticing the young man Nancy had liked so much. I zeroed in on him and soon found a video of his big cock sawing in and out of Paula’s wet pussy. I hit pause and expanded to full screen. His dick was impressive: curved like a scimitar, wide with a tapered head. One thick vein ran along the side while many tiny ones zigzagged all over under the skin. His cock looked incredible healthy and full of life. I felt weird even thinking that. I hit slow-motion and watched that monster slide in an out of Paula, driving her wild. She clutched his shoulders and lifted her legs to capture more of him. 

Did I want to see that same big cock fucking Nancy?

Yes.

I wanted to watch that cock fuck Nancy because that cock had fucked Paula. I wanted the young man to know both wives from the inside. I wanted to be in the same boat as Mike. Could I handle seeing that big cock fucking Nancy? 

Yes. 

The more I thought about it, the hotter I got. Was all this inside my head my whole life? Did only dumb luck reveal it? What else was lurking in my brain? 

I watched the rest of that video and then another, getting turned on, growing hard. I wished there was a clear and obvious path forward. I was hungry for more, but what came next?

On screen, Paula held a dancer’s hand and walked away from the camera. Mike spun the lens around and started talking. I turned up the volume to listen.

“There she goes,” he said. “Drake’s shift is over and he’s taking her to his apartment around the corner. I’m not invited for this part.”

He paused, briefly searching inward.

“Does it suck? Yes. Do I love it? Yes.”

He laughed at his own ambivalence.  I perfectly understood and my penis stiffened. I wanted to jack off but what if Nancy came home wanting sex? I needed to be ready. I watched Paula exit the club and turned off the computer.

After a quick shower, I caught up on football training camp. My mind wandered to Nancy and her long day of shopping. Nancy always spent long days with Tiffany. They been friends since freshman year at college. My phone buzzed and I jumped.

Bringing Ryan home with me, Nancy wrote.

Holy shit! The man was relentless, insatiable. 

I imagined Nancy and Tiffany shopping when Nancy’s phone rang. She must have panicked when she saw the caller. He probably said he wanted more and my wife was thrilled by his runaway desire for her. She gave in, of course, probably making up some excuse to say goodbye to Tiff. Nancy had to be sore and tender but that was no excuse to deny him, I guess. 

Our home, she added. 

Was this an opportunity? I pictured the layout of our home. If Nancy kept him in the living room, I could watch them from the coat cupboard under the stairs. That door had slats.

When? I shot back.

Fifteen, she replied. Then she dropped the bomb. Tiff is with me.

Fucking Hell. One of our best friends was about to be let in on our secret? I was friends with David, Tiffany’s husband. How awkward would football games be now?

Coat closet, I typed. Keep him in the living room.

I knew she’d understand. I hit send, gave the boys a chew treat, and hurried across the street. I shoved clothing around until there was room for me to stand, unzipped my pants and withdrew my dick. I shut the door. Rising on my toes let me see most of the living room. I had little room to move without making noise so I’d need to be careful. I pushed the coats away from me. 

I heard the rumble of the garage door and held my breath. This was nuts. Thank God it was warm out. There’d be no reason to open this closet door. Feminine voices, laughing, followed by a deep male voice grumbling, passed through the kitchen and stopped five feet in front of me. They’d arrived. The ladies had purchased airy summer dresses while they were out and wore them now. Nancy in bright red and Tiffany sporting yellow and green. Tiff’s cute but maybe a little chubby. Ryan came behind, carrying dozens of shopping bags, which he dropped.

“Bathroom break” he announced and I almost gasped. 

The door to the guest bathroom sits next to my door. 

He guessed correctly. I heard the bathroom door click shut.

Tiffany took that moment to step close to Nancy.

“What’s happening here?” she asked my wife. “You work with this man?”

“Yes.”

“Nance, you were flirting with him. Hard. You plan on seducing him?”

“I do.”

Tiffany gawked. “Why? I thought you and Drew were tight.”

“We are. We’re better than ever.” Nancy glanced at the bathroom door. “Swear to keep a secret, Tiff? Even from David?”

Tiffany nodded, nervously chewing a lip.

“Drew wants me to. He loves it when I’m a little slut.”

Tiff stared at her old friend. 

“You bitch,” she said. “Drew says it’s okay? Are you serious?”

“Completely.”

Tiffany threw her head back and stared at our ceiling. “You get a face like that and a body like that and the perfect husband, and now you get to fool around too? With gorgeous men? Fuck you, Nance.”

My wife giggled. “I’ll tell you more later. Here comes Ryan.”

Tiffany wandered towards our bar and Nancy waited for the bathroom door to open. Ryan stepped out and Nancy floated to him. He took her in his arms and they kissed and I split my attention between them and Tiff. She pretended to open a honey lemon beer but I saw her watching the lovers from the corner of her eye. 

My wife wasted no time. Would Tiff get disgusted and run? Nancy unzipped Ryan and tugged his soft cock free, draping him down the front of his pants, showing that impressive dick off to her friend. She pulled his balls through the opening too, then kissed the plump head with affection.

I realized my scenario had been all wrong. Ryan wasn’t the aggressor. My wife was. She’d probably called Ryan while shopping with Tiff. Ryan had fucked her less than twenty-four hours ago and she was already hungry for more. Tiffany’s gaze dropped to the flopping cock in my wife’s hand. Nancy tugged firmly while kissing then turned to her friend.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

Tiffany raised her beer in salute. 

“Everything’s great,” she said. “Don’t mind me.”

That was all the encouragement Nancy needed. My wife hiked her dress a few inches and then squatted in front of the man. His cock disappeared into her mouth.

“Oh,” Tiffany muttered, unprepared for my wife’s display. “You mean that kind of is everything okay.”

Nancy sucked hard and pulled her head back, stretching Ryan like gum. She got to work on his belt buckle. Tiffany settled into my reading chair, turning to face the lovers. Ryan’s cock in my wife’s mouth staggered me. She was ravenous. I’d never seen her suck cock like this and didn’t know she could. Her passions were up, heightened, I was sure, by an audience, and she labored fiercely to make the man hard. Ryan loved Tiffany watching too. His cock filled and lifted and yeah, it was impressive. Nancy spoke truthfully when she named it bigger than mine. In real life size didn’t matter to my woman but in the life we were living now, it made all the difference in the world. 

I began a slow back and forth on my dick.  

She tugged his pants lower and Ryan kicked off his shoes, working on his shirt buttons. He was large bodied, thick arms and legs, a barrel chest: a college athlete ten years down the road. He kicked his underwear aside and, naked, towered over my wife. I heard Tiffany take a gulp of beer. 

Nancy abandoned his cock and stood. He jutted horizontal from his hips and we all knew where that thing was going. My wife swept her dress off with one smooth motion, shed her sandals, and yanked her panties off. Ryan looped his fingers in her hair but she shook herself free.

“On your back,” she ordered. 

“Suck my cock.”

“No, enough of that. I need you inside me.”

She pulled him to the floor and straddled his hips. She grabbed him at the root and held him up, then rubbed her slit around the tip. I caught my breath. I knew that pussy so well. It belonged to me. At least it used to. Nancy spread her labia with two fingers and eased her tunnel onto his shaft. Tiffany mumbled something about college and I wondered if she’d seen Nancy do this before.

“Jesus,” Ryan huffed. “You’re dripping.”

“Yeah,” Nancy replied. 

My wife closed her eyes. Resting both hands on his chest, she relaxed her legs and sank one inch after the next. Despite the obscured view, those moments are burned irrevocably into my brain. I witnessed another man’s hard and veiny cock penetrate my beloved wife. Your psyche has no idea what to do at a time like that. I curled my lips in and bit down, smothering a groan. Nancy sank like sap running down a tree, slow and steady, gobbling up his inches. My dick pulsed in my hand. He expanded her hole, filling her completely. Overflowing her, if I’m truthful. She moaned at his intrusion, making a sound in her throat I’d never heard.

“That’s fucking hot you guys,” Tiffany grumbled. 

I had to slow my stroke. Despite the shrieking voices in my head, warning me I was losing Nancy, my dick had never been so hard. I was ready to spew. My hot balls were tight and full. I forced myself to calm and retreated from climax. Who knew how long this could last? I loathed the idea of standing in this closet, watching and waiting, my orgasm long behind me.

My wife had all of him now and began to ride. Her hips rose and fell, revealing stiff inches slick with her excitement. Ryan reached for her tits and filled his hands. Nancy began slamming her pussy against his pubic bone, rising until the head remained inside and then ramming his cock deep again. Her nipples were stiff. Her pussy gushed. Her breathing turned ragged and she gasped each time his burrowing cock reached the depth of her. She began to toss her head and I knew she was close.

“Yeah!” she cried. “Almost. Yeah. Almost. Uuuuuunnn, fuck! YEAH!”

So fast. It was as demoralizing as it was exciting. His cock ripped a climax from her like she had no choice. His cock mastered my wife’s cunt, filled her entirely, touched her everywhere she needed. Air left her lungs in a rush and then her skin flushed red and her body slowly curled. He thrust into her now, holding her hips above his and slamming his erection home. Her contorted face was beautiful. She was cumming on another man, and cumming hard. He pounded the orgasm out of her body.

Eventually she calmed and he slowed. He eased her to his chest. A moment later he wrapped his arms around her waist and stood, cock embedded like a kickstand.

“Time for bed,” he said.

Nancy tried to protest, murmuring something about staying out here, but he defied her.

“No, Baby,” he said. “A woman like you needs a bed under her. I’m going to deep-fuck you, Nancy. This carpet will eat us both alive.”

She’d wrapped her legs around his hips, forcing his cock to take her weight. Her pussy looked ready to burst. Veins stood out and her cunt bulged. Tiffany saw it too. Nancy was gasping, trying and failing to lift herself higher. Her eyes rolled around the room, unable to focus. I have no vagina so I have no idea what she felt, but Tiffany does, and her eyes were glued to the merging of their bodies. 

“Jesus Christ,” Tiff said. 

She lifted the front of her dress and slipped a hand into her panties. That sight was simply too much for her. Nancy was stuffed with cock. My wife clung to Ryan, her arms loosely around his neck.

“Staying or coming?” Ryan asked Tiffany, hopeful.

“You guys go ahead,” she said. “Maybe I’ll join you in a minute.”

Ryan gave her a curt nod and headed for the bedroom, my wife clinging like a child. In two steps, they moved out of sight.

No! Fucking no! Not again!

Tiffany sipped her beer. I heard our bed squeak. Nancy moaned loudly and I was ready to scream. No doubt Tiffany doubted her ability to remain on the sidelines. She knew if she went in that bedroom, someone, probably Ryan, would draw her into the mix and she’d cheat on David. She was being loyal, mostly, but she was utterly fucking up my moment. I prayed to Satan she’d take her beer and go join them. There was a bathroom and another bedroom before the master. I could slip down the hallway, step into the other bedroom, and watch them all without fear of detection. I could leave this small space.

Nope.

Tiffany stayed rooted. 

For an hour, maybe more, I heard every groan my wife made, every gasp and moan. She orgasmed at least four times. I bet she looked spectacular.

Finally, Tiffany pulled her cell and dialed an Uber. She finished her last beer and slipped out the front door. I instantly bolted from my hiding place, Nancy’s sighs and gasps in my ears.

The boys were thrilled to see me. 





  
 

Chapter 9
We were driving back to get her car. She’d hinted to Tiffany as they’d shopped, gradually revealing more, and gotten herself so horny she’d called him. He’d met them at the mall and they’d taken his car to our home. She’d kicked him out soon after they finished and then came across the street looking for me.

“When we watched those videos of Paula,” I said. “I thought you loved the idea of all those hot lovers.”

“I did. I do.” 

“Then why Ryan over and over?”

She stared at her hands. “Ryan is the guy all the women at work want. They want him but he wants me. It’s lovely. I pretended not to care but the truth is I love it. I always have. What woman wouldn’t? But he was a fantasy. I was married so he was that unattainable guy.”

She turned in her seat to face me.

“But then we found Mike and Paula’s stash and that sent us spinning. You had the most amazing reaction and I found myself with options. The feelings I had about the guy blew up.”

She took my hand in both of hers.

“Are you worried?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I guess I am a little. Mysterious lovers are a delight. The same man again and again is a threat.”

She pulled my hand between her warm tits, swaddling my fingers in her new red dress and mounds of soft flesh.

“I love the sense of freedom,” she said. “Our relationship is deep, enduring love. I know it will always be there. I can do something slutty and know I have this relationship waiting for me. I’m not sure you can appreciate that from the woman’s viewpoint. Society’s hard on us when we behave like whores. Now I can without penalty. I’ve not wrapped my head around that fully, but even the little I’ve done, although it’s all been with Ryan, is incredibly intoxicating.”

“I can see how much you love it.”

She tried to see through me. “So you’re not saying you want me to stop, you’re saying you want me to fuck someone else?”

She wore a mischievous grin. Neither of us could believe the words coming out of our mouths these days.

“It’s complicated,” I said. “I want you to do what you want, but I also want you to want other men. If you don’t, then I’ll accept what you do want, even if it means you stick with exclusively Ryan. Are there other men you want to fuck?”

She leaned close, her lips to my ear. 

“I want to fuck them all,” she breathed.

We rode in silence for many minutes. She directed my driving as we approached the mall, first pointing out which parking lot and then her car. I pulled up. 

“Any repair work needed with Tiffany?” I asked.

“Some. But she was into it while I was giving her details. I think seeing it shocked her but once she digests all that she’ll be fine. Possibly even curious.”

“Did you ever do something like that when you were college roommates?”

Nancy laughed. “Kinda. Good guess.”

“You going to lead her astray too?”

She tilted her head, thinking. “Maybe. I have no idea what David would tolerate. Maybe he’ll be like you, but maybe not. It would be fun to drag Tiff right up to the line and find out.”

“Fun.”

“Yes. I’m a bad girl now, Baby.”

She was at that. I’d seen a new gleam in her eyes lately. We stared at each other a long moment and then she spoke again.

“Let’s go out tonight. Me and you.”

“Where?”

“Someplace new.”

“Alley Cats?” I asked.

She wrinkled her nose. 

“Not yet,” she said. “We never made it to Sammy’s. Let’s go there.” 

“But home first.”

“Home first.”

She left and I followed. 

We never made it to that jazz club. Of course we didn’t. An hour earlier my wife had been fucking another man while our friend watched. No way could we go out after that. She came in through the garage and I entered through the front door and we met in the kitchen. Again. That pretty red dress was on the floor in an instant. She tried to suck my dick but I forced her against the kitchen counter and bent her at the waist. I had her pussy in my mouth and my tongue buried within seconds. We were gasping for air and moaning with barely controlled passion. We scared the dogs. I lifted her butt cheeks out of my way and drove my tongue deeper and she gasped and clawed at the cabinets. 

I loved her like this. Used. Dripping. Slutty. It drove me crazy. I burrowed my face in her ass and licked her cunt until she came hard, then I stood and rammed my dick home, sliding into all that wetness. His cum lubed my dick and I fucked her like a cheap whore, rough and selfish. I practically ripped her bra off, mauling her tits and pulling her long hair. It was glorious. She was sore, even with all that semen, but I didn’t hold back. When my long bottled-up cum started to boil, I let it fly. My final thought before I blasted her guts was that I would only be adding to all that sperm she carried. It made her so indecent, such a tramp. I pumped my load to mix with his. I knew he outnumbered me in there, by a lot, but that only got me hotter. 

After, we lay on the cool tile floor. She crawled over and suckled my soft penis and I let her. In some weird way, it felt like an apology, like she was trying to make up for all the liberties she’d taken the last few days. Or maybe my comments about all her attention given to one man got her thinking I needed some special treatment. I didn’t care. She tongued every inch of me. She licked and sucked each ball, one at a time, swabbing my scrotum from asshole to shaft. 

We never left the house. I’d like to say we spent the day fucking but no. I did go down on her again about an hour later, because I simply could not get enough of her used pussy, but after that our day had nothing to do with sex. It was like we hit a reset button or something. We played with the dogs, swam, ordered pizza, watched movies, and even dozed. Wonderful. Tomorrow was her first day back to work with Ryan. As bedtime drew near, I got nervous and excited, wondering what Monday would hold. We fell asleep tangled in each other’s arms.

By lunch I was going crazy, my mind repeating the same two words: Not again.

Nancy had been silent all morning, even ignoring my simple how-are-you and how’s-your-day-going texts. It was like she’d kissed me goodbye this morning and vanished. By four in the afternoon I sent a text saying I was beginning to worry about her safety. That did the trick.

I’m fine, she replied. I’m fantastic.

Boom, back to radio silence. 

I got to Mike and Paula’s before she did and ran through the puppy routine, then poured a drink and waited in the living room, irritation growing by the minute. The problem with giving someone complete freedom is when they exercise it in ways you don’t like. I was unhappy, but grownup enough to take it. 

She got home after seven. She passed through the kitchen and I knew in an instant she’d been fucked. Her hair was messy, lipstick gone, clothing disheveled, like she’d put everything back on in a hurry. Most of all she looked terribly, terribly guilty. 

I flipped a hand. “Welcome home, I guess?”

She dropped her purse and moved quickly to my side.

“I am so, so sorry,” she said, throwing her arms around my neck.

I tried to remain aloof. “Sorry for what?”

“I can’t tell him no,” she blurted. “He told me to meet for lunch so I did. He told me to follow him home after work so I did.”

“He fucked you. Again.”

“Yes, Goddamn it! I’ve got no willpower. I sucked his cock in his car during lunch and then after work he fucked me at his place in front of his roommates. They’re all in their thirties but act like frat boys. The place was a dump. A few came in his room and stood around the bed, watching, but I didn’t stop. Baby, once he starts fucking me, I want every drop of cum his big balls produce. It’s crazy. I’m obsessed. I’m so sorry.”

She looked and sounded sincere. What could I do? Pout? Forbid her seeing him again? I hated the idea of steering this thing, steering my wife to do only the things I wanted. This was so frustrating, so intimidating.

“Obsessed?” I asked. “Like you want to be with him?”

“Hell no, he’s so shallow. I just want him for sex.”

“But it’s just sex?”

“God, yes,” she laughed, a bitter, sarcastic bark. “There’s nothing else about him I want. But he’s beautiful and God can he fuck. I found out he’s fucked every woman in our office. What’s that like for a man? No wonder he’s so cocky at work. We all sit there, hoping he’ll stop at our desk, hoping he’ll pick us again.”

“Except you.”

She turned bashful. “Yeah, isn’t it awesome? All those women to choose from and I’ve got what he wants. He inflates my ego.”

“I worried, Nancy. You could have sent a quick text. I was left in the dark.”

“I know, I’m sorry. I remember what you said about me wanting only one man and how that upset you. I thought it would be easier if you didn’t know. You told me to only do what I wanted, so I did. You said that’s what turns you on.”

I bit a fingernail. The truth is, I was turned on. Part of me was fearful of losing her but a bigger part loved that she had no self-control. She’d never been so sexual and I liked this new element to her personality.

“Listen,” she continued. “I understand if you’re upset. This was something we were doing but has kind of become something I’m doing. I know that’s scary for you but I said you can trust me and you can. I want this, Baby. I want him. That doesn’t mean I don’t want you, though. It means I also want him.”

I sighed. She knelt beside my chair.

“Be brave,” she said, brushing hair off my forehead. “Hang on tight. I only want him for one thing. You know I could never be with a man like that.”

Her knees were parted slightly and I noted she wore thigh-high stockings to work. She knew she’d fuck him when she dressed this morning. I moved in my chair and saw down between her thighs all the way to thin pubic hair. No panties.

All day, I wondered, or does Ryan own them now? 

I gently touched her knee with the back of my hand. Her legs parted.

“Is that what you want?” she whispered, grinning slightly.

I nudged more firmly and she spread her knees, pulling her skirt tight. Her inner lips protruded, a sure sign she was still aroused. Almost an hour later and Ryan still held sway over her. How many years did she deny her desires for the guy? When we discovered Mike and Paula’s secret, I never imagined it would lead to a moment like this. 

She stood in front of my face and lifted her skirt. She’d trimmed her hair down to almost nothing, barely peach fuzz. Her pussy lips were swollen and shiny wet. I hated that she’s gone to him in secret but loved that she was standing her ground. She’d become so hungry for sex. She was the same woman but with a new side revealed. 

I hoped what she said about Ryan was true. I hoped she wanted him for one thing only. I’d feel like such a fool if I lost her to him. 

I hooked my hands behind her legs and walked her towards me. There was so much more we needed to discuss. The history of our relationship is filled with long complicated conversations about everything. We shared virtually every thought, every feeling.

But something about sharing her buttoned both our lips, like we didn’t want to over analyze the thing, we didn’t want to dissect every nuance until we perfectly understood ourselves and each other. Mysterious forces were at work, and part of the thrill was the unknown. The foundation of our marriage was shifting, rearranging, and we liked it. We liked blindly feeling our way forward. 

I tugged her closer until her steaming cunt was an inch from my mouth. A glance upward showed my wife staring down, mouth open, eyes dancing, wondering if I’d go through with what she so desperately wanted me to do. I extended my tongue so she could see me close to her used pussy.

“Jesus Christ,” she rasped. “Baby, you know he’s…”

I shushed her. I reached for her clit with the tip and licked in a small circle.

“I love it when you do this…” 

Her voice trailed away. Her legs began to tremble. I flicked back and forth across the nub, teasing, then sealed my puckered lips to her tiny bump. I swirled my tongue roughly and she gasped. I pulled her closer and slithered my tentacle into her dripping canal. They were mixing inside her, Nancy and Ryan, and I savored the taste of my unfaithful wife. Of all our new discoveries, this was my favorite: teasing and licking my wife’s used pussy. Nothing pierced my brain better. Nothing drove home the irrefutable fact of her betrayal. Nancy had fucked another man. 

My penis swelled uncomfortably in my pants. Her juices began flowing from the moment my tongue touched her and now her soaked cunt dribbled into my ravenous mouth. Without the support of my hands behind her legs, I suspect she would have crumpled. I wanted to believe that anyway. 

“Get your tits out,” I growled. “Play with yourself.”

Her body moved as she shed her top with lightning speed. Another glance showed her hands rubbing and twisting, maul her big tits. Her eyes were closed and I was sure she fantasized about Ryan. I licked her puffy lips and tickled far inside her tunnel. She began gasping for air, moaning, murmuring for me to eat her cheating pussy. I increased my attack, hot to make her cum. 

This was not the path I’d have chosen for us but this was the path we had to take. My faith in her would be stretched to the limit and beyond, but that was the only way to get her past Ryan. That was the only way for her to work him out of her system. I intensified my assault and she cried out, her hands on my head, keeping her upright. Her hole was a seeping mess of liquids, running down my chin and neck. I vacuumed my lips to her engorged clit and whipped my tongue.

“Aaaggh!” she shrieked. 

I did it again and her nails dug into my scalp.

“Oh! Baby! Fuck! Aaaaggghhrrrrgh!”

I cupped her ass to keep her standing and brutally attacked her pussy. She was a writhing willow, mangling her own tits. She came and came and came, flooding me and forcing me to swallow often. I knew in that moment, with absolute certainty, we would never go back to the life we had.





  
 

Chapter 10
I was showering for work in the morning when the idea hit me. I considered all the angles, worked out a few problems, and then sat with Nancy as she applied her makeup.

“Kings and Queens,” I said.

She stopped to look at me. “The sex club? You want us to go?”

“No, I want you and Ryan to go. Tell him you learned, after Tiffany and his roommates, that someone watching gets you hot. Tell him you want an audience.”

“You’re sending me there with him? That’s impressive, Baby. I guess you’ve come to terms with my desires?”

“Not exactly,” I said. “I’ll be an audience member.”

She understood in an instant. “He’s never seen you.”

“Right. I’ll be another face in the crowd.”

A slight shiver ran up her legs. I knew she was picturing a crowd.

“You’ve thought this through.”

“I have. I’ll finally see everything. I’ll share something with my wife and Ryan won’t know about it. That will be a refreshing switch. Also, I can join him. I can fuck you with him. I’ll be touching you along with him. It will be Heavenly.”

Her expression told me she loved the idea.

“When?” she whispered.

“Tonight.”

Nancy turned to face herself in the vanity mirror. She wore thigh-highs again, black this time, and a see-through bra. Her gaze traveled her face to her breasts. Her conservative black dress, today’s work outfit, hung on a nearby hook. She said nobody at her office suspected a thing and I believed her. She met my eyes in the mirror.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Hard. Make me late for work.”

I guess she liked my idea. I took her right there, using the bathroom mirror to show her off. I pounded from behind and she reached between her legs to hurry things along, cumming hard and growling as she rubbed her clit. I emptied my balls in her a moment later.

“Carry me around all day,” I said proudly. 

My cum would be like garlic to a vampire. Yes, I was being petty, but it felt good to mark my wife. I’d keep Ryan away for at least a few hours. No way Nancy would let him stumble across that messy pussy. I tugged my undershirt over my head.

Nancy noted my smug expression, understood my gambit. She chuckled. 

“I know what you’re up to,” she said, reaching under her sink. 

She started the bathwater again then climbed into the tub, filling a small plastic bottle. She twisted the cap on, complete with a nozzle. She inserted the spout and squeezed, flushing me out, rinsing my sperm away, swirling down the drain. She giggled at my dismay.

“What if he wants to fuck me during lunch?” she said. “Must keep the pussy warm and fresh and ready.”

Fine.

All day I watched the clock. I’d visited the club’s website and things looked wild. I’d exchanged texts with Nancy, learning she would get there first with Ryan arriving soon after. I said I’d go by the house to play with the pups and arrive last, wandering the club until I found them. She was nervous and so was I, which was strange given everything we’d done so far.

My thoughts about the dogs made me miss them so I visited their website. All three lay scattered about the tile floor, sleeping. What a nice life. 

I was about to close the site when a gong sounded in my head. How could I be so stupid? I clicked through all the cameras around the house and found one aimed directly at the kitchen. Shit. I’d eaten Nancy at least twice on that countertop. I wracked my brain to remember what else we’d done over the last few days. Thank God the encounters with Ryan took place at our home. I searched the site to see if old video was stored anywhere, planning on deleting whatever I found, but no, apparently old video was stored in the Cloud and that had a separate password. I speculated how long one would save old video before making room for new content but there was no way to know. I made a note to tell Nancy and see if she had any ideas. Embarrassing, but not terrible. Mike and Paula are dear friends. I knew we’d never hear the end of the teasing, however. 

Finally, my work day ended. I packed up and raced home, playing with the pups and then changing clothes. My hands shook from all the adrenaline flooding my veins. If the night went as I’d planned, I’d witness Nancy fucked right on front of me. I might even join them. The thought of holding her hand and looking into her eyes as another cock opened her up inside was almost more than I could take. 

Across the street I heard a car door and peeked out the window. Nancy climbed the steps to our front door. She’d told me she needed to shower and dress after work. I sent her a text telling her she’s beautiful and she fired back about how nervous she was. I told her I was too and we laughed. Thirty minutes later she left our home and drove away.

I threw on a pair of cargo shorts without underwear and a loose polo shirt. I added sandals. I wanted my clothing to come off and go on easily. I had no idea what to expect. I wanted to give her a head start so I caught up on football scores and watched part of a game.

I began to wonder what Nancy had done for lunch. She’d sent no text so I suspected she’d done nothing, allowing sexual tension to build for tonight. At least, that’s what I hoped she’d done. Finally, I gave the dogs chew sticks and checked the time. Five after eight. 

Good enough. I checked myself in the full-length mirror in the hallway. I wanted to look nondescript and forgettable. I was just a guy in the crowd. If I ever met Ryan at some company event, I wanted to be unrecognizable. 

My hands were still shaking as I drove.

Kings and Queens looked unassuming on the outside and nothing but a social club on the inside. The decor was simple; stainless steel, glass, mirrors and indoor plants. On the left was a restaurant and on the right were people playing cards and watching a movie. For a moment, my heart sank. I glanced around for Nancy and noticed a door at the back guarded by an enormous bouncer. I casually made my way to him. 

“What’s back here?” I asked.

“First time to Kings and Queens?”

“Yes.”

“What have you heard?”

I told him what I’d read on their website and added a few comments from Mike and Paula’s emails as if they were my own. He seemed satisfied.

“Single men a hundred dollars. Read the rules when you pay. Don’t be that guy.”

I nodded and he removed the velvet rope, swinging the padded door away for me. I smiled and walked through, discovering a booth sitting at the end of a short, jet black hallway. I gave money to an elderly woman and a second door was opened for me and this time, I stepped into the surreal. 

That the two worlds were separated only by ten short feet and two doors boggled my mind. Outside, normal, everyday people talked and laughed. In here, black lights illuminated brilliant colors painted along the walls and floor, providing barely enough glow to make my way forward. All around the four walls were small alcoves, caves, really, and from each issued muffled moans and passionate sighs. My eyes were adjusting rapidly but for now I saw only blurred bodies. I pressed on, hands spread before me like a blind man’s cane. 

Cave rooms gave way to a huge open area. Nude people walked everywhere, many with bodies decorated in black light colors. There was more illumination here and as my eyes adjusted I began to see the ocean of sex all around. Large circular pads covered in easy to wipe down faux leather, double and king-sized beds covered in the same.  

A gorgeous Arab waitress, fishnet stockings and open bustier, with perfect tits fully exposed, asked what I wanted to drink. I mumbled something about a Kamikaze. She walked away and I stared at her bubble butt.

I noticed there were archways leading out of this room and made a note to explore but for now I wanted my drink, so I stayed put. I turned, surveying the open space, and noted all the happy smiling people. Everyone was here; young and hot, old and fat. Most groups stuck to themselves but there was plenty of mingling. Nudity was everywhere. Some wore bikini bottoms or trunks and a few, like me, were fully clothed. 

My drink arrived and the waitress suggested I buy a bracelet which let me run a tab. Good idea for people with no pockets. I did, adding her tip to the total, and then wandered off, drink in hand.

Everywhere I went, people were cheerful. I made new friends just walking into the next room. An older gentleman wearing a G-string suggested I’d be more comfortable wearing less and pointed me at some lockers. I thanked him and turned to leave and almost stepped on Nancy. 

She sat with Ryan on a padded bed for two, people watching. She’d stripped to stockings and high heels. Ryan was nude, legs folded, soft cock lying across an ankle. I played it totally cool apologizing for stepping on her foot. She waved it off, standing to shake my hand.

“It’s so dark,” she said. “No way for you to see me.”

Good God above. My wife is stunning. She stood there essentially nude, eyes all around the room eating her up, and calmly shook my hand. Ryan hardly glanced at me and I was glad for that but seeing her this way, with him so close and others in the background, my penis twitched in my shorts. 

When had she become this confident sexual creature? I had to move on so I did but not without a backward glance. She was looking too, eyes laughing and dancing, as if to say How fucking crazy are we?

I found a secluded spot and downed my drink, flagging the waitress for two more. My plan was to hang back, spy on my wife, and wait for my opening. Given how many times I’d endured a setback or change of plans, I was thrilled they were actually here. Further observation told me she was slightly drunk, which could help explain her lack of clothing, but perhaps she endeavored to fully embrace this wild moment. 

Ryan put his arm around her shoulders and she leaned into him. An older couple, naked, stopped to chat and Nancy and Ryan looked every bit the happy couple. How strange to see your beloved wife in this way. They’d fucked so many times they had a shared familiarity. It dawned on me they’d had sex more than the times I knew about. It was plainly obvious. Why did Nancy hide that fact from me? Too spare my feelings? She knew her reckless lust turned me on. Perhaps hiding from her husband enhanced her rush?  

A tall middle-aged blonde woman walked by wearing a fishnet body suit. A young black male scampered along beside her, doing his best to catch her attention. He was nude, ebony shank flopping as he hurried. She crossed the room to a slight, balding, middle-aged man I presumed was her husband. She sat and then patted the seat next to her. The young black man eagerly took the spot. They spoke for several minutes and then the husband made some excuse to slip away, leaving his wife. He meandered, wandering the room, drawing ever closer to me. His wife leaned in and kissed her new friend sensuously. The husband leaned against the wall close to me, one eye on his wife. He noticed me watching him.

“Do you have a horse in this race?” he asked.

My confused expression prompted him to speak again.

“Is your wife one of these lovely ladies?” he said.

“Yes,” I blurted without thinking. “Nancy.” 

I used my kamikaze to indicated my wife sitting with Ryan.

He smiled ruefully. 

“Best to leave names out of it,” he said. “You can trust me, but you cannot trust everyone here.”

I blushed. He was right. 

“Sorry.”

“No worries. I suspect this is your first time?”

“Yes.”

“Hers too?”

“Yes.”

He turned his attention to Ryan and Nancy. My wife now sat on Ryan’s knee, arm dangling around his thick neck. They conversed quietly, smiling often. A waitress brought them drinks and they toasted to something.

“She’s lovely,” my new friend said. “How long have you been married?”

I must have had a hurricane bottled up inside me because for the next ten minutes I confessed everything. I started with that fateful night Nancy discovered the secret folders and rattled off almost everything that had happened since. He patiently listened without interruption, sensing I needed to vent. When I finished, he asked a few pointed questions and then we began a casual back and forth. I liked him immediately. His name was James and he and his wife were experienced in this world.

“She’s obviously smitten with the man,” he said. “Can you handle seeing them together openly? It’s quite different you know. Other people seeing them together will test you. Your dark and dirty secret is out in the light. It’s humiliating when others know. Do you have the resolve to take it?”

“I guess we’ll find out.”

Over his shoulder I noticed his wife move to her knees. She pushed the young black backward and lowered her mouth to his onyx cock. I felt like I should say something so I motioned with my kamikaze again.

“Your wife is sexy,” I admitted.

James turned. His face softened and then his eyes narrowed. He glanced at his lap and then at me. 

“Do you mind?” he asked.

I had no idea what he meant.

“I like to stroke while I watch her play. Will that offend you?”

“No,” I quickly sputtered. “Please do.”

James opened his zipper and pulled his penis free. Did I look at it? Of course I fucking looked at it. In that moment, under those circumstances, it was impossible not to look at it. He was about my size I’d guess, fairly average, nothing noteworthy. His crown flared widely, making his head look slightly too big for the shaft. I compared him to the swollen black cock across the way and he caught me.

“He’s a lot bigger,” James chuckled. “That’s what Helen likes.”

Together we watched Helen’s head bob. Her tongued looped around the ridge on every upstroke. The young man’s expression was pure shock but he was running with it, loving this attractive and talented older white woman servicing his dick. James casually stroked his growing penis.

“She’ll drink what he gives her,” he stated. “She says young sperm gives her energy, keeps her youthful.”

“She does look amazing,” I said.

“Thank you. Yes, she gets plenty. We’re here sometimes two or three nights a week. Tonight is slow. Try coming late Saturday on a holiday weekend. You’ll find Helen buried under a pile of young male bodies.”

“Do you ever regret what you’ve done? Were there times you realized heading down this path was a mistake?”

He put a comforting hand on my shoulder. Not the one he used to jack his meat.

“Once,” he admitted. “Helen developed feelings for a man. She’d go see him without me and trust me when I tell you no Medieval torture is worse. She always came home and continued to desire me so I let the thing run its course. After ten months or so, she began to disconnect from him, staying home more often, wanting to visit this place again. The love we had, all those years before we tried any of this, kept us cemented when it mattered most.”

We watched her suck in silence for a minute.

“Don’t be fooled by Hollywood movies,” he added. “Women ain’t no princesses. Women love sex as much if not more than men. Women want new lovers too.”

Helen rose to her feet and straddled the man’s lap. White fingers curled around the black shaft and she searched for her hole. She relaxed and sank onto his young cock.

“No condom,” he said. “She likes this young man a lot.” 

We watched his sexy wife rise and fall, fishnet bodysuit wrapped tight around her ass and big tits. After some time, she lifted her legs on top of his thighs and rode him hard. His dark cock looked amazing sliding in and out of her pink gash. 

I turned to check on Nancy and Ryan and discovered they were gone. Three new people sat in their spot. How long had I watched Helen? James noticed too.

“Whoops,” he laughed. “Better go find her. Lord knows what that big fellow is doing to her right now.”

His words inflamed my mind and sent blood surging to my dick. Our eyes met and I realized he’d known exactly what to say to start my engine.

“We suffer the same malady,” he said, softly. “Try to prepare yourself for what you’ll see. I know there’s no way to do that but I wanted to say it anyway.”

I finished both drinks and shook his hand. 

Yes, damn it, the hand he’d used to jack his meat.





  
 

Chapter 11
Away from that open area things grew dim quickly. There were twists and turns and many rooms to explore but I didn’t need to. I found Ryan and Nancy, along with a small group of voyeurs, in only the second room I checked. The place was maybe fifteen feet square with a padded bench running around three walls and a raised padded bed, king-sized, in the middle. A nude couple fucked there and my heart crashed around inside my chest until I saw it wasn’t Ryan and Nancy. They sat in the far corner, sitting close and holding hands, engrossed in the carnal display like the rest of us.

Nancy scanned the room and when our eyes met an electric charge passed between us. She leaned back to expose her naked body, showing me her bare tits, out for everyone to see. She was amped up, turned on, excited to find herself someplace she never expected to be, doing something she never expected to do. Keeping her eyes on mine, she turned Ryan’s face and kissed his mouth. Their tongues escaped and tangled. Ryan had no idea how she used him.

My wife kissed a trailed down his chest. She found my eyes again as she crossed his abs. Ryan said something and Nancy gestured to the couple on the bed, telling him to watch. She brought her knees under and then dipped her head to his lap. She used her left hand to lift his cock. She held my eyes and then enveloped the head, wedding ring glittering faintly in the low light. She sucked his soft cock, staring at me, while he watched the action on the bed, unaware of her double teasing. 

I casually, as if trying to find a better view for the fucking couple, drifted around the room until Nancy and Ryan were only a few feet away. 

Wow did sound make a difference. Nancy mewled with barely contained passion. Wet slurping filled my ears. For the first time I was here, with her, watching everything she did. The effect was dramatic. Maybe she felt free or maybe she felt like showing off. It all sounded genuine. She pulled off to tease his head with the tip of her tongue but really she was showing me his cock in her mouth. Up close, he was a little longer then I pictured but a lot thicker. No wonder my wife loved his dick. He looked thicker than any sex toy we’d ever played with. I tried to imagine what she experienced with that beast attached to a man, hips driving, rampant desire exploding. Now I knew the final puzzle piece: his cock was intense, addicting. Nancy loved to be fucked by him because he would make her insane with that thing.

She smiled. She caught me staring at his dick and grinned like she was saying, See? Now you get it. She sealed her lips around the head and sucked until her cheeks dented. Ryan looked away from the action.

“Jesus, Babe,” he groaned. “That’s good. That’s real good.”

Nancy’s laughing eyes met mine. She slurped and sucked and moaned like his cock in her mouth could make her cum. The sounds got me hot. I rubbed the front of my shorts.

“Strip,” a familiar voice behind me said. 

James. He was naked now, stroking his dick and watching my wife suck Ryan. 

“Strip,” he said again. “Look at her. Look at him. Helen would gobble that man up. Your wife’s lucky. So are you. Let’s jackoff as we witness your wife taken right in front of us. That’s why you’re here, right?”

“Ryan doesn’t know,” I admitted. “He’s never seen me. She may have told him her husband is away on business.”

His face lit up. 

“Exquisite! I understand. He knows she’s married but not to whom. She brings him here so you can watch unobstructed. Brilliant. Your idea or hers?”

“Mine.”

“Come then,” he said. “Let’s be discreet. Take your clothes off. You’re drawing attention to yourself being the only one still dressed.”

I checked on Nancy and she continued sucking but was curious about my new friend. I started to strip and her eyes got big. She took Ryan’s cock to the back of her throat and sucked hard, watching me remove my clothing. I was hard when my boxers came down and I heard her groan around Ryan’s dick. 

“That couple is finished,” James said. “He needs to take her to the bed before someone else grabs it. Dolt. Hang on, I have an idea.”

James left my side to approach a naked and gorgeous black-haired woman in her thirties. They spoke briefly, with James jerking a thumb over his shoulder once, and then the woman smiled and nodded. They kissed cheeks and James returned.

“Watch,” he said. “Carmen will pull your wife to the bed. Ryan will follow like a puppy.”

Carmen took the long way around the room and then smiled as she approached Ryan. They exchanged a few words and then Carmen crouched, speaking directly to Nancy, tenderly brushing the hair from her face, boldly moving in for a gentle kiss. Nancy looked flabbergasted. Carmen took her hand and tugged her towards the bed. My wife checked with Ryan and then glanced at me, unsure if I had anything to do with this interruption. I’m sure Nancy never expected a woman to approach her in this place.

Carmen walked on her knees to the middle of the bed, towing my wife behind. She held Nancy’s face and kissed her deeply and, while Nancy has never expressed an interest in women, she returned the kiss with feeling. Carmen was beautiful. Ryan moved behind Nancy and began kissing her long sensitive neck. My wife’s nipples rose.

“You’re a genius,” I told James.

“Not my first time here,” he chuckled. “I’ve learned all kinds of tricks for bringing people together. With a wife like mine, I had to.”

The women made out tenderly but I saw Nancy’s heart wasn’t in it. My wife loves men. Ryan took a spot behind my wife while the two women kissed and Carmen reached under and gripped his cock. She maneuvered some and Nancy’s eyes flew wide. Carmen had guided the man into my woman. 

Ryan held her waist and moved her into position. Nancy reached her arms up and back, circling his neck. Carmen suckled at my wife’s big tits briefly and then kissed her lightly on the lips. As Ryan began to pump, Carmen backed away. Ryan eased Nancy to all fours and held her ass in his hands. He began a slow in and out, savoring the intense feel of my wife’s tight pussy.

Several men and one woman moved closer, leaving the bench to see better. One man, fortyish, with a nice build and a dangling cock, stood before Nancy’s face. He made no move, waiting instead to be invited. Nancy turned to look over her shoulder at her handsome lover. Ryan gave a nod. Nancy held out her hand and the man moved to the bed. Nancy lifted the man’s balls and then slid his cock into her mouth with ease. I gasped. What a sight.

“Now you can join without arousing suspicion,” James said. 

“What will you do?” I asked.

“Watch. This is incredible. I’m on the inside of a daring secret. I’ll watch you with them and enjoy your anguish and passion.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant but moved towards Nancy anyway. I took a spot next to Fortyish and offered my dick too. Nancy met my eyes.

“Your penis looks like my husband’s,” she said.

She tugged me closer and compared me to Fortyish. I was caught by surprise but Nancy giggled playfully. He was only slightly longer but he had a strong upward curve while I stuck straight out. Strange to see my penis so close to another man’s. Nancy slid my dick into her mouth and swirled her tongue. My knees buckled a bit. She popped me free and did the same to the other man. A third man joined us, utterly lacking pubic hair, and I watched as Nancy bounced from one cock to the next, joyfully enjoying each. Her body shook in time with Ryan’s slow firm thrusts. 

I stared and stared and stared. My wife was sucking off three men while getting fucked! She looked astonishing. Was this even the same woman? We stood quietly except for the occasional soft moan. Nancy concentrated, trying to please us all. I’ll never forget gazing at her face through a forest of dicks. She was having fun, but Ryan’s relentless rhythm was having an effect. He was gradually taking her away from us. She spent less time sucking with each round until finally, my dick held to her lips, she turned to look at Ryan over her shoulder. 

“Harder,” she urged. “Faster.”

He gave her a roguish smile and moved his hands to her waist. Ryan tightened his grip and began plunging into her guts. Nancy’s head snapped back and she cried out in a mix of pleasure and pain but the smirk she wore told me she loved it. Ryan moved higher over her body and hammered her hole. She turned to us once more, starting with the man to my left, then kissed the tip of my erection.

“Like what you see?” she teased, pretending not to know me.

“I do,” said the man to my right.

“Yes,” I added. “I do too.”

She sucked my companions for a minute before returning to me. 

“Fuck my mouth,” she said. 

“Because my dick looks like your husband’s?”

“Yeah,” she said, biting off words between Ryan’s thrusts. “I like the idea. My husband in my mouth while my real lover takes my pussy. Shows you my priorities, doesn’t it?” 

She giggled. Ryan pounded away behind her. I knew, like me, she couldn’t believe this was happening for us. A few weeks ago, days, really, we were a simple suburban couple. We have two kids for Christ’s sake. What were we even doing here? I knew what we were doing here. I held Nancy’s head tight and pumped my hips, fucking her slutty mouth as Ryan conquered her cunt. We all heard her juicy wetness. We’d opened a door, entered a new chapter of our lives, all thanks to Mike and Paula.

“My turn,” Fortyish said.

A surge of electricity blew through me. I was handing off my wife’s mouth to another man. I felt dizzy and out of focus. After so many frustrating sips, I was now gulping and guzzling this carnal life. Nancy had many days to adjust but this was hitting me all at once. I took a step back to watch. Nancy sucked hard on Fortyish and the man groaned loudly. He lifted his balls and Nancy swooped down to lick them and he took that moment to squeeze the length of his shaft from root to head. A large drop of milky cum formed and Nancy opened wide, meeting my eyes as she swabbed the dollop away. I saw his sperm resting on her tongue before she closed her mouth to swallow.

“God, I love men,” she said after.

Something was shifting inside me. I’d entertained thoughts of secretly fucking Nancy with Ryan but those ideas were giving way now, slipping. I glanced around until I found James and he must have read something in my eyes.

“Fuck her, boys,” he encouraged, stepping to my side. “Let’s give her a lot of inches. Send her home to her husband used and abused.”

Nancy giggled again and Fortyish gripped her head and started fucking her mouth. I took another step back. The sight was pure insanity. 

Nancy. 

My wife. 

All that cock.

“That’s so hot.” I blurted. “It’s too much.” 

My voice sounded a little shrill to me. I clamped my jaw shut before I revealed too much. Nancy was staring right at me as Fortyish fucked her mouth, gagging her often. He was gaining speed and depth, sure signs he was about to cum. I’d wanted fucked by a man other than Ryan but now I felt overwhelmed.

“Uh,” he grunted. “She’s good. Unhh, yeah, yeah, take it, yeah, arrgh!”

He bent at the waist, forehead on her back. His hips jerked uncontrollably and Nancy gulped loudly, grunting encouragement, sucking down all the fluid released in her mouth. Good God Almighty, my wife was drinking cum right from the source. A lance pierced my heart but I could not look away. My wife was draining his balls straight into her stomach.

Baldy eagerly moved closer. If Fortyish got to cum in her mouth, then so was he. He stumbled a bit hurrying the other man out of the way and then offered Nancy his cock. With globules of sperm all around her mouth, my wife sucked the next man in. She looked gorgeous with a dick in her mouth although it crushed my heart to see it. 

James tugged my shoulder and I stepped away with him. We watched Nancy work her magic and Baldy quickly erupted in her mouth. After that, she pulled off Ryan and rolled onto her back, thoughtfully aiming her pussy directly at me. Ryan held his cock like a sword and then moved between her legs. Nancy spread them wide, pointing her toes. She moved her hands to her inner thighs, forcing her legs even farther apart. It was lewd. It was obscene. Women don’t love sex this much, do they? She curled her hips forward, an obvious invitation. Ryan circled her opening with the tip of his cock. 

Her eyes were on mine as I realized the moment had arrived. I had a clear and unobstructed view of her taking. Ryan dipped into her hole and Nancy gave me a wink. My slack jaw dropped open. My wife seemed to instinctively understand the power my vision had over me. Are all men wired this way? She knew the path to my heart passed through my eyes. She rolled her hips slowly, gradually working his cock deeper into her body, and then she smiled and was done with me, tenderly touching his chin, leading him down to a kiss. They began to fuck like lovers.

My penis was stiff through all of it but this sent a surge racing. They moved together so well. They’d fucked many times. He placed a hand here or a knee there and she was one step ahead of him each time and always his unrelenting hips rose and fell. It was agonizing and it was beautiful. 

“Yes, squeeze it,” Ryan rumbled. “Clench your tight little cunt around me.”

My wife hurried to obey. Nancy’s lips curled into a slight smile.

“Perfect,” he exhaled. “Just like that. God, you know what I love.”

I took my dick in hand. I had to. James noticed. 

“Look at the seal she makes around him,” he said. “He’s too big for her but she loves it anyway. He wears no condom. Does he pull out or do you both allow him full privileges?”

“He comes in her.”

James gasped. “That’s incredible. You two are naturals to the Life. Imagine where you’ll be in a year.”
I shook my head. Not to disagree, but to scatter the images which appeared at his words. He was right. 

“I’m afraid to ask,” he continued. “The moment is poignant and I hate to tread upon it. I see myself in you and understand how you suffer, but tell me, is she using birth control?”

I looked at the man. He was agitated and aroused. He studied my face. Ryan fucked Nancy, my hand slid up and down my dick; I’d known him such a short time but he was wired into my experience, living through me.

“No,” I rasped, “and she still gets her period.”

He swooned. He had to open his mouth to breathe. We turned to watch Ryan take her. That plunging cock was a threat, one I’d avoided thinking about in this way until now. There’d been a nagging voice in my head, warning me, but I’d ignored it in the face of so much raw turmoil. Now each thrust into her carried menace. I fixated on his heavy balls. How many times had they fucked? Nancy might already be pregnant. That idea turned my entire body into a hot coal. 

“Jesus,” I muttered.

” Exhilarating, right?” James agreed.

“Goddamn it, James, you put this thought in my head.”

He grinned. “No, I made you turn at look at it. The thing was always there, snickering, watching.”

In and out, in and out: Ryan’s cock was like an oil derrick, that slow timeless pumping. Nancy slid her hands down to his ass and brought her knees up to her chest. Ryan smoothly adjusted, because they’d done it a thousand times before, and now he was dropping balls-deep, slamming her hips, driving her towards orgasm. James joined me in pulling on our pricks. Nancy’s back slowly arched until only her shoulders and ass touched the bed. Ryan was breathing hard but Nancy was unable to fill her lungs, gulping air like a fish out of water, fighting to get ahead.

“Fucking Hell!” she shrieked at last. “Fuck me! Fuck me, Ryan! Gnnnugh!”

My wife came hard. Hard. He’d swollen even thicker, fueled by their mutual excitement, and that pushed her over the edge. Nancy moaned and gasped with each thrust. Ryan pounded her through it, extending her climax until she clawed at his legs and back. 

Before she finished, his began. James leaned close, our shoulders touching. Ryan pumped a gallon of hot sperm deep into my wife and we were close enough to see his raised veins, hear her pussy sloshing. 

“He’s inseminating her,” James groaned. “Oh, God, look at what’s happening. Look at what he’s taking.”

His eyes jumped from my tortured face to Nancy’s stretched hole again and again. He jerked faster, loving my agony, getting off on my torment. I didn’t blame him. I loved what I saw. I loved the anguish and the pain. I loved Nancy’s cries of pleasure and Ryan’s grunt each time he blasted her womb with more sperm.

James shot his load on the floor. I saw his spurting dick and almost lost my load too, releasing my grip at the last instant.

On the padded bed Ryan flopped over, chest heaving, and stared at the ceiling. Nancy lay with legs spread wide, eyes closed, big tits rising and falling, milky cum leaking from her swollen cunt. Several men watching moved towards the bed and I joined them. I got to her pussy first, startling her, and then they descended like vultures. She gasped at all the hands and mouths crawling her flesh, licking and nibbling her skin, but her strongest reaction was for the tongue between her legs. She lifted her head in protest until she saw it was me eating her well-fucked pussy. After that, her head fell back and she soaked up all the attention. 

I was determined to make her cum again. I needed it. I was desperate to hear those sounds of pleasure coming from her mouth. I teased her outer lips and dipped my tongue into her slit, slowly winding her up. After some time, her hips began to undulate and then I knew I had her. I made my tongue stiff and fucked her with it, occasionally dragging across her too-sensitive clit. She was leaking fluids but I didn’t care. I gently slipped a finger in and stroked her G-spot while sucking tenderly on her clit. The effect was intense. She held my head in both hands so I sucked harder. This had become our ritual, our customary sacrament. This was how I reclaimed her and reminded her of the pleasure I bring. This was how I showed total acceptance, even encouragement, for her wanton slutty ways.

I saw one man try to kiss her but she turned her head away. Another stood over her face on his knees and lowered his soft cock to her mouth and this she accepted. I worked her pussy faster, wanting her to cum with that stranger’s cock in her mouth. Moments later she did, ramming her hips against my probing tongue.

“Good boy,” she slurred, fading. “Good boy.”

James tugged me away. I was reluctant to leave but how would I explain staying? He was thinking clearly, I wasn’t.

“I have an idea,” he said. “You said you were troubled that you gave her freedom and she spends it on one man, right?”

“Yes. What are you thinking?”

“Perhaps she’s only sticking with what she knows. I’ve seen it before. She loves the idea but is frightened to explore. Ryan is good enough because she doesn’t know what else there is.”

“That makes sense, kind of. What’s your idea?”

“Two-fold: first, we need to show her there are options. Ryan is not the only fish in the sea. Second, we need to change the way she sees him. Right now, she is smitten. Come with me. Earlier I saw two brothers I know well. I think I can use them to tempt Nancy away from Ryan.”

“She says Ryan is incredibly handsome.”

James smirked. “Yes, he is, but that’s just her old way guiding her new path. Let’s show her a new way.”

The idea sounded farfetched but I kept my mouth shut. It was nice of him to offer help. We prowled the club, there was much more to it than I realized, until we entered a small intimate room with single beds all around. Seated on one bed were identical twin brothers. James approached them directly. I held back. They chatted for a minute, shaking hands and laughing, and then James gestured towards me. Their conversation grew focused and then the boys were nodding. More handshakes and then they stood, laughing, and all three came towards me. 

The young men were skinny as pencils. Fair skinned, black haired, one with tribal tattoos and the other without. They had big, expressive eyes. What truly drew my attention, however, was the dangling meat between their legs. They were uncircumcised, with the extra skin forming little anteater snouts. I worried Nancy would be shocked or repulsed.

“They make porn in Italy,” James explained. “But came to the States to see how we do it here. I believe their visas expired long ago.”

All three laughed. I didn’t care about their visas. I cared about their swinging dicks. I simultaneously worried for Nancy while very much wishing to see those beasts buried in her. They talked while I stood apart, running my eyes up and down these two brothers. I’m no good at determining male attractiveness but even I could see Ryan was better looking. I reminded him of that when we had a minute alone. He was confident that wouldn’t matter when the moment arrived.

“Your wife will react like all women react. Maybe not at first but give it time. They all come around. It matters, even if they don’t know that yet.”

I had my doubts but said nothing. We wandered back through the club and I gawked at the carnal circus around me. How did Mike and Paula live like this? My parents taught me there was always a price to pay for enjoying life so much but I’d known Mike and Paula for years. I suspected my parents may have been full of shit. Maybe, instead, life is short and one should squeeze every drop from it. The idea was exciting and frightening. Hard to disregard a lifetime of false lessons. 

Something was nagging me so I fell into step beside James.

“You said two-fold,” I reminded him. “Something about changing the way Nancy sees Ryan. What’s that mean?”

James got a mischievous grin. “Your wife is beautiful and naughty. I’d love to taste her unfaithful pussy.”

“You should have joined me,” I said. “She may be too tender now.”

He dismissed me with a look. “You don’t understand but you will,” he said

We moved with the crowd and eventually entered the first area again. Ryan and Nancy lay on their sides facing each other, talking. I guess no one needed the big padded bed. James murmured something about Nancy and the brothers broke into smiles.

“I thought she would be fat,” Tattoo said.

“She’s pretty,” his brother added.

I slid along a wall into the perfect lookout spot while James sauntered towards Ryan, distracting him with a wave. They began to chat while the twins innocently stopped to talk to Nancy. I watched her closely. She seemed pleased with their young and handsome faces but then her eyes drifted down. When she landed at their cocks she froze. Her eyes grew large. She looked at their faces again and realized she looked at twins. Brothers. I feared a family connection might put her off but I was way wrong. The kink seemed to stoke her fire. She looked again at their cocks, fascinated, and my worries she would be shocked or repulsed evaporated. 

The area was filled with a drone of conversation and I was unable to pick out Nancy’s words, but she smiled a lot and kept glancing at their dicks. That she loved the idea of brothers was written all over her face. They continued talking and her smile grew and grew until she finally pointed at their penises with both hands. 

“You’re really big!” I heard her exclaim over the noise. “Where do you put those things?”

I was sure Nancy referred to their pants. The brothers looked at each other and laughed.

“Everywhere we can,” Tattoo joked.

Their voices dropped again and I lost the conversation but soon Nancy cupped Tattoo’s balls in her palm. She maneuvered the shaft to lie along her forearm. The tip reached almost to her elbow. All three burst out laughing again, Nancy shaking her head skeptically. 

Her touch had a predictable effect. Tattoo was swelling, veins rising along the surface. The head started to creep from beneath the foreskin. His brother inched closer and took Nancy’s free hand, guiding her to cup his balls too. Soon his cock rested on her other forearm. My wife stared at the twin pillars.

“Ryan,” she called, turning to get his attention. “Look at these guys.”

We all looked with her. 

James had several inches of Ryan’s cock in his mouth. Ryan’s eyes were closed but James met our gaze. I watched Nancy’s face and her eyes narrowed as her smile froze. Ryan pumped his dick in and out. I now understood what James meant about tasting Nancy.  My wife studied Ryan fucking another man’s mouth and, as James predicted, I saw the shift. There was no judgement, she wasn’t disgusted or appalled, but from that instant she saw Ryan in a new way. His spell over her broke. 

I moved closer. 

Tattoo turned Nancy’s face by her chin and kissed her. He slid his hand down her chest, lifting a full breast. 

“Women from my country are rarely this big,” he said. “I like it very much.”

Nancy laughed. 

“Men from my country are rarely this big,” she said. I like it very much.” 

Ryan opened his eyes to find many in the room staring at him. He tried to push James off his dick but the feisty older man wouldn’t have it. He sucked hard and must have done something with his tongue because Ryan gasped loudly and buckled at the waist. James sucked harder and Ryan closed his eyes again, defeated. I wondered what James had done but had no intention of ever allowing him close to my dick. 

“Fuuuuuck,” Ryan groaned. 

“I want to fuck you,” Tattoo told Nancy.

“I’m flattered,” she said. “But I don’t know you. I don’t know anything about you.”

Tattoo grinned. 

“I am Lorenzo. My brother is Antonio. What else?”

Nancy turned to look at Ryan again and in passing stopped to meet my eyes. I held my breath wondering what she’d choose. This was a pivotal moment. She may have unplugged from Ryan but that did not mean she was ready to engaged with someone else so soon. She watched James gobble Ryan’s cock, playing with the man’s balls and even sliding a pinkie up his ass. Ryan was captivated. James was a man of many skills.

“Do you have condoms?” Nancy asked Lorenzo.

My heart skipped a beat. There’s a big difference between do you have condoms and do you have a condom. Her subconscious mind already entertained the idea of both young men. 

“No,” he said. “But my brother and I are clean. You take birth control?”

Nancy scoffed. “Not for years.”

She was looking into the young man’s eyes, debating. She took another glance at Ryan, who was on his knees, leaning backward with his hands by his feet, thrusting his hips upward. The handsome stud was breathing fast and rolling his pelvis, fucking the old man’s mouth. Ryan grunted loudly and his face twisted.

“Fuck!” he shouted. “Fuck!”

Then he was spurting hot cum and James was swallowing. The older man pumped Ryan’s asshole with a finger, teasing his prostate and coaxing out the biggest load possible. Poor Ryan. He wasn’t gay. He was vain. He was addicted to being adored. James sucked so hard I thought he’d take a layer of skin. Ryan arched his back and sprayed until he ran out but James was merciless, teasing and enticing down to the last drop. Ryan’s climax lasted a long time, far too long for a man. James was an artist.

That tipped the scales. Nancy looked at me again, seeking a sign, but I was a blank slate. Anything she did, any choice she made, had to be her own. Nothing was more exciting than watching my wife chose hot raw sex. Now at last was the moment I’d anticipated days ago. Here she was, finally, facing the sexual freedom we’d discussed that night at Mike’s computer. Would she embrace it? 

“Promise you’ll pull out, okay?” she said.

I reached for my dick. 





  
 

Chapter 12
Lorenzo and Antonio shared a smile. Another American wife conquered, I suppose. Antonio took my wife’s hand and helped her leave the bed. Lorenzo stepped close, leaning in to kiss my wife’s lips. Antonio moved in behind her, planting soft kisses on her nape and along her shoulders. Nancy shivered a bit, sandwiched between the young men. 

Ryan disengaged from James and circled the bed. He held Nancy’s elbow and tugged gently.

“Babe,” he said. “Let’s go find another room.”

She ignored him for a moment but when he persisted she turned to face him squarely.

“No,” she said, gesturing to the crowd. “You go ahead without me. Find someone new.”

Ryan knew he’d fucked up. He tugged again, more firmly, and Nancy freed her arm from his grip.

“Ryan,” she said. “Stop. If you can’t stand to see me with them, go somewhere else. Don’t try to control me.”

The brothers let her talk but traced fingertips and kisses all over her body. Lorenzo teased her breasts and nipples while Antonio tickled her back. She squirmed between them, splitting her attention three ways. I wasn’t remotely part of her immediate plans and that’s how I wanted it. Her words told me all I needed to hear. I required nothing more. Ryan didn’t even look at me as he left the area. 

Lorenzo continued kissing south, crouching before Nancy and nibbling all around her mound. Antonio scooped his hands under her arms and filled them with big American tits. He was pleased. Nancy grew impatient, which I loved, and forced Lorenzo’s head into her crotch.

All the air leaving her lungs told me his tongue had wiggled deep. Both their pendulous cocks still hung limp. I thought young guys would be hard already but then again, they were probably jaded. Lorenzo burrowed deeper and Nancy gasped loudly, holding his head with both hands. Antonio supported her from behind while his brother ate my wife to a standing orgasm.

After that they moved her to the big padded bed, positioning her on all fours. A murmur swept the room. Everyone wanted to see the married woman fuck the two hung twins. Antonio knelt in front of her face and hefted his soft cock to her mouth. She took only a few inches, struggling to take more, but she attacked his dick with passion. I noted how much better she had become at sucking cock. Her practice on Ryan’s beast taught her well. She eagerly vacuumed the first few inches and licked the shaft and I was reminded of Paula and her many videos. 

An idea sprouted. I located my shorts in a pile against the wall and carefully slipped my cell from a pocket. I began recording Nancy with the brothers. No one cared. People were closing in again so I mixed with the crowd, standing only a couple feet from my wife. Nothing draws a crowd like a crowd and passersby joined our ranks. The brothers looked up from my horny wife at the mob they’d attracted and now their cocks began to grow rapidly. Fucking a married woman is fun but fucking a married woman in front of a crowd, a crowd you know contains her husband, is the best. Our young exhibitionists grinned, grew cocky, high-fived each other, and moved into positon; Antonio in front, Lorenzo behind.

Their balls lifted and their shafts filled. They gained almost nothing more in length but ballooned in girth. Their foreskins retreated until the heads gained freedom. Both cocks began to drool precum.  

In our bedroom Nancy initiates sex as often as I do. With Ryan, she was much more aggressive. With these strapping young bucks she turned virginal, either daunted by their size or wanting to enjoy their lustful pursuit. After watching my wife a few minutes, I decided it was both. She loved how hungry they were. She loved their youthful enthusiasm. Their size made her nervous but she needn’t have worried. She got so wet her pussy dripped. Some of that was Ryan and I realized his sperm would add to their lubrication. She’d instructed them to pull out so, sadly, at least to me, only Ryan would own her tonight.

The brothers worked well together. I made a mental note to search Italian porn when I got home. It would be fun to watch these big cocks plunge into other women, knowing they’d plunged into mine. Nancy let them move her however they wished. Their erections had continued to harden until twin spikes of angry crimson now confronted her. They took turns presenting themselves, offering Nancy the plump red crowns. They were fearless around each other, bumping dick heads, sliding shafts like sword play, jostling for position. Lorenzo leaked like crazy, clear fluid running down his shaft. Nancy licked a stream from balls to tip. I assumed the lad tasted good. 

They teased her. They used mouth and lips and tongues but they also used fingers and cocks, too. They’d allow her to suck only a moment before snatching their dick away and kissing her. They slowly increased her desire for them. Everyone saw it. Everyone watched my wife go from shy and virginal to whining and whimpering with frustrated need. Juice ran from her opening. Her straining, swollen nipples looked ready to burst. Her face was twisted with frustration. They circled her like sharks on the hunt. Finally, hair stuck to the sweat on her forehead, she stopped and confronted both.

“Fuck me or let me find a man who will,” she growled. “I need cock.”

Her gaze locked with mine. For an instant I wondered if she was asking me, her loving husband, to step from the crowd and show these young men how it was done.

No.

I took a heartbeat but then I got it. My wife was showing me what she’d become. Was this what I truly wanted? She’d left the comfort of Ryan, a man she knew well, and accepted the advances of strangers. She had no way of knowing I’d placed them in her path, but that didn’t matter. To her, she was jumping in the deep end, leaping off the cliff. She shocked us both with her runaway lust.

Antonio took her arms and flipped her onto her back. He caught her ankles and pulled her legs far over her chest, spreading them as he went. Lorenzo smoothly cupped her ass and lifted her hips to his nose, inhaling her arousal. He lowered her ass and aimed his steely, dripping cock at her puffy hole. Nancy held her breath. Lorenzo leaned in and pierced her opening. Nancy groaned, and then groaned louder as he used his weight. Her tight cunt spread before his invading shaft like soft butter, flowering, expanding, stretching. Her groan grew louder until her hips writhed. She struggled to get away but Antonio held her in that awkward position and she was powerless. Lorenzo fed her cock until he encountered a barrier deep inside. Nancy squirmed and panted but reached for his thighs, trying to pull him deeper.

“You’re so hard,” she wheezed, rotating her hips, seeking a position where he didn’t completely fill her guts. “Fuck. You’re like an iron bar.”

Lorenzo took her words as a compliment and smiled. He withdrew several inches, showing us all how he gleamed with her arousal, then sank those inches again, lodging his cock against her cervix. Nancy groaned, a mix of pain and pleasure.

“You feel fantastic,” she gasped. “I feel you everywhere.”

Lorenzo began a gentle sawing, halfway out, all the way in. Nancy moved her clutching hands to his arms and he gradually eased his body over hers. His hips never stopped the same smooth glide. 

I knew he leaked the same copious amounts of sperm inside as he had outside. We’d all seen how his dick drooled. Nancy had to know it too but said nothing, confident pulling out would be enough. Lorenzo lowered his mouth and they kissed and Antonio lifted each big tit in turn for his brother to suck. Nancy closed her eyes. Antonio moved his knees until he could lower his ball sack to her mouth. My wife was startled, lost in the euphoria of that cock between her legs, but opened wide, sucking a testicle in to roll around. Antonio abandoned her tits to stroke his cock with two hands while she slathered his nuts.

I brought my phone down. All around people recorded my wife. I focused my attention on Nancy. A video was great but I needed to experience the moment in real time. I needed to see it with my own eyes. The sight was unbelievable. My sweet wife was buried beneath two skinny young men, taking both their cocks and loving it. This was what I’d wanted. I joined every man, and most of the women, pleasuring myself as we watched.

Lorenzo had increased his pace. Nancy was wet enough now to take everything he had. He held himself over her, kissing her lips and feasting on her tits, while his cock smoothly pistoned. I jerked my dick. Nancy was breathing fast.

“Don’t pull out,” she panted. “I want to feel you swell. I want to feel you cum.”

I almost shot my load. I had to let go of my penis. Lorenzo was a total stranger and my wife was inviting him to fill her up. He grinned like he’d known all along she’d chose this, like every married woman choose this. 

“Okay,” he said, fucking her faster.

Antonio sat back on his heels, stroking his cock and watching his brother. They must have played this game a hundred times. Lorenzo changed the angle and began thrusting upwards. Nancy’s eyes flew wide.

“Oh!” she gasped “That’s good! Right there!” 

Perhaps he hit sensitive nerves in her pussy, or perhaps his shaft grazed her clit on each thrust. I couldn’t see, but I could hear. Nancy growled deep-throated groans, her breathing ragged and shallow. That cock was going to make her orgasm. The young man gazed down at her, cocky and confident. How many times had he seen his meat do this. He knew how to turn women into whimpering kittens. Nancy clutched his arms and bit her bottom lip and held herself perfectly still, savoring the wicked and tantalizing sensation of his iron cock working her insides. When she could stand no more, she arched her back and snarled like an animal. Her nails dug into his skin.

“Fuck me!” she exploded, hips thrashing. “Aaaaggah! Oh God! Fuck!”

Lorenzo began dropping his weight behind his hips, driving my wife into the firm padding. He pounded faster and faster, sending her into the stratosphere. Her orgasm peaked and then kept climbing, his solid cock forcing her body to climax around his inches, forcing her quivering pussy to ignite. 

“Ahhhhgah!” she cried. “Please! Arrgh! Pleeeeeeeease!”

She was whimpering, almost sobbing, pinned beneath his relentless assault. He wielded his young cock like a weapon, beating her into submission. She wrapped her legs behind his ass and thrust her hips in time to meet his powerful stroke. Endless moans poured from her mouth. Lorenzo slid his arms under her waist and lifted, hammering her helpless cunt. His lips curled into a sneer and then he rammed his big cock all the way in. He was gasping through his clenched teeth and silently filling her womb with potent sperm. To my bewildered mind he seemed to shoot cum for a minute. 

When the last contraction emptied his balls he smoothly withdrew and Antonio replaced him. Nancy was too dazed to realize. What a fun game for the twins. Antonio began fucking her deep and strong and Nancy went limp. The quieter brother hunkered over my wife, using her sopping pussy, pounding her hard until she returned to life and wrapped arms and legs around him, probably unaware this was a new lover. The young man continued until my wife groaned again, another climax on the way. When it hit, he held her tight and fucked directly into her womb, repeatedly mashing his fat cock head against her cervix. Nancy screeched and clawed his back and he turned loose another flood of hot young jizz. From the angle of his hips, I knew he shot directly into her uterus. 

Antonio shuddered several times as the last of his load left him. My wife held tight, stunned, even when he laid her on the pad. She loosened her grip slowly and he slid free, removing his cock like a thick fleshy plug. Her gaping pussy oozed semen, semen from three different men.

Several men left the crowd to climb on the bed. Almost too late I realized they wanted their turn with my wife. Part of me wanted to let it happen but another, bigger part, told me that was enough for now. I beat them all to her and gazed down at my spent and exhausted wife. I gently slipped a finger in. I had to feel all that hot liquid. She carried so much semen! A powerful urge to bury my tongue in her steaming mess rose, and she saw it in my eyes, but she shook her head.

“Later,” she whimpered. 

I caught a glimpse of Ryan in the crowd. He’d seen everything. I reluctantly withdrew and Nancy shooed away the encroaching men. I took a spot next to James and together we watched my wife.

“Take me home,” she told Ryan. “I need a shower and some sleep. We can talk tomorrow.”

My heart leapt. The fire in her eyes that burned only for him was diminished and fading fast. Ryan saw it too. 

“All right,” he said.

I turned to James, hugging him fiercely. We swapped numbers, Nancy and Ryan passing us close enough my elbow brushed hers. 

I was home with the boys, watching from across the street, as she told Ryan goodnight. Once he was gone I moved swiftly, entering through the side gate. Nancy was already waiting in bed. She’d recovered enough and now grinned ear to ear. 

“I can’t believe that just happened!” she yelled.

“You were amazing,” I yelled back. “You were sexy as fuck!”

“You’re not upset?”

I stripped fast. I yanked the covers off. Her body looked delicious, well used, thoroughly fucked. I crawled on the bed, forcing her legs apart. She sighed deeply, thrilled I was willing, even after a night like this, to take her in my mouth and worship her. I fastened my lips to her mound and sent my tongue in. Her body wilted. She craved this as much as me.

“Good boy,” she whimpered, tangling her fingers in my hair.

It would take me a long time to make her cum but we were in no hurry. We talked about what she’d done and I told her all my favorite moments, scenes burned into my mind forever. She was fearful she’d gone too far but my loving tongue showed her that was not the case. 





  
 

Chapter 13
Saturday and Sunday were spent by the pool. Nancy sunbathed and I played with the pups until they were exhausted. Sunday night the Uber pulled up around eight and Mike and Paula climbed out. You should have seen the boys. They went bananas. We sat with our friends for two hours while they told stories of their trip. We listened, like the good friends we are. 

“How were my babies?” Paula asked.

“Great,” I offered. “Nothing out of the ordinary. Mostly routine, really.”

Mike laughed. “Except for eating Nancy on our kitchen counter.”

“Twice!” Paula added, laughing.

We acted appropriately embarrassed and Nancy blamed it all on me. 

That was all they said about it. We’d covered our trial, erasing which files we’d opened, which emails we’d read, and which websites we’d visited. Their secret would be forever safe with us. Mike and I wandered in to watch the game on television and Nancy and Paula headed for the kitchen. 

At the last moment, I saw Paula meet Nancy’s eyes and smile knowingly. My wife was right. She’s terrible at hiding things.

“So what really happened?” I heard Paula whisper before they were gone.

It was almost midnight when Nancy and I finally headed home. I put my arm around her shoulder and kissed her head. We turned to wave one last time to our dear friends.

“So that’s it then?” I asked as we crossed the asphalt. “Everything returns to normal come Monday morning?”

Nancy scoffed. “Hell no.”

I stopped under the moonlight, taking her hands in mine. “What are you thinking?”

She turned to look at Mike and Paula’s place. One by one lights dimmed. Then the upstairs bedroom light came on.

“Remember that email invitation?” she asked. “The one where they’d never met Mike or Paula but had heard of them through the grapevine?”

“Yes.”

“I forwarded that to your email and then erased any record of it. We’re going to that party as them. No one knows what they look like and once we’re inside, we switch back to our real names.”

“Diabolical.”

“I’m a clever girl.”

“Intelligence is so sexy.”

She met my gaze and held it. “Isn’t it though?” 

She fished around inside her pocket, producing a small baggy containing four pink pills. I held them up to the moonlight.

“Ecstasy,” she said. “MDMA, Molly. Whatever you want to call it. Paula slipped me those pills in the kitchen while you and Mike were watching the game. She said she wanted to thank us for watching her babies.”

I tried to imagine Nancy and I rolling on ecstasy at a party in Miami. My dick began to stiffen. A grin crawled across my face.

“I know what you did, Baby,” she said. “It took me some time to piece it together but I think I can be forgiven for that. That man that blew Ryan looked familiar and then I remembered seeing him talking to you earlier in the evening.”

“Yes.”

“He led those beautiful boys back to me.”

“Right again.”

“Your idea?”

“Nope. All his. He said you were afraid to step into the unknown.”

She searched my eyes. “He was right.”

“Then I owe him,” I said.

“We both do,” she said, taking my hand. “Let’s go book a hotel in Miami.”

 

End
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