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Chapter 1

Willow walked through the front door and dropped her purse and keys next to the kitchen sink. She braced herself with both hands on the marble counter, staring down at the garbage disposal. I hit pause on the television.

“You okay, Baby?” I called out from the living room.

She shook her head and shuddered.

“Sometimes I really, really hate my job.”

“Tough day?”

She left the sink to open the refrigerator and grab a beer.

“Want one?” she asked.

I raised my chocolate milk so she could see it. She popped the tab on her beer and guzzled a third all at once. Oh boy.

“I don’t know if I’d call it tough,” she said, heading my way.

I patted the open spot on the couch next to me.

“Tell me all about it.”

She chugged half the remaining beer and dropped heavily onto the sofa.

“The army base called our office,” she began, wiping her mouth with two dainty fingers. “Some soldier had accosted the base commander’s daughter just after dark last night. He tried to force a blowjob out of her, but she bit him, hard. She thinks she broke the skin. He screamed and ran in one direction, and she ran in the other, telling daddy what happened. He ordered the base locked down and then, since he could trust no one, including the base doctor, he sent every man on the base to our office for a visual exam this morning. Doctor Vance assigned the examinations to me.”

“What does that mean, exactly?”

She finished her beer and sat the empty can on the end table. She went to the refrigerator, grabbed a second beer and opened it on her way back. She sat.

“That means I just personally inspected five hundred twelve penises.” She shook her head ruefully. “I had no idea they came in such a wide variety of shapes and sizes.”

I held back a laugh. She seemed drained and discouraged.

“I started out doing one man at a time,” she continued. “I kept things private and personal. I soon realized I’d never get through them all. I ordered the men to line up along the wall and started doing them in groups. I’d have them pull their ACUs, that’s army combat uniform pants, down to their knees and wait for me. I went down the line.”

“Smart. Efficient.”

She scoffed.

“These are young virile males, Honey. I’d start at one end and by the time I finished with the first half dozen, the rest of the guys were sporting hardons. Men can be so mean when they tease each other.”

I shrugged.

“You are a hot babe, Willow. I can’t say I blame them.”

“In my scrubs? With my hair pulled back and no makeup?”

That makes you more attractive.”

“Men make no sense.”

“If a woman is dressed up, she’s dressed up for somebody. When a woman is dressed casually, no hair or makeup, she’s more approachable. These guys have been without female interaction for months. I bet you made their day. All except one, of course.”

“Right.”

I had a million questions but wondered if I should ask them. Willow seemed exhausted. I would love a day spent examining five hundred young pussies, but men and women would feel very different about such a task. Still, how different? Some of those men had to goodlooking. Some had to be on the small side, but some had to be pretty big. I speculated at least a few men got to her. How could she be totally immune? 

“So did you catch the guy?”

“No. I have five hundred new penises tomorrow. The daughter says she sank her teeth. The cops will be able to get dental imprints and put the guy away when we find him.”

“You will have penis nightmares.”

This time she shrugged. She took a sip.

“I’m glad you’ll eventually catch him.”

“Me too. Dishonorable discharge and probably time in the brig.”

I grinned.

“Stockade,” I said. “Brig is Navy.”

“Oh.”

“So why were you so tired coming in the front door? You seem exhausted.”

She took a sip.

“Five hundred is a lot of dicks,” she said. “I guess it wouldn’t have been too bad, but almost every guy hit on me, one by one. It was like they placed a bet with each other to see who could score. Now I must face five hundred more tomorrow? Ugh. I wish Sara still worked at our office. She would have loved this job. She would have accepted dates with the cute ones.”

“Would you?”

She looked at me funny and raised her wedding ring in my face.

“I’m taken, soldier.”

“True. But I’m asking if you would have, not if you did.”

“You mean, if I wasn’t married, would I have accepted dates like Sara?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes got big.

“Fuck yes. Some of those soldiers were hot. Hot, hot, hot. I had the advantage of also knowing how they look naked. There’s something to be said for holding a long, fat dick in your hand while the sexy man it’s attached to aims his big blue eyes into yours and asks you out on a date.”

My jaw dropped a little. Willow laughed at me.

“You asked,” she teased. “I answered.”

“What was his name?”

“Vincent.”

I studied my wife.

“Not such a terrible day after all,” I said.

“Nope.”

She finished her beer. I finished my chocolate milk.


Chapter 2

Penis nightmares indeed. Maybe not nightmares. More like dreams. Sexy dreams. Willow showered before bed and we talked more about our day and then kissed, turned off the light, and rolled over. We fell asleep quickly, but I was awakened about an hour later.

Willow was talking in her sleep.

“Stop it,” she chuckled.

I turned to look at her. She was smiling.

“Stop,” she muttered. “Does that feel good?”

My eyebrows shot up. I listened closely but mostly she mumbled, too garbled for me to understand. Her hand pumped a few times. Did she stroke some guy at her office? Probably. But what would I have done with five hundred young women sent to me for physical inspection? Especially when each of them made a game out of flirting with me. I was unsure how I felt about what she’d done, if she’d done it. I mean, part of it was so understandable. Five hundred. You’d get a little loopy after that many dicks. She certainly did not expect to have that kind of day when she got dressed in the morning. She faced the same thing tomorrow.

“It’s so big,” she slurred.

She licked her lips. She rubbed her cheek. She turned slightly away from me and her breast slid out of her tank top. She was headed back to work tomorrow to fondle more dicks. I know as a physician’s assistant she often handles men and women in intimate ways, but this was different. This wasn’t sick or injured people needing help. This was truckloads of strapping young men sticking hard cocks in her face. Willow is exceptionally pretty with a womanly body. The guys probably loved the inspection. It was clear to me she at least enjoyed some aspects of it.

I concluded jealously was not the right path to take. Let her do her job. Let her flirt and have fun. Who knows? Perhaps she’ll come home horny.

“I’m married,” she mumbled.

I pictured her holding a big cock in her hand and gazing into piercing blue eyes. I found the idea exciting. Willow is quiet and polite but so pretty and feminine she makes my eyeballs ache. I doubt she met many penises before she met mine. What was required of her today had to have been a shock, but her little shrugs here and there when we were discussing it earlier told me she hadn’t minded too much.

I realized I always avoid thinking about her job. Doctor Vance is older and asks Willow to carry much of his workload. If he can pass a task off to her without risking his license, he does. My wife sees naked men and women all day long. I never stopped to consider some of the men would be attractive. Some of the men would turn her on. At my office downtown I see attractive women all day. Imagine if my job made them undress for me? I felt like I had gained insight and some deeper understanding. I was a little embarrassed to face the fact I’d never pondered such things before.

“Behave,” she mumbled.

I raised my head to get a better look at her. She slept on her side, one arm under. Like most men, I get hard several times a night and so I playfully leaned my hips and slipped my semi-stiff penis into her hand. Her fingers naturally curled around the shaft. I suppressed a snicker. If she woke up right now, she’d be annoyed with me. She squeezed my dick like she was giving a good, firm handshake.

She soon dropped me and rolled away, pulling the covers higher. I watched her sleep for a minute, growing drowsy. I told myself to ask more often about her workdays and really listen when she shared.


Chapter 3

I got home before she did and had an ice-cold beer waiting. She came in, dropped her purse and keys, opened her mouth to speak and saw the beer waiting and the little love note I’d added, and melted. She turned to me.

“You are the sweetest husband ever, Cole,” she gushed.

I nodded.

“It’s been said.”

She laughed and scooped her beer, joining me in the living room.

“How was work?” I asked. “See anything interesting?”

She took a sip.

“I’m trying to think of something clever,” she said. “Like, I have a throbbing headache, or good soldiers love to stand at attention. Something like that.”

“Those are excellent double entendre retorts.”

“Thank you. We caught the guy.”

“Fantastic. Tell me about it.”

She lifted her eyes to mine.

“All right. He was the last guy I inspected, of course, trying to buy himself time to formulate an escape plan or hoping some other dude had a bite mark on his dick. When it became obvious his turn was next, he bolted for the door. Some big sergeant threw a shoulder into him, and he crashed into some chairs. The guys knocked him around a little and sat on him until the MPs arrived.”

“That bastard made you look at five hundred more dicks.”

“He sure did. Thank God the base commander insists on personal hygiene.”

“Any piercing blue eyes today?”

“Are you jealous, my Love?”

“Not at all. I’m hoping your unpleasant task was made a little better by handsome men with nice dicks. I hate to think you suffered.”

She laughed.

“That’s true love. No, I didn’t suffer, and yes, there were plenty of handsome men. Not so many nice dicks this time but still, plenty enough for me.”

“How do you feel about them?”

“Dicks? Or handsome men?”

“I know how you feel about handsome men. I don’t know your opinion of dicks. Some women think they are disgusting. They find them ugly and nasty. I had one girlfriend that loved them. She thought they were the coolest thing ever. I worked with a woman who once said soft dicks are ugly but hard dicks were beautiful. She claimed the sight of a hard dick filled her with need. All these different opinions and yet I do not know my own wife’s.”

“Those are some interesting perspectives.”

“I thought so too. So, what’s your take? Enlighten your husband about your stance on the penis.”

She took a gulp of beer and held it in her mouth before swallowing.

“I like them.”

I waited for more.

“Go on,” I said after a moment.

“You want to hear me talk about penises?”

“Sure. Yes. I’m curious about my wife. I know your favorite color, your favorite movie, and your favorite ice cream. I know a lot about you but not everything about you. I’ve asked few questions about your job and even fewer about your sexual likes and dislikes, like those things are supposed to be discovered, not discussed. Well, I’m discussing them. Pretend you’re talking about your favorite breed of dog if it helps.”

She laughed.

“All right,” she said. “It feels weird, but I get what you’re saying.” She pondered for a moment, looking down at her beer. “I love them,” she admitted. Her eyes came up. “I mean, I fucking love them. Muscles are nice and abs are sweet and a nice round butt will warm me up a little, but for sheer masculine symbolism, nothing beats a penis.”

“I beat a penis,” I said.

We both chuckled a little.

“I’d like to see that,” she said.

“Later. Masculine symbolism is cool but abstract.  What else do you like about them? Big? Small? What about balls? Are balls part of the penis or do you rate them separately?”

“You’re killing me here. This is the weirdest conversation we’ve ever had.”

“We’ve had some strange conversations.”

“That’s true. Balls are part of the whole package. I view them as a unit. As far as big or small, bigger is definitely better, unless being bigger makes it look weird.”

“Explain.”

“Like the bigger comes from an odd shape.”

“I see. You like symmetry. Proportion.”

“Yes. And girth. God, nothing is sexier than a nice thick cock.”

“Have you had many of those?”

“None. But I’ve seen them in porn and what not. My friend Abigail has experience, and she says they feel amazing.”

“I bet you saw some in the last two days.”

She rolled her eyes.

“So many.”

“I know Blue Eyes was big. Any big boys today?”

“Yes. A lot of hot guys and several big men. Can we talk about something else now?”

“In a minute. Not counting the thousand men you just examined, do you have regular clients you see that are hot and big?”

“Patients, not clients.”

“Patients, then. Any hot and hung guys?”

She suddenly looked anxious.

“Can we talk about something else?”

“I’m curious, Baby. I never ask you about your job. I know you do a ton of things for Doctor Vance, but I’ve always just left it at that. I’m curious about specifics. While we’re on the topic, do any of his patients ever hit on you?”

She turned her face away. What had I stumbled into?

“Have you been talking to Sara?”

“What? No. Of course not. When would I ever see her? Why would you even ask that? What does Sara need to tell me?”

“Don’t get mad.”

“I won’t. What is going on?”

“I have a few patients that take things too far. Like, one of the services Doctor Vance provides is testosterone injections. Men come in, drop their pants a little, and get a poke in the butt cheek.”

“What’s the problem?”

“There are two men, no, three, that do a little more than drop their pants. They push their pants and underwear down to their knees, exposing themselves to me. Sara got mad so I took that job from her.”

“Why do the men do that?”

She shrugged a little.

“All three have big cocks. I think they like flashing them around.”

“They hit on you.”

“Like crazy. Sara got fed up. They sometimes play with themselves or ask me to touch them. They get bold. Their self-confidence is through the roof.”

“Has anything ever happened?”

“What do you mean?”

“Have they ever touched you? Have you touched them? Beyond what’s needed to complete the injection. Have they made a move?”

“All the time. The rooms we use are cramped. Sometimes we need to maneuver past each other, and they’ve rubbed their dicks across my ass or thighs. A few times I’ve crouched to get something from a drawer, and they’ve innocently brought their cocks within a few inches of my face.”

“Bold. What did you do?”

She lifted one shoulder and dropped it.

“Laughed. Told them to behave. I’ve slapped their dicks a few times.”

I laughed.

“What else?” I asked.

“Terrance, one of the men, wanted liposuction on his belly. He was naked on the table for the inspection and spouted a big erection. We do some cosmetic work too. Owen likes to be waxed once a month. He likes me to do it. Wayne is undergoing electrolysis and gets off on it. He says he enjoys the sting. He grows a partial erection every time.”

“That sounds like you end up handling a lot of penises.”

“We do. I do.”

“Are you nervous telling me all this?”

“Yes. You’ve never asked about my job. Now that you are, I’m worried that the things I say I do will upset you.”

“Not at all. I find it intriguing. I wish I could watch you work.”

“Why?”

“I’m curious about the interaction. I’m curious about the procedures. I’m really curious about the men. It sounds like they get off on exposing themselves.”

“I think you’d get jealous.”

“Doubtful.”

“I’m sure of it.”

“Well, take me to work with you on Take-Your-Husband-To-Work day.”

She stared at me.

“What?” I asked.

“You just gave me an idea.”

“Spill it.”

“In two days, Doctor Vance is taking three weeks of vacation.”

“Yes. So?”

“What that means is he’s shifted almost everything over to me. He scheduled the things I’m not allowed to do for when he returns, but I will be swamped the next few weeks. I could put you in one of his lab coats and loop a stethoscope around your neck and tell everyone you’re just a visiting physician, like you’re there to see how we do things. You could be right in the room with me. No one would know. No one would care.”

“I love this idea,” I said. “I can easily get time off from work.”

“You don’t need to take a whole day. You can just show up at their appointment time. I’ll check the schedule and let you know. I know Owen is due for treatment sometime in the next few days. Doctor Vance leaves tomorrow so your visit would be after that.”

“This will be fun.”

“Listen, Honey. This part is serious. These clients come to our office for specialized services. They spend a ton of money on the doctor’s personalized, hands-on approach. Vance’s clients are wealthy. You can’t do anything that will upset them or make them angry. Promise?”

“I thought we called them patients.”

“Shut up, Cole. I’m serious right now. I know you. You’re going to want to be funny and goof around and this time you simply cannot. Not with these people. You can come to work with me, but you must behave.”


Chapter 4

She introduced me as Doctor Winston and explained I was there to see how things were done. She got Owen’s consent to have me in the room with her. Owen was a cocky, arrogant asshole, but I guess he had reason to be.

The man was maybe forty-five or so, closely trimmed beard, body in shape, and a cock that would have made him the leading man in porn videos. He didn’t care at all that I was in the room. He liked it. He liked showing off to another man the gift God had bestowed on him. He felt superior to me. He felt superior to every man on Earth.

He climbed onto the table and got comfortable, and Willow approached with a futuristic-looking wax dispenser, pressing a button to stir the goop while avoiding my eyes. Owen untied his paper robe on his own before she was ready and opened it wide.

“Is your last name Siffredi?” I asked, sounding official.

“No,” he answered. “Why?”

“Let’s get started,” Willow said, trying to redirect.

The man’s cock reminded me of the porn star by that name. Long and thick, it slumbered now on his lower abs, curving up just past his belly button. Owen knew exactly what kind of beast he had between his legs. I glanced at Willow often to see if she looked and caught her staring at it several times.

I’d done some reading before our charade and came prepared. She’d warned me about behaving but let’s be serious. What husband wouldn’t take this perfect stressful opportunity to clown around a bit?

“Do you talc at this office?” I asked.

Willow looked at me like she wondered if I was going to be a problem.

“No,” she said.

“Let’s try it. It is great for reducing the wax-to-skin bonding. All but eliminates pain.”

“Is that a fact,” she said, clearly already aware.

“I saw some talc in the cupboard,” I said.

I opened the cupboard, grabbed the bottle, and quickly returned. I handed her the powder.

“Thank you so much.”

“No problem. Happy to help.”

“Hm.”

Owen watched her closely. She shook the bottle to loosen the powder inside and then tried to sprinkle some. I stopped her.

“First you must bathe him,” I said.

“That sounds great,” Owen said, settling in and opening his legs wider.

She turned her face away from him to glare at me. I was having fun with my little torments, and she was not happy about it. She knew I’d find some way to annoy her.

“Right,” she said. “Forgot that step.”

“Why haven’t you done that all the other times?” Owen asked. “If it makes everything less painful, I’m all for it.”

“Cost,” I quickly answered, cutting Willow off. “It takes time. Plus, there’s the annoying clean-up.”

“I’ll pay. Money doesn’t matter.”

I smiled at Willow.

“Doctor Vance will be pleased you made a little more profit,” I joked.

She ignored me and moved to the sink. I knew she hadn’t mentioned the step to Owen before because she had no interest in so intimately touching his junk. I would catch hell as soon as we got home tonight, but for now I found the situation hilarious. She returned with a wet and soapy cloth, pinching the head of his penis to lift it and then circling the base and testicles, wiping him clean. He grinned at her touch.

“You like that?” he asked.

His face was perfectly punchable, but I showed restraint. This joke was between me and Willow. He was simply a prop. Yeah, his dick was real, but I wasn’t threatened by it. I wasn’t threatened by him at all. I know the kind of man Willow finds attractive and Owen was pretty much the opposite of it. I would use this awkward situation for its comedic value. Willow was trapped, forced to act the professional while her immature husband, me, ran wild.

“Just doing my job,” she told him.

I chuckled on the inside. She was going to kick my ass when we got home. I may not be invited back.

She wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft and pulled the loose skin upward, drawing pubic hair higher. She rubbed the soapy cloth all around, more than she needed to, in my opinion, and then leaned his cock to one side to wash his testicles. She was having an effect on the man. He was expanding in her hand. She leaned him the other way and continued and then released his cock as he’d grown stiff enough to support himself. She continued to wash every goddamn hair he had, then reached for a towel to dry him. I saw now why she’d never offered this service to him, but I felt like she was stealing my joke from me.

“Missed a spot,” I said, hiding my sarcasm.

She glared at me again, then smiled.

“Did I?” she innocently asked.

She leaned over his cock to look where I pointed. Her face was an inch from his meat. She must have felt the heat coming off of him. She did it to antagonize me, but Owen took the opportunity to send a surge of blood into his dick, causing it to rise and smack her softly across the cheek and lips. Two guys against one girl is never a fair fight. I appreciated him having my back like that, but I felt an unexpected rush of adrenaline at his penis touching her lips. She gasped and backed away.

“Sorry,” Owen said, lying. “Sometimes dicks just do that.”

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and forced herself to be professional.

“No problem,” she smiled. “It happens.”

She finished toweling him dry. He was rock hard and throbbing.

Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea?

She picked up the talc bottle again and shook it.

“This one is almost empty,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

She pushed away from his examination table and left the small room.


Chapter 5

“She’ll suck it,” Owen said to me, once he was sure she was gone. “They all do, sooner or later. Watch. She’ll cave and slip it into her mouth. If you’re lucky, she’ll get so turned on she’ll do you too. These girls. They always give in.”

I was shocked.

“I believe she is happily married,” I said.

He made a face.

“That doesn’t matter. Is her husband here in this room with us? No. There is no reason for her to follow the rules. Believe me. They all say it doesn’t matter but then my size gets to them every time. Just wait and watch. The talc idea was brilliant, thank you.” So now we’re best friends? “When she comes back in,” he added. “Tell her to rub the talc in with both hands.” He snickered. “I can’t wait to see her face.”

I gave him a polite smile.

The door opened and Willow entered. She flashed a look at me, and I expected to see anger, but I didn’t. Had she resolved herself to my game? She looked calm and confident, and I got the sense she’d planned her revenge while she was out of the room. She carried three bottles of talc and set two inside the cupboard. She opened the third, facing Owen.

“Ready?” she asked.

He spread his legs wider.

“He’s all yours.”

My wife pulled her stool closer and leaned over the man. She tapped out some white powder and rubbed it in with the fingertips of one hand.

“Both hands go faster,” I said.

She froze. I stepped forward and slipped the bottle out of her stunned fingers. I was back on the winning track again. I tapped the bottle around his cock, and she watched the little white trails pour out. Her body stiffened.

“Good point,” she muttered.

One hand curled around his shaft. The other scooped his big balls. She moved her hands around, massaging the powder into his sensitive skin. He was iron-hard by now, with raised veins and a flared head. Willow intentionally allowed her face to get close to him while she worked, her one way of hitting back at me. Her powers of concentration have always been impressive, and she soon became absorbed in the task, forgetting, I think, what it was she worked on.

Owen flexed his cock again, timing it and the angle perfectly so the tip actually entered her partially open mouth and snagged there for half a second. She was so focused on her work it took that long before she realized it was his cock pressing against her lip. She pushed him out with her tongue. The moment was surreal. Realizing what had happened, Willow froze.

“I’ll be back in a little while,” I said, acting naïve to what had happened. “I must send an email I forgot to write.”

My wife flashed her eyes at me, but I couldn’t read what was behind them.

“Use my office,” she managed to say. “End of the hall. My name’s on the door plaque.”

My legs shook as I left her alone with him. His cock had just grazed her mouth! I told myself I did it to increase her tension, but I was three steps down the hallway when I admitted that lie was bullshit. The truth is, I wanted to see what would happen next. Owen was so confident about women sucking his dick. I agreed with the man because the women I’ve known since I first started dating all seemed to enjoy sucking cock. In fact, some seemed to love it. I’ve never sucked one myself, so I can’t swear to the pleasure being had, but my experience being on the receiving end makes me think women have a second clitoris at the back of their throat. Willow has mentioned here and there about how she loves to make me moan and how sucking my dick makes her feel powerful and in control, but I only see her as being submissive. I guess both can be true at the same time.

Would Owen succeed?

Willow talked like she couldn’t stand the man, but how did she feel about his dick? I stopped. I turned. The carpeted hallway beckoned. Neither of them would hear anything from me and the door was still ajar.

Do I risk it?

There really was no question. I had my eye to the door gap seconds later. I thought about the layout of the room and knew they would both have their backs to me. I carefully peered through the gap by the hinges. Willow’s head was over his lap but that was to be expected, given the work she did at the moment. I tilted my head for a better view, trying to determine what was happening. Then I saw her hands move. She was wiping around the shaft. I exhaled, relieved, wondering what I would have done and felt if I’d seen something else.

Then she dipped her shoulder and I saw that while, yes, she continued to spread powder, she also held the large head of his dick behind her sealed lips. She didn’t bob and she didn’t suck. She just held his throbbing cock head in her mouth. His eyes were closed and his head all the way back, fingers laced behind his neck. My fists clenched. My mouth fell open.

Her cheeks suddenly dimpled as if she were trying to suck the life out of him. He gasped, lifting his hips off the exam chair, before settling back.

“Goddamn,” he muttered. “That felt good. Do it again.”

She kept the head behind sealed lips as she finished rubbing the talc into his skin and set the bottle aside. She grabbed his cock at the root with both hands and squeezed, pulling her fists up his shaft. Her cheeks moved as her tongue swirled. I knew he must have oozed semen into her mouth, but I was too stunned and fascinated to do anything other than watch. I’d seen Willow suck my dick a million times. This was nothing like that. This was raw sex, not lovemaking, and Willow, my pretty and feminine wife, looked incredible. That big cock dominated her face, forced her jaw lower than when she sucked mine. It filled her mouth, making her look extra slutty. I had put her in this situation with an extremely important client so there was nothing for me to do but reap what I’d sown.

He tried to put a hand on her head, but she slapped his wrist.

He tried to fondle her breast through her scrubs, but she smacked his wrist again. She was making it clear: lay there and let me suck it. I realized she had no intention of making him cum. She wasn’t trying to move him towards orgasm. She simply held his fat head and sucked on it.

She dropped his cock with a pop.

I hurried down the hallway, entered her office and sent myself an email at home. I walked up the hallway again, whistling happily so they knew I was coming. I entered the exam room to find Willow carefully applying wax all around Owen’s stiff dick. Someone had wiped away her saliva. Owen smiled when I entered.

“Hey,” he said, and I held my breath, wondering what bomb he was about to drop. “Remember that movie we talked about before you left the room?”

I had no idea what he meant but I said yes anyway.

“I have seen it after all. I loved it.”

Now I understood. He was telling me he had been right about Willow.

My wife applied the cloth strips next and never lifted her eyes to me. She worked smoothly and efficiently. When everything was in place she informed Owen that she would step out and return shortly.

“The wax needs to set,” she explained. “Winston. Come with me. I need to show you the x-ray facilities.”

We left and walked down the hall to her office. She closed the door behind us. She turned on me, grabbing my lab coat and forcing me against the wall. She kissed me hot and hard, slipping her tongue into my mouth. I grabbed her breast through her scrubs. We were all over each other for a full minute before breaking. I was out of breath.

“What the fuck?” I asked. “What was that all about?”

“I sucked on it!” she exclaimed, coming forward for another burst of hot kissing. “I was spreading the talc, about to use the wax, and he made his cock rise, aiming the thing at my open mouth. I moved a little and he just held it right there, waiting, aiming at my open mouth. The tip slipped in and I froze, Baby. I dared not go forward but I couldn’t bring myself to retreat either. That fucker just waited like he knew I would give in. I told myself I’d take him in my mouth because he’s such an important client, but I wouldn’t actually give him a blowjob. I just held him in there while I kept working.”

“His cock was in your mouth?”

“Yes! That’s what I’m saying. You know what? Never mind.”

She sank to her knees and opened my pants, stuffing my partially erect dick into her hot little mouth. She reached around and filled her hands with my ass, pulling me forward and pushing my dick down her throat. She gagged and started to bob on me. What could I do? Accepting this blowjob was like an endorsement of what she’d done, but I knew I was as much to blame as her. I made her touch him, made her get him hard, and then left the two of them alone after he told me his plan. The worst part is, I don’t know why I did it. It started as a joke but somewhere along the way it turned into something else.

Jesus Christ, can she suck cock well.

I felt an orgasm start to build. I looked down on her, watching my wife attack my dick. What do I do now? She stopped sucking and stuffed my dick into my pants.

“Zip up,” she said. “We need to get back to him. Once Owen leaves, I’m going to fuck you in his chair.”


Chapter 6

Willow took huge satisfaction from ripping those strips of cloth away. Owen howled. Despite the talc they hurt so much he laughed uncontrollably. Willow got down there to remove any last vestige of wax still sticking to him, using alcohol and a Q-tip, which was a whole new wave of stinging for him.

That fucker stayed hard through it all.

We walked him to the front door, last customer of the day.

The click of the lock echoed through the deserted clinic like a gunshot. I jumped, my sneakers squeaking on the polished linoleum floor. She turned from the door, a mischievous glint in her dark eyes that I knew all too well. I ran a hand through my hair.

“I know we need to talk about what happened,” she said. “I know that. I know what happened was wrong, but I partially blame you. I’ve handled that man just fine a dozen times. I should have backed away, and I didn’t, but you put us in that position. We need to have a long conversation about it, but right now I just really need your dick in me.”

I gestured around the silent, sterile expanse of her office. The scent of antiseptic and latex hung in the air.

“I’m not hurt,” I said. “I’m not angry. I know I’m partly to blame.”

Willow didn't answer. Instead, she started toward me, her hips swaying with that deliberate, predatory grace she usually reserved for the bedroom. She pulled the top of her scrubs over her head, revealing a white sports bra. She was my wife, the woman I'd seen first thing in the morning with bedhead and morning breath, but at this moment, under the cold, fluorescent lights of her professional domain, she was a stranger. A thrilling, dangerous stranger.

"Come here," she commanded, her voice soft but leaving no room for argument.

I turned and ran, ran back to Owen’s exam chair. I stripped as fast as I could, but she caught me in pants and underwear. She roared like a little lion and pounced. I caught her and hefted her into his chair. I was carrying a secret, and it was starting to interfere with my enjoyment of the moment.

“I saw you,” I admitted. “Through the crack in the door by the hinges. I came back and saw his cock in your mouth.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear.

"I know," she whispered, her breath hot melting me. "The paper towel dispenser is chrome. The utility cabinet is stainless steel. I saw your reflection from several angles. I knew you were there.” She nipped my earlobe, and a jolt shot straight to my groin. "You made all that happen and then you left me alone with him and then you watched me.” She flicked my ear with her tongue. “That’s why I started sucking.” She grabbed my wrist, her grip surprisingly strong, and pulled me forward, placing my hand on her breast.

Okay. So. We were both guilty.

I squeezed and then hooked my thumb under the elastic, pulling her bra off over her head. She leaned over my reclining body and fed me her nipple.

“I’ve always wanted to fuck in one of these chairs,” she laughed.

She grabbed my dick and stroked. I got hard fast. She straddled me with her knees next to my ass and lined my cock up. She sank onto me. She lifted and sank again. I grabbed her face and pulled her down for more kissing and then sucked her tits.

“How did I look?” she croaked. “Slutty?”

“Slutty as fuck,” I gasped. “Sexy. Wild.”

Her hands gripped my shoulders, her nails digging in just enough to sting.

"Look at me," she demanded.

I lifted my gaze from her tits to her face. Her eyes were burning with an intensity that stole the air from my lungs. This wasn't just about sex. This was about reclaiming her man. This was about making sure I understood I was hers and she was mine.

"I’ve always wanted to do that,” she said. "How could I not? You saw that thing. Is that why you put us together?”

I could only nod, my throat suddenly too tight to form words. She smiled, a slow, wicked curve of her lips.

“I didn’t know at the time, but I do now,” I said.

"Good."

She reached between us, her fingers around my shaft. She lifted high enough to rub the head of my cock against her clit. I instantly wanted back in.

"Put me in you,” I rasped.

With a triumphant little laugh, she sank down onto me, taking me to the hilt in one fluid motion. The sensation was overwhelming. The tight, wet heat of her, the way she gripped me, the feeling of being completely and utterly possessed by her. I threw my head back, my eyes rolling shut. Images swam before me. I was growing more excited by the second. A flash of empathy showed the scene from her perspective.

“You wanted to fuck him,” I growled. “I know it.”

“Yes,” she hissed. “I did.”

She leaned way back, aiming her tits at the ceiling and driving my cock deep. She rocked her hips wildly, driving herself towards the orgasm she craved. Owen had turned her on and I was there to satisfy her.

But what if he handled that?

I watched her, mesmerized, as she began to move. She set a punishing rhythm, rising and falling on my cock, her hips grinding against mine with each downward stroke. The chair groaned and squeaked beneath us, its sounds a lewd counterpoint to our ragged breaths and the soft slap of skin on skin. Her hands were still on my shoulders, holding me down. She clamped her pussy around me and I groaned.

I felt her clenched around my inches. I felt her thighs around my hips, her inner muscles fluttering. I saw the primal look in her eyes. The antiseptic smell was gone from the room, replaced by the scent of our sex, of her arousal, of my sweat. This wasn't a clinic anymore; it was our altar, and this was our wild, unrestrained worship.

“You wanted to fuck him,” I said again.

“Yes, Baby. I did.”

“You do want to fuck him.”

She groaned.

“I do.”

“Is it his cock in you right now?”

“Yes,” she croaked.

I reached up to palm her breasts, my thumbs flicking over her hardened nipples. She cried out, her movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. Her control was starting to slip. I felt my orgasm building too, a tight knot of heat under my balls.

“Imagining his cock is fine,” I said. “But next time you should feel it.”

She groaned loud and long. I pinched her nipples.

“Should I tell you to fuck him?” I asked.

She didn’t answer. She was grinding her hips hard on mine and fantasizing about the man she detested but the cock she craved. She wouldn’t be the one to say it. That had to come from me. She was loyal, in her heart.

“Let’s do it again,” I said. “Same way. I leave the room. You fuck that big dick, and I sneak back to watch.”

She groaned and fell forward, her body writhing uncontrollably. She moaned and cried out as her climax smashed into her. She held onto my neck as she convulsed, orgasming hard on my cock.

"That's it, Baby," I panted. "Cum for me. Picture his cock in you and cum for me. Cum hard, you fucking slut."

She wailed, threw her head back and spiked to a new high. I tweaked her nipples and lifted my cock like a post for her to ride. It proved too much for me. With a strangled cry, I exploded inside her, my release so intense it was almost painful. My vision went white, and for a moment, I forgot where we were and what we were doing. All I knew was screaming blissful pleasure frying my mind. It was just pure sensation. She followed me over the edge, climaxing a second time on top of the first, her body convulsing wildly, a long, drawn-out moan tearing from her throat. Finally, she collapsed on top of me, her face buried in the crook of my neck, her body trembling.

“What the fuck?” she groaned, unable to move.

I was right there with her. Waves of tingling pleasure raced up and down my body. I realized my toes were clenched and relaxed them.

“What did we just do?” she mumbled. “What happened?”

I avoided the obvious, wondering how I should respond, and then decided to embrace the obvious.

“I fucked you like I was Owen and you fantasized like you were riding his big cock, and both of us orgasmed really hard.”

She lifted her head high enough to kiss my ear and then collapsed again.

“I know,” she said. “But why was it so good?”

That was a deeper question. I suspected everything that happened before we fucked had registered in our minds as foreplay. I had fun placing Willow in the awkward situation with the man, but in reality, my sexual tension grew to see her so close to his big dick, to watch her touch him, to see her make him hard. Her sexual tension had grown even faster.

My mind raced ahead. Terrance and Wayne awaited.

“Who is more attractive?” I asked. “Terrance, or Wayne?”

I felt her body stiffen.

“Why?”

“You told me there are three men that routinely expose themselves to you. You said they do it because they are well-endowed and know it.”

“Yeah?”

“If Owen got you this excited, imagine doing something similar with a guy you like.”

“Careful, Cole.”

“So, I’m wondering. Who is more attractive: Terrance or Wayne?”

She stared at me for a long time.

“What are we doing, Baby?” she asked, her voice low.

I wrapped my arms around her. We stayed like that a while, in the chair, her on top. Our breathing slowed, our wits returned.

“Wayne,” she whispered at last.


Chapter 7

“Wayne, this is Doctor Winston,” she said, gesturing towards me like she was a model from The Price Is Right showcasing a can of baked beans to the audience.

“What’s up, Doc?” he said.

The man was fortyish, sporty, with slicked back blond hair and a nice build. Despite his goofy joke, he had displayed a sharp wit and easy laugh. I noted his blue eyes and smiled. Willow has a thing for blue eyes.

“If you’ll please disrobe and take a seat on the table,” Willow said as nonchalantly as she could. “I’ll get started on your next phase of electrolysis.”

He hesitated for a second, glancing at me, but then decided he didn’t actually care if another man was present. He stripped off his T-shirt and sandals and pushed down his shorts. He turned around, naked, and I saw what Willow meant when she said he was hung. He rubbed his hands over his hairy chest and on his thighs, and then quickly lifted his cock and balls too. He stepped up onto the table and scooted back. Willow ignored his naked body, so professional, and pushed the button to lower the table behind him. Once he was horizontal, she reached for a tube of cream. I pushed the electrolysis machine closer, fitting the ultrathin needle into the hand device like she had shown me.

I was nervous.

Our plan was simple. Do what she always does and if he gets hard, like he always does, she will ask me to go retrieve something from her office, leaving them alone. We would play everything by ear, and we were both prepared for nothing to happen at all, but I knew in my gut something would. Willow said his name differently from the others. I heard it every time she talked about him. She would not be able to control herself, now that we were moving in this direction. I had no idea what was in store for us, I just knew, and Willow did too, that the adrenaline rush, combined with the tidal wave of oxytocin, dopamine, and norepinephrine we both felt, was all we needed to keep moving in this direction. We’d become junkies after one hit.

Wayne settled in, smirking a little as he caught Willow glancing at his plump cock. He lifted it and placed it carefully on his thigh.

“You always look at it,” he teased.

She ignored his comment. She snapped the clasp and pressed the trigger. I heard a faint hum and the air tightened from static.  She dropped her goggles into place and pulled the stool around, leaning into his crotch. He had to feel her hot breath on his meat. She pressed the needle against his skin and pushed, sliding the stainless steel into the follicle. She squeezed the trigger and sent voltage into him and he gasped a little. He raised his eyes away from her pretty face hovering over his cock to look me in the eyes.

“Stings,” he said.

“I’m sure it does,” I replied.

Willow killed that hair and moved on to the next. She zapped him again and he gasped again.

His cock began to rise.

“Sorry, Doc,” he said to me.

“It happens. No worries.”

Stick. Zap. Stick. Zap. Each time she pumped electricity into his flesh, he winced and grew a little bit harder. I had read up on the procedure a little and I knew that with the voltage set that high, Willow was hurting him a bit more than she needed to. She wrapped her fingers around his cock to lift him out of the way and he exhaled sharply. She leaned his cock to the side.

Stick. Zap. Stick. Zap.

The man was growing hard and he was big.

She chose a follicle at the base of his growing cock.

STICK. ZAP.

He groaned and surged, expanding at the base and the swelling all the way up until the head flared.

“Jesus,” he moaned.

Willow leaned closer, resting his long, stiff cock against her neck to study his pink skin.

“Doctor Winston?” she asked, seemingly bored. “Will you go to the supply room and grab some LEM cream? I want to dab a little around the base here. The skin looks irritated.”

There it was. That was the sign. My chest tightened and my heart stopped. I asked myself what the fuck we were doing but the rush was too great. I needed this to happen. I met Willow’s eyes and saw the smoldering lust behind them. She held a long, thick, pulsating cock in her bare hand, yes, bare hand, because she’d intentionally skipped latex gloves so she could touch his skin, and her ability to resist her desire was gone. 

“No problem,” I rasped. “Green label or gold?”

No such cream existed but we played our parts to perfection.

“Gold. Wayne is a favored patient.”

He gave a thumbs up. I exited the room but left the door slightly ajar, like before. It was the end of the day, and the clinic was empty of everyone except us. I strode towards the supply room and then stopped. I drew a deep breath. What would I see? I pictured his throbbing cock against her neck. So close. So very, very close. I swallowed hard and turned, creeping back to the room on silent feet. My dick turned harder with each step. What insane drug had we discovered? I did not question why a husband would love to see such a thing. I simply embraced that I did love it. I was uncomfortably stiff by the time I reached the door.

A jolt of pure electricity shot through me, just like Wayne had endured and with the same effect. My cock ached. I heard a feminine moan. I knew that sound well. I did not hesitate. I moved to the door with the silent grace of a predator, my shoes hushed by the clinic’s thick carpeting.  As I drew closer, the sounds began to filter through the gap. Not the sterile silence of a medical procedure, or the faint electric buzzing of the electrolysis machine, but the low, intimate murmur of voices, a soft giggle from Willow, a deeper, rumbling chuckle from Wayne. My heart pounded with a frantic, joyful rhythm.

“Are you sure?” I heard him mumble.

“Completely,” she answered. “That cream will be hard to find. There is none in the supply room. I made sure of that. He will need to go hunt around upstairs so he won’t be back for a while. We have time.”

My eye went to the familiar spot by the top hinge, the warped jamb providing the perfect peephole. I pressed my eye against the cool surface, my breath held tight in my chest.

The scene was better than I imagined.

The exam chair was already tilted back, and there was my beautiful wife, a goddess in the harsh clinical light. She wasn't naked, but her scrub top and sports bra were pushed up, exposing the perfect, creamy globes of her tits. Her pants and underwear hung from one ankle. She crouched atop his exam chair, reaching under, searching for his stiff dick.

I had expected another blowjob.

Willow was going to fuck him.

I smothered a moan.

She found his cock and lifted him upright, rubbing the head around her hole to wet it and line him up. My legs turned weak. My hand was already at my fly, my zipper coming down with a soft hiss. I freed my aching cock, wrapping my fist around the hot, rigid flesh. I gave it a slow, deliberate squeeze as I watched Willow slowly lean down and plant her mouth on his.

A kiss?

Wayne was no Owen.

My wife wanted this man. All of him. She’d probably wanted him for a while, since his first visit. She held the kiss and lowered her ass, rising and falling with short movements to gradually work his thick cock deeper into her pussy. Her pussy! I laughed at myself. All I had pictured before this moment was Willow sucking cock in a hundred different ways. My wife had plans of her own. I never said she could go this far, but I never said she couldn’t. Her ass continued the small up and down and her tight pussy gradually swallowed more of his thick meat. My stroking began to match the tantalizing slowness of her movements.

His cock was magnificent. I know that’s a weird thing to say about another man’s penis, especially when that penis is currently easing into your wife, but it’s the truth. It was thick and long, a heavy monster that rose from his lap like a spear. He wasn't even fully hard yet, bending a little when her tight opening proved too narrow for their haste.

Willow’s eyes widened with genuine awe.

"Oh my God," she breathed, and the sound of her raw appreciation sent a thrill straight through me.

She looked up at his face, then down at his impressive cock, and then, for a split second, her eyes flicked towards the chrome paper towel dispenser. She knew I was watching. I caught her slight smile, the gleam in her eye.

She leaned down and flicked her tongue out, playing with his in a show of intimacy. I groaned softly, my hand starting to move faster on my shaft. Then she opened her mouth and covered his in a deeply passionate French kiss. Their tongues writhed and Willow forced her pussy down his cock. I watched, mesmerized, as she struggled to accommodate his incredible girth. Her pussy lips, the pussy lips I loved, were stretched taut around him. She could only take a few inches at a time, but she worked what she could with lusty enthusiasm. Her hand reached under to stroke his heavy balls.

"That's it, Willow," he grunted, his hands rising to tangle in her long hair. "Take that big dick inside you. Let yourself have it."

I pumped my cock in earnest now, pre-cum lubricating the way. The sight of my wife accepting that massive cock was pretty much the most stunning thing I had ever seen. She continued to work him deeper, and I held my breath watching his invasion.

Finally, she had all she could take. Two inches or so remained outside her body, her pussy stretched wide around his girth. My wife’s head tilted up and back and she ground her hips down on him, stirring her insides. She bounced slightly. He pawed her round tits and teased her nipples and watched her fuck herself on him. How badly he must have wanted her all these months. How thrilled he must be to finally have her. She grabbed his hands on her tits and held them there, bouncing faster and more forcefully. I took a minute to realize she was headed for an orgasm. He moved his hands to circle her waist and keep her steady. My wife mauled her own tits, twisting her nipples and fucking herself.

“Almost!” she gasped. “Almost! Here it comes, aaaaaaghh!”

She tossed her head, hair flying, and pulled her nipples. Her mouth dropped open and animal sounds came out. I marveled at what his big cock was doing to her. She was lost, lost in a stormy sea, knocked around by bliss so powerful she forgot everything. He graciously allowed her to use him, grinning at what his cock did to her. She jerked and spasmed and slowly came back down.

He wasted no time on the afterglow, worried I might return and end it all.

He scooped her up in one arm and turned, spinning around and planting her on the chair. She spread her legs wide, flipping the arms along the chair out and hooking her feet in the stirrups.

Her pussy glistened, swollen and ready. Wayne positioned himself at her entrance, the massive head of his cock nudging against her wet inner folds. I held my breath, my hand still for a moment. I wanted no distractions whatsoever for this historic moment. Now I saw her cunt clearly. I saw his throbbing meat poised and ready. My heart thudded in my chest. He pushed forward slowly, and I watched inch after incredible inch of that thick monster disappear into my wife's willing body. Willow cried out, a mix of pain and pure ecstasy, her back arching off the chair.

"Fuck!” she snarled, no longer able to control the penetration. “You're so big! You're so fucking big!"

Her words were music to my ears.

“I’m going to split you open,” he chuckled.

I started stroking again, harder and faster this time, my eyes glued to the point where they were joined. He was quickly so deep inside her, his balls resting against her ass, that Willow lost her breath. He began to move slowly at first, then with increasing power and speed. The chair squeaked in time with his forceful thrusts, a rhythmic, percussive beat to their fucking.

I had a perfect, unobstructed view of that massive cock sliding into her as he lowered himself. She braced her hands on the arms of the chair. His firm ass bounced up and down, sinking his entire length with every downward plunge.

I was lost in a haze of lust. My hand was a blur on my cock, my entire being focused on the incredible spectacle before me. I watched her pussy lips grip his shaft, watched him reach under to play with her asshole as he fucked her. She orgasmed again and I joyfully listened to her screams of pleasure fill the room. He continued his relentless assault, and she bucked her hips up against hip.

"Again!" she shrieked, her body convulsing as another powerful orgasm tore through her.

That was it. I was done. The sight of my wife cumming again and again all over another man's huge cock sent me over the edge. With a muffled groan, my orgasm exploded out of me, thick, hot ropes of cum shooting against the clinic wall and falling in droplets to the carpeted floor. I came harder than I had in months, my body shaking with the force of it. My eyes never left the scene of my wife's blissful release. I poured myself out and then almost gasped out loud as an important realization dropped out of the sky to land on me.

Wayne had yet to cum.


Chapter 8

The silence of the clinic closed in on me. My hand trembled slightly as I reached for my spent penis. Wayne sank his cock balls deep and I was forced to smother another gasp. Everything felt different in my post orgasmic state. Every inch passing through her stretched pussy lips was a stab to my heart. I pressed my eye to the crack, my world narrowing to that single, narrow gap. The view was stark. Willow’s dangling pants and underwear, Wayne flexing ass, Willow’s tortured gasps as his thick meat filled her. My world moved in slow-motion.

“Fuck me,” my wife begged.

Begged. My pretty wife was begging another man for his cock. I began stroking my limp dick, praying I still had more in me. It was so much harder to take, the sight of him inside her was far more agonizing now that I had cum. My release had dissipated much of the sexual tension and now I saw things for what they truly were. My gorgeous wife Willow was getting repeatedly stuffed with hard, fat, bare cock. It was animalistic. It was raw. It was powerful, searing images into my brain forever. I smelled her arousal. I could almost taste it in the air. The moans he tore from her tortured me. Part of me hated what I saw but my dick struggled to rise anyway.

Wayne grabbed her hips and turned her, lifting, placing her on all fours like a dog. She’d said she always wanted to get fucked on one of these chairs, and now she was. He moved behind her, his large hands coming to rest on the rounded globes of her ass. He kneaded them, his thumbs spreading her ass cheeks, exposing her to his gaze, and to mine. I watched, entranced, as he took his massive cock in hand and guided it towards her entrance.

He didn't thrust. He didn't rush. He simply pressed the fat, purple head against her slick, pink, inner folds and held it there, teasing her.

Willow whimpered, pushing her hips back, trying to impale herself on him.

"Please," she begged, her voice tight with need. "Wayne, please."

Her words smacked me like a hammer. I felt dizzy. My wife was pleading with him to put his cock in her. My whole body ached but my dick rose a little higher. What was this bizarre thing we discovered? How could agony feel so bad and so good at the same time?

He answered her pleas by pushing forward, but with agonizing slowness. I watched inch after incredible, thick inch disappear into my wife's body. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream of ecstasy. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

At last, he was fully sheathed, buried to the hilt inside her. He paused there, leaning over, his scruffy chest against her back, and whispered something in her ear I couldn't hear. She nodded.

He began to fuck her.

There was no frantic pace, no animalistic rutting. This was something else entirely. It was a slow, deep, deliberate rhythm. He pulled back until just the head of his massive cock remained inside her, paused for a heartbeat, and then slid forward, burying himself to his balls in one long, smooth, powerful stroke.

The exam chair groaned in protest, a low, rhythmic squeak that was the only sound besides their shared breathing and the wet, slick sounds of their joining. I began to stroke myself in time with him, matching his slow, deep pace. Every time he thrust into her, I slid my fist down my shaft. It was a connection, a shared rhythm across the threshold of the door, and it worked. My agony merged with lust and my cock rose again.

Willow was lost to me. This man owned her right now. Her head was bowed, her hair hung like curtains around her face. Her body responded to everything he did, every touch, every kiss, every deep penetration. Her back arched, her fingers clawed at the vinyl of the chair. Soft, breathy moans escaped her lips with every thrust, the sounds of bliss. He was claiming her from the inside out, and she was surrendering to it completely.

"Fuck me," she croaked, her voice ragged. "Fuck me, Wayne."

Her use of his name slaughtered me. I stopped stroking and squeezed, fighting back a spontaneous climax. If she spoke his name again, I was undone.

“Fuck me,” she groaned.

He obliged. His pace never quickened, but his thrusts somehow became more powerful, more possessive. He was hitting a place inside her that I never could, a place that made her body tremble. He’d hold himself fully buried like that, giving her a moment to commit to memory how he felt in there. My strokes became firmer, my pleasure building in tandem with hers. I wasn't just watching anymore; I was feeling it through her.

Time seemed to dissolve. There was only the room, the chair, and the two of them locked in this ancient, primal dance. I was getting close fast, holding back my orgasm, hoping to time it perfectly. I saw the tension building in Wayne's body. His movements became slightly less controlled, his breathing more ragged.

"I'm close, Willow," he grunted, his voice strained.

"Me too,” she gasped. “Jesus, Wayne, cum for me." She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. "Cum inside me. I want it."

That was my trigger. His name on her lips, her desire for his seed pumped deep inside, her naked lust and the thought of him exploding inside her, filling her with cum, was too much. Wayne let out a low, rough groan, a sound of primal release, and so did I. He drove into her one last time, burying himself as deep as he could and I watched his ass clench, the muscles in his back standing out as his body convulsed. He was pumping his seed deep into my wife, a massive, explosive orgasm that seemed to last forever. My pretty wife climaxed along with him, overwhelmed as the recipient of his load.

The sight of it, of my wife being so thoroughly claimed and filled, sent me over the edge. I joined him, my timing perfect. My orgasm ripped through me like a blinding, white-hot wave of pleasure. I bit my lip to keep from crying out as my cock pulsed in my hand, spraying my release a second time onto the floor in thick, powerful spurts.

He pumped out his steaming sperm, over and over, flooding her womb in a deluge of semen. His pulsating cock was fully buried as it spat, injecting seed directly into my loving wife. I matched him in intensity but not volume, cumming again and again, rocked to my core by what I saw.

Finally, at last, he slowed and stopped. They were frozen together for a long moment, a testament to their shared climax. Then, gently, Wayne collapsed over her back, his body heaving. They stayed like that, a sweaty heap of satisfaction, as I leaned against the wall, my body spent and trembling. She is my wife and the love of my life. She is my partner in all things, the holder of my heart. My beloved. Why was it so exciting to watch her take dick?

I had no idea. All I knew with certainty was that we’d discovered something. We’d tapped into a vein of pure gold. I pressed my eye to the gap again. Willow and Wayne had risen on the exam chair. He was still behind her, thick cock still fully embedded. His large balls, empty now, hung in a pouch of loose skin. Willow turned her head and they kissed meaningfully over her shoulder. Like lovers.

He placed his hands on her ass and gently pushed, extracting his long cock slowly. It had served its purpose, injecting sperm far up into her. At last, the head withdrew and his cock swung down between his legs. I expected to see semen dribble out of my wife but no, he’d pumped that serum so far up into her there was no danger of any escaping.

Willow turned on the seat and leaned forward, taking his limp cock in hand and lifting the beast to her lips. She sucked on the tip and then swirled around what she’d taken from him. She laughed.

“Delicious,” she teased.

“Your colleague be back soon,” Wayne said.

“Yes. He will. Let’s get dressed like we finished for today. I’ll put you on the schedule for three days from now. We can finish what we started then.” She gazed down at the heavy cock resting on her palm. “I wanted you from the day of your first appointment.”

“You talking to me or my dick?” Wayne chuckled.

Willow laughed.

“Your dick, silly. I’m a married woman.”

Wayne turned serious.

“We’re not going to have a problem with that, are we?”

Willow scoffed, waving the suggestion away.

“God no. I’ll never tell my husband what we did.”

I smiled. Such a clever truth. She won’t tell me because I already knew.

“Cool,” Wayne said.

Willow let his cock drop and then turned her attention to her scrubs. They were dressed in less than a minute. I shuffled up the hallway a little and then called out Willow’s name.

“I looked everywhere,” I said, swinging the door wide and entering the room. “I think we’re out of cream.”

She shrugged.

“Thank you for checking,” she said. “I’ll order a case. Wayne, we’ll see you at your next appointment. You’ll receive an automated text confirmation.”

“Perfect,” he rumbled. “I’ll see you then.”

We left the small room together, walking him to the exit. We waved goodbye and shut and locked the front door. Willow turned off the lights and took a step towards the reception desk, but I grabbed her shoulder and spun her around. I pulled her in. We kissed. No, we didn’t simply kiss. We shared the hottest and most intense kiss of our relationship. I moaned and she did too. Energy crackled between us. I wished with all my heart I had a hard dick to fuck her with, but I’d wiped myself out in that regard. So, I did the only sex act I still had available to me. I pushed her back to the waiting room chairs and ripped her scrubs down, exposing her unfaithful pussy.

“Cole!” she exclaimed. “What are you doing?”

I pushed her again and she was forced to sit. I shoved her knees apart. I may not have been able to fuck her, but I still felt the need to reclaim that pussy. It was mine. I lifted her leg before she understood what I had planned and buried my face in her hot, cheating cunt. She smelled of steamy sex and fresh sweat, and I ate it up like cotton candy. I was compelled to do something, to do anything. I felt a strong need to show myself she was still mine. She tried to push my face away but that only lasted until my tongue found her clit. After that, she melted. I rested her legs on my shoulders, bending them towards her to better reach her slippery cunt, and drove my tongue as deep as I could get it.

My heart swelled ten times bigger. He was in there but that only made her sexier. His presence was irrefutable proof of what she’d done. Even if my eyes couldn’t be trusted, his cum in her could.

I discovered her pussy was made even more sensitive by her wanton tryst and I gorged myself on her tender flesh. I was surprised she would be able to cum so easily. I licked soft and sweet, teasing her, showing her my tender love. She clamped her thighs around my head and filled her fists with my hair. Her pussy was hot and slippery and salty and swollen, and I devoured the hell out of it. When she came, she screamed.

I stood, looking down on her, marveling at this gorgeous slutty creature that was somehow also my wife.


Chapter 9

We slept like rocks. In the morning, I hit snooze three times. We dragged our exhausted asses out of bed, and I made some strong coffee. I waited until we were at least a little awake before speaking more than three words at a time.

“So,” I said, casually. “Tell me about Terrance.”

She hung her head, chuckling softly.

“You’re going to kill me with all this.”

“It’s exciting though, right?”

She nodded thoughtfully.

“It certainly is. Before we get too crazy, or maybe we already have, I don’t know, but you need to understand men can have sex and walk away. Women have sex and quickly develop feelings.”

“I do understand. That’s why we move on to Terrance.”

She gulped some coffee, pondered, made a decision, gulped coffee again.

“I don’t want Terrance,” she said. “He’s too old for me, too flabby. Nice cock, sure, but there’s nothing else I like about him.”

I felt disappointed. I subconsciously knew this couldn’t continue forever, but I had hoped for more. I wasn’t ready to stop. It was her choice though, and I hated the idea of pushing her to do something she did not want.

“All right, Baby,” I said. “It was huge fun while it lasted, but I understand. The choice is all yours to make and I will respect that.”

She stopped mid drink. She sat her cup on the bar.

“Maybe you don’t understand as well as you think you do,” she said. “I don’t want Terrance. I want Wayne again.”

Anxiety surged through me. This was what she meant by women form feelings. She’d had feelings for Wayne before any of this happened, but she’d locked them away, a faithful wife and professional assistant. I’d come along and shattered those locks. Getting fucked by him only made her feelings for the guy stronger. I did that. I was the one to come along and make her feelings about the guy more intense.

I suddenly realized she was sitting next to me with a womb full of him. Then, and this was like a punch in the gut, I realized she had probably already thought about that fact. She probably thought about that fact the instant she woke up. She probably thought about that fact and loved it.

“I want him in a candle lit room,” she said. “I want pretty music playing. I want him on a big bed, with no need to rush, and nothing to hide.”

“You want to make love to him,” I said, my heart sinking.

She gave me a soft, understanding smile.

“Is that so bad? It won’t mean I love you less. Aren’t there women in your life you feel a little bit extra for? I find Wayne incredibly attractive. I’d like to act on those feelings in the best possible setting. The sex will be amazing. You can be there if that idea frightens you. You can hide and watch or sit in the open and watch. I suspect Wayne won’t mind. I think he feels the same way about me as I feel about him.”

“What about our marriage?”

She softly chuckled.

“Now? You ask that question now? After everything I’ve done with other men? Our marriage will be just as strong after, Baby. I just want him in the right way. That exam chair is so uncomfortable.”

I understood, but I didn’t like it. Her fucking him was no threat to our marriage but her making love with him sure felt like a threat. Her offer for me to watch did nothing to make me feel better about things. Could I even handle being in the same room?

“I can see you’re freaking out,” she said. “But let’s try to be fair. You wanted me to fuck him your way, now I want to fuck him mine.”

“I didn’t want you to fuck him at all. I thought all you would do is suck his dick like you did with Owen.”

That caught her by surprise.

“Really?”

“Yes,” I croaked.

She chuckled.

“Baby, we suck on them to get them hard so they can fuck us.”

“I’m afraid.”

“Afraid of what, Cole?”

“Afraid that making love to Wayne will change your mind about staying married to me.”

Her gaze turned playfully wicked.

“That’s the thrill, right?” she asked. “That’s the gamble. That’s what’s at risk and that’s what makes it so exciting. In Vegas you put money on the table. We are betting our marriage and everything about our way of life.”

“You agree something disastrous is possible?”

“It’s possible.”

Wow. Until this moment I was sure our marriage was rock-solid. Her admission that women develop feelings for their lovers turned everything upside down. I couldn’t stop the images that began floating through my mind: Willow, in our bed with Wayne, slow fucking the bastard, kissing deeply as his hips moved up and down, falling in love with him as he moved so deeply inside her, falling in love with him right in front of me. The worst part? My balls began to tingle. My penis woke and twitched to life. The threat he could actually steal her from me made everything infinitely more exciting.

“All right,” I heard myself rasp. “Bring him home.”

Her wicked gaze grew more intense.

“In our bed?”

“Yes.”

“Candlelight and music?”

“Yes,” I croaked.

“Will you stay and watch?”

Her voice carried a hidden vibration woven into that last question. She wanted me to be there. She wanted me to see her with him. Not to hurt me with callous disregard, but to involve me in the intense moment, hoping I would be a big boy and manage my feelings. If she was going to make me go through all that, then I wanted something in return.

“I will. I will give you what you most want.”

“Why does it feel like there’s a catch?”

“Because there is. You can have your romantic rendezvous with Wayne, but first I want to see you with Terrance.”

“What? No.”

“Yes. I don’t like you with Wayne again but I’m willing to allow it. You don’t like yourself with Terrance, but I see it as a way to balance things. It’s a tradeoff. How hot are you for Wayne in our bed?”

“You’re a bastard.”

“As the legends foretold.”

She laughed.

“Okay, Cole. You win. I hate the idea, but I’ll do it to get what I want.”

My stomach was flipping around.

“Doctor Winston, I presume?” I croaked.


Chapter 10

The hallway was a long, sterile tunnel of eggshell walls and worn carpeting that smelled faintly of antiseptic. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat in the suffocating silence. I had raced to be here only to slow and then creep these final few feet.

See you soon, her text message had read. Terrance.

I quickly shut down my computer and left work for the day. Our last conversation about this possibility was days ago and Willow remained unenthusiastic. She actively disliked the man. I concluded that the price was too high for her to pay and she would forego the romantic date with Wayne. I felt bad placing such a contingent on something she wanted so much, but her feelings for Wayne scared me. My feelings about wanting to tempt fate scared me too.

Then came her text.

Her clinic was closed and Doctor Vance was still on vacation, so I punched the code into the keypad and opened the front door. I approached the exam room silently, discovering, as always, the door had been left ajar. I pressed my eye to the gap, feeling the cool wood against my forehead. My breath caught in my throat.

The room was lit by the harsh glare of the overhead fluorescent lights. Willow, angled over the examination chair, had her back to me. Bare legs stuck out, off to her right. She wore the usual pale green scrubs.

Those legs had to belong to Terrance. She’d complained that he was older than her father, and that his body had long since surrendered to gravity and a love for beer. She spoke softly to him, too low for me to hear, and I heard his gruff laughter. She grabbed the arm of the chair and turned him to face the overhead examination lights. I saw everything about the man. He’d already untied his paper robe. I saw how his rounded gut hung low. I saw how his chest and arms were a landscape of gray hair and wrinkled flesh. He was everything she did not want in a man. Well, almost everything. His curved cock rested along his inner thigh, a fleshy python ending in a bulbous head. He possessed an impressive piece of meat, the one bright spot for this wreck of a man.

"Come on, Willow," his voice was a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through the door. "I know you want to. You always stare at it."

“It’s not that I stare,” she argued. “It’s that you always stick it in my face. Where else am I supposed to look?”

He lifted his cock off his leg with one hand and stroked himself from balls to head. He smacked it like a club against his open palm.

“Stop that,” she complained. “Let me do my job.”

“Like the job you did on Owen and Wayne?”

I saw her shoulders slump. Oh no. Those guys talked? This could be disastrous. Willow took a step back.

“I’m friends with those guys,” Terrance continued. “I was the one that told them about the hot little physician’s assistant that worked here. They became your clients because of me.”

“Patients, not clients.”

“Whatever. I know them from the gym. I go for the sauna and the jacuzzi. I met them there, showing off just like me. Owen couldn’t wait to tell me what you did to him but Wayne, I think Wayne might have a serious crush on you. Like actual feelings.”

“Yes, well, I might have the same feelings about him.”

“That’s sweet, but I don’t really care. Once I found out you showed them some special attention, I knew I had to get some too.” He smacked his cock on his open palm like a cop’s nightstick again. “I’m not young like those fellas,” he continued. “I know I mostly disgust you physically. That’s all right. I’ve had plenty of moments in the sun over my long life. Too many. Now I want another one, one with the hot little physician’s assistant I’ve had my eye on for so long.”

He held his cock upright, his hand gripping hard around the base.

“I don’t want to,” Willow said.

“Yes, you do. I see it in your eyes. You’re busy talking yourself out of it over and over, but I’ve learned a lot about certain women over my long years. I’ve learned to recognize a look. You have that look.”

“I don’t.”

“Come on, Miss Willow. Just put it in your mouth.”

“No.”

He sighed. He held his big cock up for her to see and she couldn’t stop herself from glancing at it.

“You are totally not my type.”

“I know.”

I noticed her eyes on him were having an effect. He was expanding, turning stiff, cock head flaring. Veins rose along the shaft. He was an ugly man, but his cock was beautiful. I say that not in a gay way but in the way of a man who wishes he possessed a penis like that. I’d expose myself all over town too.

“You’re too old.”

“I am. I know.”

He moved his hands to present his almost erect cock like a waiter showing a bottle of expensive wine to diners. What would she do? How would she get out of this? She was limited in how rude she could be by the fact the man was wealthy and a favored patient. How would Doctor Vance feel about coming home and learning Willow had lost such an important customer?

“It’s clean,” the old man said. “Freshly showered. No diseases of any kind. Just a nice big fat cock with your name on it. You made it hard. You own it.”

Now my wife simply stared at it.

“You know what, Terrance?” she said at last. “Fine. Just this once. You’re right. You do have a beautiful cock. It goes perfectly with your lovely beer belly.”

“I park my Cadillac under the carport.”

My wife laughed.

“You’re impossible,” she said.

“That’s what all my ex-wives tell me.”

She laughed again. Were her defenses crumbling? I remembered all the times after work when she’d get home and complain about this man.

“Forget about the testosterone injection today,” he said. “We can do it next time. I’m horny.”

“You’re too old to be horny.”

“Not when I have a nurse like you around.”

“I’m not a nurse. I’m a physician’s assistant.”

“Right. Nurse. That’s what I said.”

She sighed, exasperated.

“Close your eyes,” she told him.

He did as she commanded. Willow lifted her gaze to the chrome dispenser, checking to make sure I’d made it to the clinic. She stuck her tongue out at me as if to say this was all my fault. She carefully reached for his lap and gripped his heavy cock with one hand. Her face softened an instant before she looked disgusted.

“Damn,” she said.

"Like what you see?" Terrance asked.

“Eyes closed,” she barked.

The disgust or regret or whatever it was her expression meant, melted away, replaced by a kind of awe. She turned towards him, her eyes wide, her fingers now locked around the beast in her hand. Her fingers did not meet.

“Put it in your mouth,” the old man said.

“Slow down, Grandpa,” she said. “You are not my favorite person. I don’t like you much and I haven’t made up my mind about you yet.”

He scoffed and opened his eyes.

“Yes, you have. Your mind was made up when you called me this morning and lied that somebody had canceled. You brought me here for this. First Owen, then Wayne, and now me. I’ve wanted you a long, long time. Let’s hurry things along, girl. Put it in your mouth.”

I had to give him credit. He was bold.

"It's too big."

"Suck it now. Get it wet so I can fuck you.”

“Now you have gone too far. We are definitely not fucking.”

He slid a hand down her back and under her top. I saw the outline of his fingers through the fabric as he found her breast and zeroed in on her nipple. My wife gasped but did not pull away. My heart beat a little faster.

“Open wide,” he said. “Imagine me throbbing against your tongue.”

What would she do? How badly did she want her date with Wayne? My wife hesitated, staring at the pulsating cock in her hand. What was going through her mind? Did she hate me right now for placing this hurdle before her?

Then, she opened her mouth.


Chapter 11

He grinned, recognizing the familiar moment he’d seen with so many women. His chin rose half an inch.

“Put it in your mouth,” he said for the fourth time.

Willow nodded, compliant. She obediently lowered her face over his lap.

How had the man assumed control so easily? His free hand landed on her head and he pulled her lower, guiding her open mouth to his dick.

“Hundreds of bitches have sucked my dick,” he stated. “Now it’s your turn.”

She looked dazed, stupefied. Her eyes crawled every inch of his veiny meat. Her neck stiffened for an instant when she felt his hand on her head, so he paused, allowing her to see for herself that she wouldn’t actually refuse. He forced nothing. Willow had to admit to herself it was she that moved her mouth closer. My wife exhaled and resigned herself. His hands got busy stripping her clothes, lifting her top off and loosening the drawstring on her pants. He helped her shed her shirt and sports bra, confidently palming her warm tits.

“I don’t even like you,” she muttered.

“I know,” he said, petting her hair. “I know.”

Her face moved lower. I held my breath as his cock head entered her mouth. He was thicker than the others, covered with veins. A seasoned warrior in the long battle of the sexes. His cock had conquered so many. Willow pushed his belly out of her way and slipped more thick cock deep. I saw her tongue swirling around the head, riding the ridge before hiding again. She paused.

“I really hate you for this,” she mumbled.

“I know," he said.

His patronizing voice dripped with a confidence that made my skin crawl. He rested his wrinkled arm across her naked back. His free hand milked her hanging tits. My wife was in a daze. Her blank expression told me she still hadn’t fully accepted what she was doing, as if her body had taken over the decision making. She hadn’t glanced at the chrome dispenser in a long time, and I wondered if she even remembered I was outside the room watching.

I heard a faint moan and realized it came from her. She circled his shaft with both hands, pulling up hard as she sucked. She forced her mouth down the shaft, going too far and choking herself, and then sucked even harder as she withdrew. His cock gleamed from her saliva. He grabbed the arms of the chair and pulled himself to his feet. She fought his attempt to get to stand, trying hard to keep him in her mouth. She failed and he pulled his almost erect cock away from her.

“Bend over the chair,” he demanded. “You’re not that good at sucking dick and I can’t wait any longer. I’ve thought about your sweet pussy a million times.”

Willow reluctantly pushed her scrubs down and placed her elbows on the exam chair, the paper cover crackling. She bent at the waist. Terrance moved behind and her eyes followed his cock. He unceremoniously put one hand on her ass to keep her where she was and with the other hand, he hefted his penis and aimed it under her butt cheeks and at her slit.

Finally, she seemed to remember me. Her eyes darted towards the door, towards the crack where I was watching. A flicker of panic crossed her face. Fucking the man was obviously much farther than she ever intended to go. Then Terrance positioned the head of his cock at her opening and pushed. I told myself I’d know how wet she was by how long it took him to get it in, but he parted her outer lips and sank an inch or two, stretching her hole wide. The moan she exhaled gutted me. He pulled back and pushed forward, and her cunt accepted an inch more cock this time. She was soaked, but he was thick and rigid. She moaned again and dropped her head on the chair.

“Jeeeesus, Terry,” she groaned.

He moved both hands to her hips, holding her like the reins on a team of horses. His wrinkled ass flexed and more cock vanished inside my wife. She gasped loudly and squeezed her eyes shut, gripping the edge of the exam chair and pushing her ass back at the man.

“Good girl,” he rumbled.

He pulled back and sank in again and my wife shuddered all over.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “What’s happening to me?”

He shuffled his feet and began to thrust. Willow gasped,

The change in her was instantaneous, a deep emotional reaction I witnessed through the crack in the door. Her head twisted back and her mouth fell open. Another moan escaped her; a different kind of sound, a sound I had never heard from her. It wasn't a sound of pain or reluctance or regret.

It was a sound of discovery.

"Jesus," she whimpered as he pumped into her. "Jesus, Terry, it's forcing me wide open inside. What the hell?"

The old man chuckled. He’d seen this reaction before.

I watched, feeling paralyzed, as Terrance fucked her. His movements were smooth with practiced experience. How could such a toad of a man have conquered so many women? Soon his hips were a piston, a machine for delivering the one thing he had to offer. My wife, my beautiful, intelligent, loving Willow, was completely undone by it. The repulsion she felt was fading. Her memory of me was gone. All that existed was the sensation of being filled, stretched, and overwhelmed. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. They were the sounds of a woman discovering a new continent of pleasure, a land I didn't even know existed.

"Fucking hell," she moaned, her voice ragged. "Oh God. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Was she about to orgasm already? Impossible. This man disgusts her.

She lifted her foot onto a step, changing the tilt of her hips and offering him the cunt she’d insisted on keeping away from the man. He buried his cock and reached around his gut to fondle her swinging tits; his expression was pure joy of conquest. He’d hit on my wife a million times without effect. She’d shot him down every time. Now she was forcing her hips at him to help drive every inch deeper.

Did she love the rough fucking more because she detested the man? Did her loathing for him heighten the raw sexuality of what she did? I wondered if she loved it more because she’d been so wrong about him. Maybe it thrilled her to be taken by a man she so thoroughly rejected.

Terrance pawed at her breasts as he pumped her cunt. She pushed her tits into his touch, her body a medium for the raw, animalistic pleasures he gave. Her face was flushed and glistened with a light sweat. Her eyes stayed squeezed shut in ecstasy. She wasn't my Willow anymore. She was a creature of pure sensation, lost in a storm of carnal bliss. The old man was a god in that room, his cock the scepter that ruled my wife's universe.

“God damn!” she cried.

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her body bowed, a strangled scream torn from her throat. It was a violent, shuddering release that seemed to go on forever, her entire being convulsing around the source of her newfound rapture, made all the more powerful by the unexpected nature of it. She thought she’d hate his touch, but she craved it. Her climax shocked me by its intensity. Terrance growled and deep-fucked her pussy, and she spiked again, wailing out of control. His hips thrust ceaselessly and my wife came and came. She tossed her head around, utterly consumed by his battering ram pummeling her.

Then, the impossible happened.

In the midst of her powerful orgasm, she came again, and then again! Like explosions feeding into explosions, this ugly bull of a man stacked her climaxes one atop the next. My wife lost control. She couldn’t stand him, but his fat cock punched through all that and made her cum over and over. Her pussy was locked around his meat, clamped down like she never wanted him to leave. My body was trembling as I listened to her howl. His relentless thrusts took over her body and mind. She was a rag doll impaled on the end of his meat. Pussy juice gushed and splattered the floor. She orgasmed again and then again. He pushed a big thumb up her asshole and she orgasmed again. She was almost sobbing now, wilted and weak, leaning over the exam chair and taking everything he dished out.

His deep strokes suddenly turned short. He kept almost every inch buried, pounding her with small jabs, driving his cock all the way in and barely pulling back. He grabbed her ass with both hands, driving deep and holding himself there for a heartbeat before doing it again. Faster and faster until he grunted and buried himself to the balls. Willow writhed, stuffed by his thick dick, overcome to feel him swell inside her and begin to explode. He grunted again, spraying spit, and drove deep.

“Take it!” he growled. “Take it!”

Inside, his big cock was spurting semen like mad, drowning my wife in ugly old man seed. I saw her asshole pucker over and over and knew my wife used her tight pussy to milk him, to drain every drop from his balls that she could. His huge load dripped out from around his veiny shaft. He ran in streaks down her inner thighs. He pushed all the way in; every portion of dick he could stuff into her. His big belly came down on the small of her back. He breathed so hard I feared a heart attack. They both panted like dogs. Neither moved. She’d hated the man and then nearly fucked him and herself to death.

After a long time, Terrance pulled his cock out with a wet, slurping sound. He staggered back, his monstrosity, having delivered a massive load, swinging between his legs. He affectionately patted her bare bottom.

Willow didn't move for a long time. She stood there, bent, legs still spread, scrubs around her ankles. Her face bore a look of utter, blissful exhaustion. There was no disgust in her eyes now. There was something else. Something like reverence. Or maybe addiction.

Terrance moved to where his street clothes hung on hooks. He began to dress. He finished and turned to her. I needed to move but waited, listening.

“I’ll want at least a blowjob whenever I come for other services,” he said.

Willow just nodded, her gaze distant.

“Good girl,” he said again.

I darted around the corner. He left the room and showed himself out. I went to check on Willow and found her in the same position. The sterile smell of the office was gone, replaced by the scent of their sex. The room was filled with the ghosts of her moans. She’d met my demands and gotten far more than she ever expected. I stared at her cunt. Terrance oozed from deep inside.

“Wayne,” she croaked.


Chapter 12

Wayne indeed.

That upcoming encounter now hangs over my head like The Sword of Damocles. I thought she’d arrange something immediately, but I was wrong. Her time with Terrance changed her. New lovers have become part of our life.

At this moment, I sit across from our bed and watch Vincent, the soldier with the piercing blue eyes, as he slowly removes her dress. She wore nothing underneath and as her lithe body came into view he took two steps back, admiring her feminine lines. My wife loves his eyes on her but quickly grows impatient. She holds out her arms to him, and they come together for a kiss. His hand rises to gently caress her sensitive breasts. I smile on the inside. He’s trying to be a caring, gentle lover, but Willow has me for that. As far as she’s concerned, he’s here to fuck.

She breaks the kissing and squats before him, rushing to open his pants. He stares down at her, glancing nervously at me from time to time. I raise my tumbler of whiskey and smile at him from the deep red shadows.

“Pretend I’m not here,” I mutter.

I know he’ll fail at that, at first, until Willow has his full attention.

She opens his army combat uniform pants and pulls his cock out, displaying the thing to me, holding his dick like she did that first day weeks ago while checking him for bite marks. What a boon those two days turned out to be. Examining all those soldiers led to interesting conversation which led to Willow sucking off Owen while I watched. Fast forward to right now. She inspects his cock closely but truly she’s playing a game with me. She gently strokes his length and then dips under to lick his hanging balls. He’s getting hard fast, but you’d expect a man trapped on an army base with hundreds of other men to get hard fast when a gorgeous woman goes after his dick. She barely has time to slip him into her mouth before he is curving up at our bedroom ceiling.

She helps him strip.

The leather of the armchair creaks softly as I shift my weight, the sound swallowed by the spaciousness of our bedroom. It’s my chair, my designated spot for the main event. From here, I have the perfect view. The lamp on the nightstand is on but covered with a red scarf, casting a warm, intimate glow that makes the sweat on their skin glisten. It paints the scene in shades of crimson and shadow, a private masterpiece just for me.

Willow moves to her hands and knees in the center of our king-sized bed, the one we picked out together years ago. She lowers her head. Her back is a graceful, arched curve, her ass high in the air, presented like an offering. Her dark hair is a mess, just the way I like it, a beautiful, tangled cascade spilling over her shoulders and onto the white duvet. He has finally picked up on her sense of urgency and climbs into a position behind her. He’s everything she described and more. He’s built like a soldier, all solid muscle and disciplined power. His skin is tanned, a stark contrast to Willow’s paler complexion, and it stretches taut over his shoulders and biceps as he grips her hips. His eyes, focused and intense, are that impossible blue she loves so much. I can’t see their color under all this red, but I picture his face when I met him and Willow out for drinks earlier. We shook hands and chatted and then my wife suggested we head home. The hope on his face had touched me then. He wanted her badly.

Now, he holds her hips tight and lines his stiff cock up with her wet slit. As he watches himself disappear into my wife, those piercing blue eyes are fixed on the place where their bodies merge.

His cock is magnificent. It’s not as big as some but it is long, thick, and heavy. An instrument of pleasure that Willow will become completely addicted to in just a few short weeks. Doctor Vance will be back from vacation soon and our charade at the clinic must end.

He pulls back slowly, and I can see every inch of him, slick with Willow’s arousal. Her pussy lips are stretched tight around his girth, clinging to him as if they never want him to leave. He pauses for a moment, the flared head of his cock just barely inside her, and Willow whimpers, pushing back against him, desperate for more.

“Please,” she begs, her voice muffled by the pillow she’s clutching. “Don’t stop. Fuck me.”

A low chuckle rumbles in his chest. He loves her neediness, her complete surrender to the pleasure he gives. He loves that she’s insatiable. He runs a hand over the curve of her ass, his thumb tracing the cleft of her cheeks before dipping down to circle where she’s so tightly wrapped around him. She shudders, a full-body tremor of anticipation.

Then he slams back into her. The sound of flesh meeting flesh is sharp and loud in the quiet room. Willow cries out and her body jerks forward. He sets a punishing rhythm then, deep, powerful strokes that I know hit perfectly inside her. We’ve discovered a lot about how she’s put together and what big cocks do to her. I watch her turn her face and squeeze her eyes shut. Her mouth opens in a silent moan of pleasure. Her breasts, full and beautiful, mash against our mattress.

This is what we love. Not just the sex, not just the visual spectacle, but this. The sight of my wife completely lost in her own pleasure, a pleasure so intense it borders on pain. She’s radiant like this, more alive and vibrant than at any other time. Seeing her like this fills me with a fierce, protective love. I brought this to her. I gave her this freedom. I am her anchor, the one she always comes home to.

Vincent changes his angle, leaning over her, his chest pressing against her back. He snakes one arm around her waist, his hand finding her clit. He’s a generous lover; I’ll give him that. He wants her to cum just as much as she does. He starts circling that sensitive bundle of nerves with his fingers, never breaking the relentless pace of his hips.

“God!” she gasps. “Don’t stop, Baby. I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum!”

Willow’s voice is a high, desperate keen now. Her knuckles are white where she’s gripping the pillow, her body tensing like a bowstring. I see it building in her, the tightening of her muscles, the frantic way she’s pushing back to meet his thrusts. Vincent grunts, his own control starting to fray. He’s close, too. His blue eyes are locked on her, watching her fall apart.

“Cum for me,” he commands, his voice strained. “Cum all over my cock.”

That does it. Her back arches impossibly sharp and she lets out a long, shuddering moan that seems to go on forever. Her body convulses, her pussy clamping down on him like a vise. I see the spasms ripple through her, waves of pure, absolute bliss that wash over her. The sight is so fucking beautiful it makes my chest ache.

Vincent follows her over the edge a moment later with a harsh roar, burying himself deep inside one last time. I watch his balls tighten, his body locking as he empties himself in my wife. He stays there for a long moment, his forehead resting on her back, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat.

Slowly, carefully, he pulls out. A thick stream of his cum follows, leaking out of her, a pearly white testament to their coupling. It’s a raw, primal sight, and it makes my cock, which has been rock-hard since this started, throb with an almost painful need.

Willow collapses onto the bed, boneless and sated, a peaceful, fucked-out smile on her face. Vincent rolls onto his side beside her, his chest still heaving. She turns her head, her eyes, soft and hazy with post-orgasmic bliss, find mine in the dim light. That smile widens. It’s a smile full of love, gratitude, and a shared, wicked secret. I can only return her smile, my throat too tight to speak. I reach down and adjust myself, the pressure almost unbearable.

“Give me a minute or two,” the good soldier rumbles. “I can go again.”

I look from my beautiful, insatiable wife to the soldier whose blue eyes are already starting to show that familiar, hungry glint, and I settle deeper into my chair, ready for the next act.

This is our heaven. I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

End.
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