
		
			[image: image-IT5IYVBL.jpg]
		

	
		HOT BRIDE

		By

		Laran Mithras

		

	
		

		Model Photo by DepositPhotos.com

		Hot Bride is a work of fiction. Names, locations and incidents either are a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

		All characters portrayed in sexual situations are over the age of 18 in this story.

		Copyright © 2023 - All Rights Reserved

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Title Page
		

		

		
			Copyright Page
		

		

		
			Hot Bride
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 1
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 2
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 3
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 4
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 5
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 6
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 7
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 8
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 9
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 10
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 11
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 12
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 13
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 14
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 15
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 16
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 17
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 18
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 19
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 20
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 21
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 22
		

		

		
			EPILOGUE
		

		

	
		

		Boring wives go online in search of a new appliance.

		Normal wives go online looking for porn.

		Good wives go online in search of new cock videos.

		Great wives masturbate to them.

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		Disgust and desire.

		The first time I saw her, she had cum on her face and it was my birthday.

		No, wait.

		That wasn't exactly the first time.

		"Come on, Davin; here's your birthday present." Theo pulled on my arm.

		Towards the girl.

		No, this wasn't exactly the first time I had seen her. Theo had shown me a pic on his phone of his latest girlfriend.

		Terri was her name: cute in a plain way; wavy-curly brunette; and bony-thin up top but packing some hips and butt. Pure pog in the slang of the day. Her upper lip curved upward in a way that exposed some of her upper teeth – almost a smile when not smiling.

		Coupled with her hair and bright brown eyes, she presented an image of innocence, vitality, and eagerness.

		I allowed myself to be pulled towards her.

		Terri had a wet sheen of cum on one cheek, some white drippage along her jaw and chin. Her lips were wet. There was a string of cum over her nose and a glob in her hair that was caught in the act of oozing towards her shoulder.

		Ron was zipping up. Jimmy had his dick out, stroking – mouth open as he looked at her face. Bo was slouched back in the chair, looking satisfied – hand caressing the jeans over his crotch. Andy was on his tiptoes, jacking fast.

		I began to harden.

		She looked at me, eyes sparkling and mouth open in a smile. "Are you the birthday boy?"

		Andy groaned and grabbed her head, turning her face towards his straining cock. Cum spurted from the end, lancing out in a wet assault on her face.

		I didn't think grabbing a smoke would turn my living room into a den of carnality. But here I was.

		Sex didn't just happen on the internet or in dreams; it was happening right here.

		I liked it.

		I especially liked that Theo was offering his girlfriend for this disgusting display of bukakke.

		I have to admit, I wanted to join.

		The fact that his girlfriend was taking loads was exciting me beyond whatever I might have imagined. I wanted to squirt her, for sure. Knowing I had blasted his girlfriend's face would put me to blissful sleep for many nights to come. I liked Theo, but he always had a girlfriend.

		I didn't.

		Yeah, I really wanted to cum on her face.

		Terri had apparently known what her purpose was here. She gripped Andy's cock and held it. She turned away from it so she could address me. "Theo says you're clean?"

		"Clean?" I think I knew what she was talking about, but didn't want to broach a touchy subject in front of everyone. "I shower every day."

		She flicked her eyes upward – a hint of an eyeroll. "Great. I mean diseases and infections. Do you have dick-fungus?"

		I colored in embarrassment and effrontery. I said quickly, with force, "No!"

		Her smile broadened and she released Andy. "Then come here."

		I didn't need anyone twisting my arm for this. Yeah, I got this. Back off, everyone.

		She jerked at my belt. Wherever she had learned about men's clothing, she knew how to get to the good stuff fast. She pulled my dick out without hurting it, but with practiced force. "You were supposed to go first, but you took too long and these boys here..."

		Jimmy said, "I'm not a boy." His innocent baby-face said otherwise.

		She said to me, "How old are you, now?"

		I was only five years older than the others in the room, but it felt like a century. So much had changed from one generation to the next. "Twenty-eight." I stared into her eyes waiting for the dismissive reaction.

		Her eyes widened in appreciation. "Oh? Nice. I'm twenty-six." She pulled me and suddenly my cock was in her hot mouth.

		I released a pent-up gasp and arched my hips forward.

		Theo is going with an older woman? No way.

		I hardened rapidly, fully. Her mouth was an exquisite torture tool that perfectly molded to my size and girth. I groaned happily with shock, surprise, and delight. Her tongue swirled around the head and sent my senses spinning with the motion.

		I was getting blown by Theo's girlfriend!

		Fucking hot.

		I looked down, panting.

		Her eyes were crossed and her cheeks sucked inwards.

		Total blow doll. Fucking do it.

		I pumped my hips forward, relishing the tingles and spiral tension that twisted up my inner legs.

		Fuck, she's sucking the soul from me.

		Theo clapped.

		Bo whistled with appreciation.

		Jimmy said, "I want a blowjob."

		Again, I witnessed a flick of her eyes. This time, more than a hint – something halfway between a twitch and a full-blown eyeroll.

		A seminal moment came and went without my cognizant grasp of import: her hand slid down to her shorts and began rubbing.

		My first and only immediate conscious thought was, What a slut. But I liked it. I got harder. It was Theo's girlfriend! I knew I was not going to last like a champ.

		Nope, I was going to squirt like a wimpy chimp.

		I didn't care. All I knew was I wanted nothing more than to shove my cock down her throat and blast her mouth with my cum. Later, she could kiss her boyfriend.

		Fuck them both.

		I grabbed her head and pushed.

		She did not resist.

		In fact, she encouraged it. She clawed my hips with her hands... and pulled!

		Well... fuck playing nice.

		I pulled her hair and pumped like a maniacal teenager. I abused her mouth. I would send her and her boyfriend home with my cum on her breath.

		Perfect birthday present.

		I lost control somewhere in there. I growled, "Fucking... take it!" I pushed one final time and erupted.

		Her mouth worked overtime, milking and sucking as if she were plugged directly into an industrial 200 amp power supply. She moved with me as if I were seat-belted into a high-performance V-12 muscle car.

		My vision blackened, but I saw lights.

		Tremors ripped from every part of my body, traveling the length of my flesh, until it all erupted out of my cock.

		And into her mouth.

		Best fucking blowjob ever.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		Carnality and compassion.

		The second time I saw her...

		No, it was all the same. Let's say that the second time I noticed her – really noticed her – she came out of my bathroom and sat down. She was holding a hand towel and carefully drying off her neck as if afraid to pull too hard.

		If I hadn't just cum, I would have envisioned throwing her down and forcing my cock into her right there.

		Fuck Theo.

		Punk thought he knew it all.

		But... he was still my friend.

		Mostly.

		I went into the bathroom and found the rag she had used draped on the edge of the sink. I ran hot water and wet it fresh.

		Coming out was when I felt the impact of compassion.

		It started like a rolling wave with her look. She twisted her head towards me, chin lowered, eyes angled up at the reach of their peripheral. There was a pensive and expectant expression that invited disapproval.

		Except... I saw the glob of cum in her hair that had caused me to go get the rag. With a twisting frown of my mouth, I approached her.

		Her eyes snapped to the rag, then flicked back up to me.

		Theo and the guys were all sprawled and acting cool - their hips and crotches thrust out and up as if drying in the sun. They paid me no attention.

		Terri's eyes narrowed, and she leaned dramatically away from me as if I was about to play some practical joke on her.

		I reached and said, "There's some in your hair..."

		Her eyes softened and she straightened slowly. "Oh..." Another look up at me.

		I was struck by the churning inside me that dredged up feelings of care and tenderness.

		I mean, what the fuck was I doing and feeling? The slut had just sucked me dry and I was feeling cuddly towards her?

		Insane.

		And there it was. I gently cleaned the cum from her hair. Her strands were silky and smooth. An aroma of cherries and floral blooms rose from them and massaged the buoyant and blithe warmth bubbling inside my chest.

		The ivory skin of her face was clean and fresh – all traces of man-cum removed. She looked up at me again, a more cheerful and trusting expression about her eyes. "Thanks."

		I didn't know what to say that wouldn't sound stupid, so I said nothing – I just dipped my chin down in assent.

		She really did have a very pretty mouth and I had trouble adjusting to the very recent memory that I had blown my load between her lips.

		Had it really felt as good as the memory?

		Better.

		She really is very pretty...

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		The third time I saw her – if you count the one blow-visit as two – was at Theo's apartment four months later. I was going with Cassidy from work and brought her along to Theo's party.

		It wasn't even really a party.

		Never-ending mask mandates had pretty much killed meeting at Chuck Black's, a tavern we had frequented that offered alcoholic drinks, chicken tendies and free wifi.

		The tavern had closed and gone out of business.

		We had to meet somewhere.

		I wasn't real sure about hosting parties: what did I do if Theo barfed on my couch? Questions like that had me anxious to avoid the whole hosting thing.

		No one barfed this day.

		But this was another strange moment captured on the palette of normalcy that stood out in a memorable way.

		I was a gentleman. "Hey everyone, this is Cassidy." I pointed and named my friends. I included Terri last, half sure my girlfriend would detect the invisible memory of my cum in Terri's mouth.

		No such thing happened.

		But I caught an appraising look from brunette Terri over my choice of girlfriend: big tits; blonde hair; perfect makeup; and a chest-thrust that displayed pompously what everyone was looking at anyway. Her tube top with no bra showed her poking nipples and suddenly I lost my daring certainty to have her show them off like this.

		Now I felt embarrassed.

		Jimmy, mouthy as always, blew a whistling breath out and said, "Whoa, bro..." He chuckled lewdly after.

		That all might have been well and good when we were checking out the chicks at the mall some years ago, but his pointing out the obvious while looking at Cassidy's tits annoyed me.

		Especially, it made me feel out of place under Terri's dubious gaze. She was flat-chested. The twist of her mouth and the brooding look she gave me made me want to apologize.

		Cassidy wrinkled up her nose, but dived into the so-called party as if she were the star attraction circulating amongst adoring minions. She strutted forward, led by her breasts and deigned to smile down at the boys.

		I was left looking at Terri.

		That's how the stupid party started.

		But no, I did not regret coming. In fact...

		An hour later, in the kitchen, Terri cornered me up against the counter. Her fierce look took away anything I might have said. Her words were direct, immediate, and left me wondering if something had happened that I hadn't witnessed. "You need to lose the girl."

		I blinked. "Wh-what?"

		"You heard me. She's just a dumb bitch with tits."

		I stiffened and straightened.

		She leaned closer. "Or are you telling me you like that slut-show out there?"

		Offended, I laughed at her. "Oh, as if you—"

		Her hand removed all the breath from my lungs: she had grabbed my crotch. She whispered, "I gave you good service. What has she given you? All she can do is shove her tits in everyone's faces."

		"I—Uh—I—"

		She rubbed, leaning up to me even closer, her breath hot on my chin and lips. "She hasn't given you anything, has she?"

		My stare faltered. "N-no..." I started to push her away; she was Theo's girlfriend.

		Her hand latched tighter and she struggled past my attempt. Suddenly, she had unhitched my belt. "You haven't had her, have you?"

		I knew in my heart and soul that if I lied and told her I had, she would stop. But I didn't like to lie. Further, I knew that this was more than curiosity on her part: it was some kind of a litmus test that I knew I had to pass. If I had engaged in sex with anyone since her blow-present, she would stop due to questions of... cleanliness.

		I said, "No..."

		Within seconds, she had exposed my dick to the air.

		My eyes widened and I checked the door to the living room. As long as Cassidy was out there slowly heaving her tits, none of the boys would dare leave her.

		Terri's mouth on my cock was an instant drug. My head swam and I closed my eyes against the rush of bright lights and sparkles. Her mouth was a torrent of sucking as she gripped my hips and pulled.

		I gasped, "Oh... fuck!"

		She stood in a rush and pressed her finger against my lips. "Shh!" With a look of hatred at the door, she shoved down her terrycloth shorts.

		My eyes got bigger.

		Theo's girlfriend had exposed her pussy to me. She yanked my hand and put it between her thighs.

		Everything came naturally. I pressed my fingers in and found an extremely hot and wet fold. Within a second or two, I had sunk my finger into her pussy. I hardened fully.

		She gripped me and stroked. "You have a beautiful cock." Her whisper was rushed, shaky, and excited. But the genuine tone of her voice told me she meant it.

		What does a man say at times like this? "Thank you."

		She pushed herself into me and stroked me between us. I felt the lips of her pussy touch the swollen head of my dick.

		I thrust and felt the hotness slide along the head and top of my shaft. I pushed between her thighs and felt that wonderful wetness coat my erection. I knew she was horny as fuck. This is happening to me! Me! I was almost giddy-happy and laughing.

		She scowled again at the doorway, harder, then twisted around and bent over. Looking over her shoulder, she whispered, "Stick it in."

		Worried about being found, I held up a finger. I tiptoed to the doorway and looked left around the frame. Beyond the dinette in the living room, the guys were all sitting, looking at Cassidy. She was half on the arm of the couch and half on Bo's lap. His hand was up her tube top, kneading, and she was looking superior and satisfied.

		Gritting my teeth, I weighed going out there or staying in the kitchen. The dilemma did not last even one second. I was back, pushing Terri's head down against the counter and lining up my cock. I rubbed the head against her folds from behind and gently shoved forward.

		Lava engulfed the head of my dick.

		She moaned and trembled, her knees buckling. She wheezed a harsh whisper, "Do it!"

		I seized her shoulders and shoved my hips. With perfect precision, my cock slid right into her pussy, deep.

		She moaned without any effort at control.

		I froze and so did she.

		We looked at the door.

		Nothing – just the ongoing murmur of talk as before.

		She whispered, "Sorry; it felt good."

		I breathed a chuckle and shook my head. I shoved in again and held it deep. It felt like pussy and it was fucking good. I fucked her and liked it. In and out, I pulled and shoved my cock into Theo's girlfriend while he sat out in the living room. I shoved slow at first, then faster, deeper.

		Terri moaned again, clawing the counter.

		She was so good that I couldn't help myself. Theo didn't deserve her. Fuck, he's too lucky for his own good!

		I slammed her and panted.

		Maybe I was too lost in it all.

		Maybe the slapping sounds of my hips against her almost plump ass was too obvious. But when you are in the middle of a fuck, the last thing you're concerned about is...

		No, this was more than just a fuck. This was...

		This was awesome.

		But she stiffened... and I knew.

		We had been found out.

		I pulled out as if someone had put a blowtorch to my dick.

		Terri was bent over, frantically pulling up her shorts.

		But the damage was done. Theo, Cassidy and Jimmy were in the doorway, seeing it all.

		My girlfriend rolled her eyes and thrust up her chin. "Huh!" Her folded arms told me all I needed to know. She said, "I need to go. Who gets to drive me to my car?" The thrust of her chest had them fighting over who called dibs.

		Terri looked at me, red in the face from embarrassment. She murmured, "Sorry." Then in a lower, breathy gasp, "Not sorry."

		I sighed.

		Theo's face was all anger and tough-guy. "You think you can come in here and fuck my girl? Huh?" His hand shot out and shoved my shoulder.

		Let's be serious. I'm muscular; he isn't. I'm hard; he's soft. I'm taller. I almost laughed, but I was too perturbed to do anything other than grimace. I gripped his hand and twisted with a savage jerk. I leaned over him as he was bent double. "Touch me again like that and I'll break your arm."

		Knowing his tough-guy tactic hadn't worked, he said in a hurt tone, "Fuck off!"

		The anger vented out of me. I was standing there with my dick waving in the air making a spectacle. Flushing red up my neck and face, I pulled up my pants.

		Theo assumed a righteous look of superiority. "Just leave, Davin. Just leave!" His voice shook and he pointed at the door.

		It was a phony act and I wondered if he even cared about Terri, rather than his bruised ego at my manhandling him.

		I looked at Terri and sighed.

		She looked ashamed and worried about what had happened.

		I left.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		The slam of heavy boxes echoed in the warehouse. It was a normal occurrence every five seconds. Wood and hot sawdust created a dusty-burnt smell of glue and nature.

		"Davin! Fuck."

		I straightened the pile of boxes with the hand truck. "What?"

		"Can't you hear me?" The petulant whine irritated my nerves.

		I rolled my eyes. Luis was a soft pain in the ass employee who let everyone else know he was only there until he could land a million-dollar game-developing job and that our misogynist ways were unappreciated and inappropriate.

		What we were doing moving and stacking boxes that counted as brutally sexist was beyond me. Luis constantly moaned that he wouldn't be here if they would just pass Universal Basic Income.

		I sighed and said, "What do you want?"

		"Some woman was here on her lunch break or something like that. Looking for you."

		"Who?" I knew it wasn't going to be Cassidy from the front office. Everyone in back knew Cassidy.

		"How the fuck should I know?" His lisp was laced with anger.

		I closed my eyes. Much of the generation behind me was really socially-challenged - to the point of perhaps needing to be eradicated from the gene pool as a total failure.

		Luis sniffed like a girl and said in a sing-song tone of feminine disapproval, "She said she'd be back tomorrow when I told her your lunch hour."

		I grunted.

		The woman was probably my mom. She would come by every couple of months and pretend to drop things off for me. I don't think she trusted that I could make it on my own. Or maybe she just missed me.

		Moms...

		"Yeah, okay."

		Luis looked outraged – his chin quivering through the delicate, pretend-beard.

		I blew a bigger sigh. "Thanks."

		He preened like a chicken.

		I closed my eyes against the soyish sight and rolled the hand truck back to the warehouse door.

		And tomorrow...

		My theory was disproven.

		It was not my mother with a facial mix of disdain and concern creating a disconcerting tension on her brow.

		Rather, it was a pleasant surprise.

		Terri. In Yoga pants and a tank top.

		She entered our lunchroom with the hint of motion behind her that told me she had been shown in and the escort wanted to be elsewhere.

		We were alone.

		Someone called out to another in the warehouse. Boxes hitting the floor echoed from behind the closed breakroom door.

		Terri held out a Big Gulp to me. "Doctor Pepper, right?"

		I blinked, feeling embarrassed to have to turn it down. "I only drink diet. The sugar and chemical content—"

		"I remembered." She extended her hand further towards me – a small smile of delight spreading her lips.

		I took the drink and tested it.

		The smile that lit my face at the soda-burn of Diet Doctor Pepper was a good feeling to wear.

		Her hair was even more intriguing than the last I remembered seeing it, even if it was the same. She was looking around the room, but her search was not for anything that existed here.

		Taking advantage of her diverted attention, I stared at the camel-toe displayed by her ultra-tight Yoga pants. I pulled my eyes away from that beautiful sight and said, "Thanks. What brings you here?" I was aware of my birthday, our past at Theo's place, and the uncertainty of what she might have wanted at this moment. What was the proper approach? Was I saying the right thing? Why did that matter?

		She suddenly sat down with a thump on the picnic table bench – her back to the table. She hunched over a little in a girlie way as if trying to hide budding boobs. "Theo forgives you."

		I didn't really care. I looked away, but still felt a little surprise. "Oh?"

		"I'm sorry about what happened."

		I tried simple honesty. "I had fun."

		Her head snapped to me. "You did?"

		I shrugged as casually as I could and added, "Actually, I'm sort of surprised he's over it so fast."

		She went on as if not hearing me. "I mean, I probably wouldn't have done that, but that girl you brought – did I see her in the front office?"

		"Yes, probably; she works here."

		Again, as if I had not supplied anything to her thought process, "She was such a snoot. All up in everyone's face." She wagged her chin upwards mimicking a girly-display I had seen before on bitchy gals.

		I chuckled. That was Cassidy.

		She said, "You deserve better."

		I held up my hands – Big Gulp waving up in the air. "Well, I'm available now." Then I realized it sounded like an offer.

		Her eyes found mine and she bit the entirety of her lower lip. The delicate appearance of her teeth had me wondering how she kissed.

		She looked away, quickly. "Didn't work out with her, huh?"

		I laughed, bitter and final.

		"Well... good."

		"Not for me."

		She looked down at the drink cradled in her lap and rubbed the plastic rim of the cap with her thumbs.

		I relented on the suspense and my subtle accusation that it was her fault. "Eh... she was a bitch, anyway."

		"Why did you go out with her?"

		That we were having such a casual conversation just weeks after I had rammed my dick into her was almost surreal. I would much rather have been doing it again. I jerked my head to the side to clear my mind's eye. "A suggestion of one of the guys here."

		She craned her head down farther for a brief second. "Theo and I figured it was because of her tits."

		I blew a short, scornful raspberry.

		She looked up at me with an inquisitive smile.

		I shrugged slowly and said, "I'm not really a boob-man. I mean, they're fine and all, but big ones never really mattered to me."

		Her face took on an undefinable quality.

		I found my stare lasting too long. But the smooth skin and clear eyes were sucking me in.

		She swallowed nervously.

		I rushed to fill the void of awkward silence. "So... Theo's really forgiven me?"

		"Not really."

		"Huh? I thought you said—"

		"He's pretending to. It's a tapestry."

		I thrust my chin forward as if to hear better. "A... tapestry?" I looked around. Other than the safety posters no one read, there was nothing that looked like an artful wall covering.

		"Yeah... I mean... You know, a travesty. I just say tapestry instead."

		I studied her face with impunity now that I had cause and social position to do so by her unusual admission.

		She said, "My first... real... boyfriend was Travis and he... was a dick."

		I lifted my chin in a slow heave of understanding. "Gotcha."

		Her eyes focused on mine. "Do you?"

		"Totally."

		"You don't even know the story."

		I said with gentle care, "You don't have to tell me."

		Her eyes darted back and forth between mine, then she looked away and sighed. "I don't think Theo and I are going to last much longer."

		She hadn't pursued explaining her weird Travis-thing, but I was instantly more interested in the change of topic-direction. I leaned forward. "Why not? Because of what happened..."

		"Partially." She fiddled with her cup, then took a big draw on the straw. Her eyes moved with hesitation to mine and then away. "He... doesn't like to have sex all that much anymore."

		I laughed, but the idea he had even touched her was an aggravation to me. He didn't deserve someone as nice as Terri.

		She hung her head.

		I realized she thought I was laughing at her. Knowing I was being misinterpreted, I reached out and touched her arm in reassurance. "I'm laughing at him. He's lost interest? What... is he gay or something?" It was a joke, but she looked up at me seriously.

		She said, "Bi-curious. Blowjobs and handjobs kind of thing."

		I pulled my head back in revulsion. "He's eating too much soy."

		She laughed lightly. The flash of her teeth made my heart skip a beat. The light in her face – as brief as it was – tightened my chest so that I stopped breathing for a few seconds.

		She really was beautiful.

		Terri said, oblivious to my assessments, "It's not so much all of that; it's that..."

		"What?" I prodded her.

		"I... need... a lot of sex. He's not... You know." Her face had flushed a sexy shade of red at the admission.

		I could barely breathe. "Wow... I wouldn't have any problem in that department." I was dizzy. Then I realized it sounded like I was offering again. Even if I was. "I mean, what's—-" I interrupted myself. "Was that why you cornered me in the kitchen?"

		Her eyes flashed at mine. "No. Maybe. Sort of. That Cassidy..."

		"So... you would have done it to Jimmy if he had brought Cassidy?"

		"No!" Her reply was instant and forthright.

		It made me feel... better and worse all at once.

		She said, "Jimmy is a boy; I prefer men."

		I lifted an eyebrow high. I said, sotto voce, "How does Theo fit into that category?"

		She looked panicked for a second, but was laughing at being caught. "Uh, he doesn't, really. I mean, more than Jimmy, sure, but..."

		"Then why are you with him?"

		Her eyes locked on mine and stayed there. There was a strained tension to her brow and a look of pleading in her expression. "Because the man I want came along later." She stood abruptly, in panic. "I should go."

		I knew.

		She's talking about me.

		I rose hurriedly to try stopping her. "Wait..."

		She rushed from the room. "I need to get back to work."

		I had to take big steps to keep up with her: I didn't want to let her go. "Where do you work?"

		"The Water Department."

		I knew where the office was. "Wait..."

		She stopped in the parking lot, looked at me, and trembled. Her look was guarded and doomed.

		I almost choked. I used every bit of the last of my breath to force out my offer – as if I were about to inch out over a 1000-foot precipice on a flimsy board, "Would you like to talk more over dinner tonight?"

		She paled almost to the shade of pasty white. Her eyes were large, round, shocked, and unblinking. She said, just as forcefully, "Yes." It came out strangled, labored, and nearly breathless.

		For a moment, because of the choked response, I thought she had said no. But she hadn't rejected me, she had accepted. I was going to pass out. The buzzing in my head was almost drowning out rational thought. I pulled my phone out and hit Contacts, handing it to her.

		She did the same for me.

		After the exchange, I was breathing as if breaths were too easy. I was lightheaded and having a hard time breathing deeply. "I'll text you with the details."

		"Sure."

		"Keep your chin up, girl." Without any further thought, I grabbed her in a hug. Her drink was trapped between us so it wasn't a complete hug. Still, I froze with the sudden sensation of comfort and rightness about it all.

		I could feel her heartbeat. I heard her labored breathing – slowing, calming. There was no tension in her embrace, only surrender.

		For the first time of the day, my dick began hardening.

		The smell of her hair and clothing and skin... My breaths that were so thin now became heavier. I let her go afraid that she would sense it. I didn't want her to think I was taking advantage of her... tapestry.

		I felt sick watching her go. And warm. And cozy all at once.

		She got into an old, white Jeep with a soft-top. It had the round headlights that were too large for the modern version. My father had driven one this old a long time ago.

		I watched her arm move as she worked the stickshift and I smiled. I watched her knee lift behind the blurred plastic of the door and the Jeep move forward.

		She glanced once at me, then accelerated away.

		Had I scared her?

		I walked back to the warehouse feeling decidedly sick and sour.

		But my head and my heart were feeling... something different.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		I didn't think she was going to come.

		Already, it was ten minutes past the time upon which we had agreed.

		I was free; she had ditched me.

		I heaved a big sigh of relief as I walked to my car.

		But...

		A part of me wanted to cry.

		Men don't cry, I told myself.

		I was in the act of moving my hand toward the door handle when I heard her Jeep.

		Doom descended as surely as a falling piano on a cartoon character. I was caught now.

		Trapped.

		Unable to escape.

		But another part of me rejoiced.

		She had come.

		Fighting the urge to frown or show the sick feeling churning through my stomach, I approached her Jeep. Her arm and knee worked after she shut it off, putting the vehicle into gear as an extra brake. She lifted the parking brake at her side and opened the soft door.

		She dropped down with a little bounce. "Sorry; I got lost."

		She was short next to the Jeep, but her somewhat wider hips and thighs looked as inviting as could be in stretchy bottoms. Her top was a simple white sleeveless blouse with embroidery along the placket.

		She looked... delicious.

		I fought the urge to hug her and inhale her scent. I battled the overwhelming desire to heave her into her Jeep and fuck her brainless.

		What would she think? What would I be? Even if I wanted that, was that who I was?

		I turned away, leading her to the restaurant. Most of the familiar places had closed in town. The shutdown had been brutal.

		The hostess was not up front, so we sat on the waiting bench.

		Terri turned to me and sat close. "Listen, before we get all into the crowd in there..."

		"Hmm?"

		She was watching the doorway. "Remember I said I need sex?"

		I was taken aback by the direct dive into the topic. "Sure..."

		"It's a medical condition."

		I studied her silently, not sure whether I believed it or not.

		She said, "When I was very young, I contracted chlamydia. It went untreated for too long because I tried to hide it and hoped it went away."

		"Chlamydia?" I had heard of it, but didn't know much about it.

		"Yeah, women get it from sex if the man isn't clean. Or, in my case, girls get it."

		"Oh?" I said slowly.

		She scowled at me. "I got it treated and cured. But it had been too long. I got pelvic inflammatory disease – no, it's not contagious. It's a condition. I get incredible cramps. The only thing that really relieves it is a good, hard orgasm. The release of serotonin and dopamine—"

		The waitress came into the entry. "Hi, two for dinner?" She lifted a pen, not menus.

		We stood.

		I said, "Yes, please."

		"I'll need to see your vaccine passports."

		Terri shifted suddenly and looked at me.

		Turning a horrified shade of red, I said, "Uh, I forgot to bring mine." I didn't want to admit I didn't have one.

		I caught a tiny flash of something from Terri, but my focus was on getting past the waitress and sitting down for dinner.

		The waitress lowered her chin and said conspiratorially, "I'm sorry, I can't seat you without it."

		I took a deep breath. Losing my cool with a waitress doing her job wasn't going to accomplish anything and would likely make me look like a dick in front of Terri.

		I touched her elbow and said, "Let's go to my place. It's private there, anyway."

		Terri looked relieved. She cast a disapproving look at the waitress as we turned to leave. "Yeah, okay." She said nothing else until we were outside. "Did you know I didn't have one? Is that why you covered for me?"

		I was surprised she thought so. "Uh, no, actually... I don't have one, either."

		She let out a long sigh and a smile graced her face.

		I asked, "Is it okay if we go to my place?"

		She nodded with enthusiasm. "Yes, better."

		I drove slow enough that she could follow easily in her Jeep. In my rearview mirror, she drove with a determination and a fierce look of concentration on her face.

		What was she thinking?

		What was she expecting?

		What was I expecting?

		I led her into my apartment.

		She glanced at the spot on the floor in front of the couch where I had blown my load down her throat in front of her boyfriend. But she didn't appear to linger on that memory. She pursed her lips and turned to me. "So, anyway... We were interrupted at the restaurant."

		I gestured to the couch and sat beside her.

		She said, "Theo knows all about my condition and now he's being a dick."

		I was a little put off that we were talking about him at all. I grunted sourly.

		She turned away and looked down. "Sometimes I wonder if he's all I'll ever find."

		I coughed harshly. "He doesn't deserve you."

		She looked at me, studying my face for a moment. "You know, I was hoping... I mean, I like you, Davin..."

		I felt good hearing this. But I said nothing. I didn't want to interrupt her and lose the chance of hearing what she had to say.

		Terri jerked her gaze away and twisted her fingers together in a writhing gesture of nerves and something else. She bent forward a little.

		I realized then. "Pain? How long has it been since he's..."

		"Four days."

		"Is that bad or good?"

		She laughed bitterly. "Both. Bad for me for the pain, good for me because... Well... Theo..."

		"I'm sorry." I took a deep breath of adventure. "Is there anything I can do... to help?"

		Her eyes shone with wordless emotion as she looked at me. In a very tiny voice, she said, "Sure, like all the time?"

		There was no answer to that I could envision. I would sound like a dweeb to boast or console. So I did the next best thing.

		I kissed her.

		Instantly, she was in my arms and soft and pliable and...

		And as surely as water flows downhill, I hardened. It was all so natural. It was all so right.

		What did I care if this was Theo's girlfriend?

		I shook with excitement as I picked first at her blouse buttons.

		Within seconds, my mouth was on her pussy, licking and biting at her lips. She was hot with a hint of salt. I throbbed at full erection. Overcome by the moment and the pounding in my head, I moved up and thrust my cock into her.

		Her wet lips parted and I slid right in with one good push. I seated my cock deep inside her, thrust to the hilt and relishing the hot, velvety feel of her pussy. Her canal gripped me snugly like a silken glove, squeezing and pulsing with desire.

		Losing myself, I rammed hard.

		Terri's eyes glazed over. "Oh... yes..." Her hips lifted to my thrusts in perfect unison. Her pussy was a flawless fit. She gasped, "Do me, Davin. Oh how I wanted this..."

		I was swept away with the physical sensations of her pussy and the feminine gasps my pounding elicited. In and out, I slid every inch of my dick into Theo's girlfriend – and it was fantastic.

		Her face was flushed and her eyes half-lidded. She grunted gutturally with desire and satisfaction as I hit places in her deeper than Theo ever could.

		She was beautiful.

		I was too close.

		I pulled out.

		Her eyes snapped open in surprise and annoyance. "What are—"

		"I'm about to cum."

		"Put it back in."

		"I don't have a condom."

		"I don't use them," she said dismissively.

		"But I don't want to get you preg—"

		"You—Just put it back in!"

		I didn't need any other encouragement. Blow my load unprotected? Fuck yes. I rammed it back in and heaved for all I was worth.

		To my surprise, she gasped, "Harder!"

		Fine.

		As hard as I could, I slammed my cock into her pussy. The slaps of my hips into hers were loud and violent. Her explosive grunts of pain and pleasure mixed with my desperate panting.

		I loved it.

		Shaking with the effort of making each thrust a savage act of violence, I didn't think I could produce any greater effort.

		But then her eyes rolled up in her head and her mouth hung open in a silent scream. Her fingers clawed my skin painfully and the sharp, driving sensations spurred my efforts. I started to growl out in pain from her fingernails but then was elevated to a new height when the oncoming rush of orgasm turned my growl into a long, brutal yell.

		I pounded, pummeled, and punished her pussy with vicious barbarity. Every inch of my cock punctured and plundered Theo's girlfriend in a sexual act that bordered on cruelty.

		She screamed, high and loud, explosively with exultation.

		Hot lava shot up my shaft and burst out of my dick. I rammed as deep as I could with each squirt. My head pounded with the effort and my growls were bestial. Again and again, I unleashed a squirt and a growl. My fifth one was the hardest, leaving me almost blind and seeing spots.

		Her hips were lifted to mine, hungrily accepting each hot blast of my cum. I began to lose steam with my seventh thrust. My eighth was half the strength.

		My ninth was my last and then I collapsed. She was heaving for breath, flushed hot and quivering with excitement.

		Her hands cupped my head and pulled me in.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		We lay plastered together, naked.

		She murmured, "Thank you; I really needed that." The blissful sound of her whisper told no lie.

		I was thrilled I had blown my entire load into her.

		Into Theo's girlfriend.

		I wanted to do it again.

		My smile caught her eyes and she returned it. She said, "He's going to kick me out: he's said it several times already."

		I knew who she was talking about automatically and smirked because she had echoed my thoughts: Theo. But now I felt the concern. "What are you going to do?"

		In a small, hopeful voice, she asked, "Need a girlfriend?"

		My heart thumped up in my throat. In that one instant, I knew one thing for certain: Terri was a dream come true. I didn't hesitate, "Fuck yes."

		Her eyes brightened with happiness and joy.

		I decided on some intimacy to hide my embarrassment. "You really didn't want me wearing a condom?" I felt I should offer the subject on at least the pretense of prudence.

		"You don't need to, really. As long as you're clean."

		"I am."

		"I can't have kids."

		I was delighted, then wondered. "Oh...?"

		"Remember I said I had Pelvic Inflammatory Disease?"

		I nodded, listening. I propped myself up on my elbow beside her.

		She said, "The scarring was so bad the doctor said I would never have children."

		"Never?"

		"Well, he said that my chances of getting pregnant were practically zero."

		"Why didn't you get checked earlier?"

		"I was scared and ignorant. I didn't know."

		I looked at her with confusion.

		She admitted, "I was only eight."

		My eyes widened immediately. "Eight?"

		She nodded.

		At eight, I had been mastering Elder Scrolls Morrowind on the Xbox. Sex had been a decade later for me. I shook my head. "Wow. Who was the lucky kid?"

		"Not a kid. My uncles."

		"Your what!" I sat up in a rush.

		"Calm down; it's okay."

		I blinked. "What?"

		"I wasn't raped; it was mutual."

		I shook my head again. "Your uncles?"

		"Uncle Tommy, Uncle Ron, and Uncle Joey. It was Uncle Joey that gave me chlamydia. He didn't know at the time and then he went away."

		I closed my eyes. "They raped you."

		She sat up faster than I had. "They did not!"

		I shook my head in disbelief. "Three men and an eight year old girl?"

		"It wasn't like that."

		I blew out a long breath. Maybe I really didn't know what I was talking about. I collapsed back down onto the bed. "Then what was it? How do three men suddenly stick their dicks—"

		"It wasn't all three at the same time. Uncle Tommy was... my first. That took time."

		I sighed again, less aggressively. "Well... tell me about it."

		She settled down onto her back and looked up at the ceiling. "It sort of started on my eighth birthday. I was copying something I had seen my mother do to a man."

		"Huh?"

		"I sat on my uncle's lap wearing a bikini and wriggled on him. I teased him. I knew what I was doing."

		"But why your uncle?"

		"He was always so nice to me."

		"When he was sticking his dick in you."

		"Yes, but before all that."

		I lifted dubious eyebrows. "Go on."

		"I looked up to him. I... wanted to do something for him."

		"So he boned his little niece right there? Real nice."

		"Davin."

		"What?"

		Slowly, "It wasn't like that."

		I couldn't believe it wasn't. "Then how was it?"

		"He actually pushed me off and I fell. I don't think he meant to hurt me, but I started to cry and he picked me up." Her eyes searched the ceiling, back and forth. "I told him I was trying to be nice. He scolded me that I shouldn't do that kind of thing with him and... Well, the conversation came up again on another day. My mother used my uncles for babysitting when she'd go out."

		"Where was your father?"

		"Who knows? He was supposedly a bad-ass motorcycle guy my mother had shacked up with for a while. But he disappeared when she got pregnant."

		"You've never seen him?"

		"Nope."

		"Huh..."

		"Anyway, Uncle Tommy resisted me, but later..."

		"Later?"

		"I really wanted to be nice to him and I kept trying. Eventually... He would start giving my butt slaps and then rubs. I was so happy he was paying attention to me."

		"But he was your uncle!"

		"Right? Who better?"

		"Terri..."

		"Listen, I had a couple of different child counselors tell me what happened was wrong. But it wasn't. They didn't take advantage of me; I wanted it."

		I stayed silent.

		She rolled onto her side facing me. Her finger began tracing an invisible pattern on the sheet. "I worked out every day."

		"Huh? Lifting weights?"

		She blushed. "My uncle was afraid of hurting me. When I pressed him about what I could do, he told me about stretching."

		"Stretching? Is that why you do Yoga?"

		"No, not that kind." She shook her head fast. "I meant stretching my pussy."

		I laughed incredulously.

		Her eyebrows came down. "Hey, it matters. Anyways, he would play with me using oil on his finger. He said that he couldn't do anything else because my hymen would tear. But he said it could be stretched so that it wouldn't. So I used a dildo to work at it every day."

		"You're kidding?"

		"No."

		"Weren't you more interested in playing with dolls?"

		She shrugged. "I had them, but not really, no. One of the happiest moments of my life was the first time."

		"First time?"

		"When I was able to take Uncle Tommy inside me."

		I half-chuckled. "Are you serious?"

		She nodded. "You want to hear it?"

		Somewhat horrified, I said, "Sure..."

		"I convinced him I could do it – that I had been stretching. So... he tried. He didn't think he'd be able to. He put me up on the kitchen table and went real slow."

		I swallowed. "He slid his dick into you?" I was beginning to feel excited.

		She nodded slowly. "He oiled his thing up until it was wet and shiny. Then he pressed it on me."

		"On you?"

		"That's what it felt like. I had gotten used to the dildo and his thing was just as hard, but softer. It gave where the dildo was stiff. When it started to go in, it felt like I was getting stuffed by his leg."

		"He should have spanked you."

		She frowned, knowing I meant in a punishing way, not a sexual connotation. "I wanted it, Davin. I begged him."

		I held up my hands. "Fine, fine." I shook my head to clear the idea he had forced her. "Okay, okay. Fine... So he didn't rape you."

		"No. I was eight and it was the best moment of my life having him fit it inside. He was so gentle and tender."

		I stayed quiet knowing my expectations of something else would probably be mistaken.

		"Then later, Uncle Ron and Joey did it, too. They talked... you know."

		"Yeah, locker room gossip—"

		"Not like that! It was more of an issue of guilt, I think, and they were trying to figure out if Tommy should go to jail. I was scared because I didn't want that. Uncle Ron was really angry; Uncle Joey wasn't. If anything, Uncle Joey was glad and he was eager to be with me."

		"So you fucked all three of them?"

		She eyed my face with suspicion. "Listen, it didn't all happen suddenly like that. I've had counselors and the doctor interrogate me and try pushing me to say things that weren't true. They thought they needed me to lie so my uncles could go to jail. I wanted it, Davin. I wanted it! Why is that so hard to understand?" Her voice ended raised and heated.

		"But it was wrong."

		She jerked her chin to the side in a dismissive move. "So you say."

		"Uncles aren't supposed to do their nieces."

		"Maybe in your family. I wanted my first times to be something more intimate and special – with someone I could trust."

		"How many times did—"

		"I lost count, really. I'd go over to Uncle Tommy's every weekday after school. Most days, we did it. Then Uncle Ron and Joey would have me on the weekends."

		"Your mother didn't know what was happening?"

		"Nope – and I didn't want her knowing. It was private."

		"So you got passed around and your mom—"

		"Davin!"

		"What?"

		"It wasn't like that. It wasn't like that. They didn't take advantage of me; I took advantage of them. I wasn't passed around."

		"So this is why you like fucking?"

		"No. Well, sort of. For me, the pains from the chlamydia scarring are only relieved by sex. I need it constantly."

		It dawned on me. "So Theo not giving you sex is him really being a dick."

		She nodded. "He tells me to use a dildo."

		I lowered an eyebrow.

		She said, "I use one every morning anyway."

		"You do?"

		"Yes. I masturbate every morning – I hope that doesn't offend you."

		I laughed. "Uh, no..."

		"I firmly believe in starting the day with masturbation. It's a wonderful way to create a positive daily routine. The release of beneficial hormones and dopamine make for a healthy, happy day."

		I blinked at her mantra. "I... never really looked at it that way."

		"Am I weird?" It was asked with deep seriousness.

		"Well, no, I guess not. Just..."

		"Just what?"

		"Advanced, I guess. Most girls aren't as sexually-minded—"

		"Right. I've always been that way. That's what my Uncle Ron said before he gave in and tried me. I was too advanced for my age."

		"You really enjoyed fucking your uncles?"

		"Absolutely. Compared to Travis, my uncles were gods. They were caring and gentle. Well, except for Uncle Joey; he was a little rougher. But Travis was all about using me. He didn't care except to get himself off and then treat me like shit. My uncles were totally different. I was... a princess."

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		I awoke to buzzing.

		I twisted over and looked.

		Terri bit her lip and blushed. "Oh hey, sorry if I woke you." She held a vibrating dildo in one hand and her phone in the other.

		I rubbed my eyes. "No, it's no problem..." I looked at her phone.

		She saw me looking and showed me. On the screen a man was jacking his cock, up close. "Nice, huh? It looks pretty much like yours."

		I took that as more of a compliment than an insult that she was looking at someone else's cock – though I did feel a little sting to my pride.

		She gestured to my phone. "Go ahead. Join me if you want. Or do you look on the computer?"

		"The computer..." I pointed next to the bed.

		"Go for it. It'll be nice being able to share this..."

		"Oh, okay." Already I was hardening. She was encouraging me to jack it in the morning and she was probably going to be my new girlfriend? If so, I had struck it rich.

		She went back to intense scrutiny of her phone. She moved the dildo in and out, then rubbed her clit with the vibrating monster. "Mmm, yeah..."

		My dick throbbed to her sounds. I sat at my computer and booted up. In a few minutes, I was flicking through the pictures I had in my folder. I wasn't sure what to look at knowing she might look over. I had a bunch of singles and some threesome pictures.

		I jacked and continued flipping through them.

		Next to me, she moved the dildo in and out faster. "This is so nice – doing this while you're doing that."

		"Better than sex?"

		"No, I didn't mean it like that. I meant having someone to go through my morning routine with me. Better than doing it alone." She was quiet for a while, then moved her dildo harder, faster. "Ungh, yeah, stroke it."

		I thought she was talking to me, but realized she was talking to her phone. I said, "Is that live?"

		She laughed. "Um, no. Just a video I downloaded. I don't think I could do it live." Suddenly, she panted and growled. "Oh yes, fuck me..." Her hips jerked up and down and she plunged the dildo deep. Her eyes rolled up and she quivered fiercely. Her thighs shook and her face flushed. She began letting out explosive breaths.

		Having her here in my bedroom doing this was utterly amazing. I stroked to her – the pictures on my screen forgotten. Already, I had to agree that starting my morning like this would be the absolute best way to begin a day.

		She jumped out of bed and came over to me. "Whatcha looking at?" She was looking at my screen.

		I had stopped on one of the threesome pictures before being distracted.

		She purred, "Oh, nice." She looked at my desk. "You use that lotion?"

		"Uh, yeah."

		She grabbed the bottle and squirted some in her hand. "I gotta go to my Yoga session, but let me help you before I jump in the shower."

		"Oh, uh, okay."

		"You should use vegetable oil, like sunflower or avocado. Better for your skin."

		"What?"

		She waved the bottle. "This stuff has parabens in it."

		"Er... yeah?"

		"You don't want cancer on your dick, do you?"

		"Cancer?"

		"Yep." Her hand on my dick changed my thoughts entirely.

		I sighed as she stroked the lotion onto my erection.

		She grinned at the picture on the screen. "You like this, huh?"

		"Yeah." Actually, I didn't want to admit why I liked it. I was impressed with the size of the cocks being stuffed into the woman. Not cool for a guy to admit.

		You know.

		She said, "I never got to do that with my uncles."

		I had a vision of an eight-year old Terri with a man's dick in her pussy and another stuffed in her little mouth – like my threesome picture. I said, "You woulda wanted that?"

		She grinned dreamily. "Mmm." Her hand stroked me faster. "I love cock."

		Yeah...

		I was in love.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		My days and nights became a blur of sex and bonding. Three months can change a man.

		I had never thought of much beyond stick my dick in and get off, but with Terri, suddenly I discovered cuddling, hugging, and sleeping blissfully with her in my arms.

		Theo seemed happy that I had relieved him of the burden.

		Hey, sure thing, bro...

		Terri was stretching on her floor mat. Her yoga pants made my dick hard.

		I said, "Guys should be over in a few..."

		"Right." Legs split, she arched over. Then she coiled and bounded to her feet. "I'll put on my party dress."

		"You don't have to be formal..."

		She gave me a smirk. "I have work clothes, yoga clothes, and exactly one party dress."

		"Ah."

		She spun and bounced towards the bedroom. "It's a simple thing. Nothing elegant or whatever."

		I followed her. Seeing her dress and undress was art in motion.

		She stripped off her yoga pants – naked underneath.

		I laughed. "Not that I'm complaining, but no panties under those?"

		"They wrinkle up and get uncomfortable. Especially at the thigh. Almost no one wears panties under them. Besides, then you could see panty-lines. It matters."

		Who cares? It's perfect.

		She lifted her arms and slipped into a little black dress. It wasn't elegant and it was indeed simple. She picked up some panties.

		I said huskily. "Go without them."

		She gave me a playful look. "Want to get teased, huh?"

		I laughed. "Tortured."

		She beamed a coy smile and dropped them back into the drawer. "Done."

		I was so... lucky!

		I thought I heard a knock at the door.

		Opening, I saw it was the neighbor, trying to wield a long box. "Hey, Alastair."

		I liked the man. He was a biker guy but not part of a club – I never saw any colors. But he wore the jeans and chaps and a bandana holding back his lanky hair from his glasses. Something about him was ultra-masculine and I hoped someday to emulate him in some way.

		Unfortunately, he didn't have such a favorable view of me, but he was never rude.

		Alastair grunted. "Sorry; banged the door with my gun."

		I inspected the box closer.

		Indeed.

		Should I get a gun?

		My neighbor managed to unlock the tight door lock one-handed and shuffled inside.

		"Who was that?" Terri came up behind me.

		"Neighbor."

		"Oh, Romy? Or Alastair?"

		I lifted eyebrows. She knew them already? "Alastair. He hit the door with a gun box trying to unlock his door."

		She nodded as if disappointed. "They're nice."

		"I wouldn't know; he pretty much ignores me."

		She pouted.

		But my friends started to arrive.

		First was Bo.

		Then Jess from work.

		The third knock was a shock. Andy, who I had invited, and... Theo, who I had not. He was with a Mexican girl.

		I furrowed my brow in thought. What are you doing here?

		He smacked my shoulder in a friendly way. "Hey, bro. This is Francisca." He went in past me.

		More friends came after, but Theo had set me off-balance. While he was technically my friend, was he welcome if my girlfriend was his ex?

		But that answer came a few minutes later when he cornered me at the entry. "Hey, uh..."

		I grunted a query.

		"No hard feelings."

		I knew what he meant. No harm no foul over anything with Terri, including my being caught with my dick in her at his place. I relaxed with a sigh and nodded. "Yeah."

		"I'm happy for you; she's a fine girl. A little old for my tastes..."

		"Is that why you dumped her?"

		"No, I got sick of her shit. She couldn't handle me gaming on my off-time. I'm main tank for my guild in Final Fantasy. It carries a lot of responsibility."

		I shrugged.

		He shook his head. "She nagged at me incessantly to go out or have sex. Can't play doing either one."

		I frowned at him. "You know about her condition."

		He pressed his lips together in frustration. "Look, bro, she was a little old for me anyway. Francisca is more my speed, and she's a gamer ho."

		But really, his flippant answer was probably the perfect thing for him to say. I relaxed fully and smiled. "Everyone wins."

		His eyes lit up in that friendly old way. "Right!"

		I couldn't be mad at him.

		He winked. "Fair warning, I think Andy is going to try getting Terri drunk."

		I laughed. "What for?"

		He smiled and made a non-committal noise in his throat.

		Well, I wasn't going to let Andy fuck her, if that was his goal. And I knew Terri wouldn't do that to me, anyway.

		It was after everyone had arrived that I made my announcement: "Everyone..."

		Terri sat with a glass of Scotch on the arm of the couch next to Andy. She had already downed a couple shots and had gotten a refill. Her eyes shone for me. Francisca sat in the chair near her and had been racing her to see who could down more of Andy's Scotch.

		I said, "Terri and I are engaged to be married."

		The rush of hooting and catcalls was followed by laughter and cheering.

		Bo called out, "Lucky guy."

		Andy was stunned. "I knew I should have asked her first."

		My girl giggled. "Not to be mean, Andy, but I like my men older."

		I had my own stock of alcohol for the event and I poured drinks for myself and my friends.

		I had a full tumbler to pound out if I wanted to catch up to Terri – and Francisca was beating me to it. I downed one as fast as I could and poured another. The rum settled hot and wavy in my stomach and within minutes I felt a firm buzz start ringing through my head that left me smiling ear to ear.

		Terri came over to me and kissed my lips. "My man."

		I chuckled and embraced her waist, pulling her in. She was soft and pliable, and fit perfectly against my side.

		I leaned to her and whispered, "Andy's trying to get you drunk."

		She giggled. "I know."

		"You're not thinking of fucking him, are you?" The warning in my voice was obvious. I probably shouldn't have doubted her.

		"Oh... Well, I guess not, then." Her eyes were laughing.

		I wasn't sure whether or not to take her seriously, but she had never given me cause to distrust her.

		She whispered, "This Scotch is making me horny. Can I reserve you for later?"

		"Of course."

		She wobbled back over to the couch and attempted to sit on the arm.

		I had followed. "Sit on the couch; you'll crash and burn off that arm..."

		She sucked in her lower lip. "Um..."

		Francisca slurred, "He's right, ya know."

		I pointed next to Andy, but a little away.

		She shrugged and struggled up, almost toppling over. She giggled.

		I held her arm so she could stabilize herself. "See? Sit down."

		She bent over and dropped down next to Andy, but far enough away that I was happy.

		Happy.

		Only for an instant.

		Then I was in full understanding why she had been perched somewhat awkwardly on the arm of the couch. Sitting back on the sofa pulled her dress in such a way that anyone standing in front of her could see she wasn't wearing panties.

		She looked up at me with sparkling, warm eyes. "Is this better?" She parted her knees a couple inches. "Or is this?"

		My breath caught in my throat as my heart pounded with excitement. A little voyeur-tickle touched me and left me speechless.

		For a moment, I just admired her pussy. My throat felt dry and I chugged a bit of rum. I gave her pussy my best assessment. "Beautiful."

		Her smile widened to the point her eyes were all crinkled with delight. Her knees parted another couple of inches.

		But now I suddenly wanted to block the view so only I could enjoy it.

		The only problem was that Jess was on my left and Theo just joined us on my right.

		Before I could act, Jess said breathlessly, "You're one lucky guy, Davin."

		Theo said low, "She has a fine pussy, that's for sure."

		I finally said forcefully enough, "And it's mine."

		Jess threw his arm around my shoulder without taking his gaze off Terri's display. He hummed lewdly, "Mmm..."

		Despite my irritation at his brash attention, I felt myself harden. His arm around my shoulders was confidential and he was sharing with me his appreciation. That was... exciting. It was as if we were sharing our secret appreciation, man-to-man over something pure.

		He moaned again, longer and lower, as if tasting something infinitely delicious, "Mmm..."

		I hardened further to the point of pain. My heart hammered in my chest, fueled by the rum. The heat coming off of Jess buffeted me and made my dick pound in my pants. In my ear, his breathing sounds became harsher and heavier.

		Involuntarily – as if my eyes knew before I knew – I looked down to the side. His pants were sticking out in front. I jerked my eyes away before anyone could see.

		Theo nudged me. "I never thought you'd get married."

		My brain went two different directions. On the one hand, I was registering my own rising lust. On the other, I was trying to decipher if Theo was being an ass.

		I drank the rest of my rum instead. Freed of my attention, my dick began throbbing very painfully in my pants. I staggered at the sudden pressure and cramping. I turned away, waving my empty glass as an excuse.

		Terri got up and followed me into the kitchen. She snuggled up to my side and giggled.

		I looked for my bottle. "Where...?"

		"You left yours out there with the others."

		"I did...?" I muttered confused.

		And there it was, next to the other brand I had bought for the guests. I poured and sipped a little to try settling down. I wasn't certain whether I had been excited that Jess was aroused, that I was aroused, or that three of us were staring at Terri's pussy.

		It hadn't been visible as if a spotlight was on it, but from where we stood, it could be seen. I doubted Francisca or Andy had even known. I took a deep breath with that thought and saw the two of them leaning towards each other talking.

		For a brief instant, I hoped Andy would bone the hell out of Theo's girlfriend, despite the apparent rapprochement between Theo and me. I found myself staring at them without really seeing them – my vision all blurred over as I imagined Andy's naked form thrusting hard between the Mexican girl's flung out legs.

		Yeah, do it... Fuck her hard and keep doing it.

		To my utter horror, I daydreamed myself hard again. I scrubbed a hand over my face and took my bottle back to the kitchen – Terri hadn't come back to the couch.

		And I was stopped at the doorway by a sexy sight that hit me like a bus: Terri's dress was pulled all the way up from behind, exposing her naked body. Jess had his hands curled around from behind, massaging Terri's nearly flat boobs.

		My girl wore a face of rapture and delight.

		Theo chuckled at me and I noticed him standing against the sink. "She always loved how the guys couldn't keep their hands off of her."

		I didn't know who to call for first.

		Jess gave me a wink and his hands made slow circles around her nipples, rubbing the flesh there and eliciting happy groans from my fiancé. She looked at me and grinned like a happy girl with a present.

		Finally, I said, "Jess!" It was a hushed whisper.

		His eyebrows came up a little. "Quality girl, Davin. Quality girl."

		I took a step forward. "My girl. Mine." I stressed the possessive.

		He faltered, then stopped. His hands dropped away. "Oh... you don't want... Sorry, bro. No offense." He backed up two steps, hands up to show his hands were off.

		Terri, as if poked, realized I was... concerned. She dropped her dress back down into place and shot a smile back at Jess. She said to him, "Sorry."

		I scrubbed my forehead. "It's not..."

		Theo said, "She loves the attention, Davin. It's not like they were screwing..." His stress on that last word brought it home that such a thing was exactly the guilt I owned with his girlfriend.

		Just as suddenly, I felt ashamed. Flame burned up my cheeks. "Yeah, well... You're right."

		Jess looked surprised.

		On the spot with Theo, I said, "No harm; it's just touching."

		Theo added, "And she likes it."

		I scowled at him, but nodded.

		Terri brightened and shrugged. "It's just a little fun."

		I blew out a breath, not wanting to involve Jess in my shame – any more than was already known.

		She went to leave, but not before stopping at me and delivering a sloppy kiss. At the same time, her hand rubbed all along my hardness in my pants. She breathed a moan at me, "Can't wait." With a parting squeeze of my package, she left the kitchen.

		I looked down, up, around.

		Jess said, "Look, Davin, really, I—"

		I held up a hand. "It's okay, really. You're right – just touching. But would you allow me to touch your girlfriend?" I had to make a point, even if I wasn't going to admit I had done way more than touch Terri when she had been Theo's girlfriend.

		His smile widened so far it must have hurt. "Hell yeah, she likes it. She loves getting her boobs played with."

		I shook my head. "But you'd be fine with me playing with them?"

		He bounced his head. "Sure, what's the harm? Like loaning you my PS4 controller. Toys for men; they're meant to be played with."

		I wanted to argue, but found it difficult. There was something simple about his reasoning that was escaping my attempt to take a stand. That thought was going to stay with me, too.

		I finished my drink and knew I had consumed enough to buzz me the rest of the night. However, I made a snap decision to pour another because... I felt I could handle it like a man. Like Alastair next door. Surely he could handle half a bottle?

		Jess said, "You've got a winner there, buddy. I can tell; trust me."

		I sipped, nodding. "I think so."

		Theo's voice raked along my nerves in a sing-song voice, "Oh Davin..."

		I sighed. He was behind me in the doorway. "What?"

		"Terri is doing what she's good at."

		"Huh?"

		He snickered. "Andy's got her helping with his hobby."

		"What hobby?"

		"You didn't know?"

		Growling, I went to him. "Know what?"

		He pointed. "She was always helping him out at my place."

		I looked.

		Terri was on her knees in front of Andy, sucking his cock up and down. He was aiming his phone.

		I rushed past Theo. "Hey!"

		Andy looked up. He smiled and said, "Hey."

		Incredulous, I was at a brief loss for words. I blurted out, "Are you recording this?" I wanted to grab Terri and lift her head off him. Panic and indecision over the most immediate course of action left me helpless.

		Andy frowned. "No way; I'm not rude." He turned his phone. "I'm watching porn."

		I gaped. On the screen was a gal blowing a guy.

		Andy smiled and turned the phone back, thrusting up his hips for my girl's mouth.

		Terri pulled off and looked at me. Her hand immediately went to his dick and began pumping. "I do this for him all the time." Her words were very slurred. Without waiting for a response, her mouth descended on Andy's shaft again. He groaned.

		I felt numb with shock and lust. It looked great, but Terri was my girl. And there was my girl, kissing and sucking my friend's cock right in front of me. In front of all of us.

		I expected everyone to laugh at me.

		Except...

		To their side, Francisca had her hand stuffed up her skirt and down her panties. She was fingering fast and panting.

		I held out my hands, not sure where to put an end to all this.

		Terri pulled off, jacking his shaft faster. "Does she look good?"

		Andy showed her the video.

		My girl smiled. "That one, again? You need to find a better one. Alright, let me get the tempo right."

		He held the phone for her until her head movements matched the girl in the video. He sighed happily and turned it back to him.

		She mumbled, "Cum for me." Her hand massaged his balls and the other stroked the base of his shaft. Her lips slid wetly up and down his cock. Her hand moved down and began massaging her pussy.

		Francisca moaned, "Oh, fuck yes. Do it."

		I found I was watching like everyone else and my dick was so hard I was in agony.

		We all watched Andy tense up and drain his balls into my fiancé's mouth.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		I rammed my dick into Terri's wet pussy. "Oh fuck!"

		She moaned loudly, happily. "Do me..."

		I pumped like a madman. With each thrust, I took out a combination of feelings: lust; irritation; intrigue; and relief.

		The alcohol-fueled display had my cock harder than ever. I finally had a girlfriend and she was hotter than fuck. But I was also irritated that she had slipped so easy into having fun. And yet, I was intrigued by her apparent bond to me that accepted my boundaries with a shrug and acquiescence. Would she have gone farther? Of course, I was ultimately relieved she hadn't bedded Andy. Or Jess.

		Would Jess have done her with his girlfriend waiting wherever?

		The thought of Jess made me ram Terri harder. He had gotten hard looking at my girl's pussy. I liked that more than anything else that had happened.

		I said, "You have such a beautiful pussy..."

		She hummed beneath me, her bright eyes locked on mine. "I love showing it off. Seeing all the guys get hard over me is thrilling."

		I thrust deep, punctuating my words. "Jess was struggling with a hard-on as soon as you sat on the couch."

		She murmured, "I know; he made me so wet. He's your age, too."

		Warning bells rang. I asked suspiciously, "Would you have let him do you in the kitchen?" I had a sense of impending doom that she had done it with me; she would have done it with him.

		She jerked her head back. "No."

		That was a shock.

		A pleasant one.

		I asked, relieved, "No?"

		"Why, would you have wanted me to?"

		"No, I was just asking. He has a girlfriend."

		"Does that matter?"

		"Well, no... I guess not."

		"No, I just liked him touching me. It was fun."

		I thrust and pumped. "You liked the touching, or you liked him?"

		"Both. I love being touched, but it depends on the person. Like Jimmy, for instance. Blech."

		I laughed. "Glad I didn't invite him, I guess."

		"He's annoying."

		"I thought Jess was going to cum in his pants over you."

		Her eyes shone and she wriggled under me. "Have you ever seen his dick?"

		That surprised me. "Uh, yeah, once in the restroom at work. A glimpse."

		"Was it nice?"

		I shrugged.

		"Describe it." She thrust her hips up at me.

		"It was light-colored, like mine. Not all red and angry."

		"Was it small? Or large?"

		"Uh, well, it was kinda limp at the time..."

		"Yeah, but you can tell if one is big or small even when it's limp."

		Her interest spurred my efforts. I tried to hit bottom with each push, beginning to grunt with the effort. "He had a thick head."

		Her eyes rolled up in her head and her mouth dropped open. Her moan came all the way up from the depths of her pussy.

		I asked breathlessly, "You like that?"

		She bit her lip in an agonizingly slow movement. "Yeah..." Suddenly, she reached over for her phone and tapped it on. "I took a few pictures of him." She showed me.

		I was a little taken aback, but she had taken a few of everyone – even Francisca.

		She settled on one that showed his bulge. "Do me, Davin." Her eyes were latched onto her screen. "Do it deep."

		I'm not sure what I was. Maybe a little buzzed still? Maybe kind of perturbed? Possibly a little turned on?

		I had gone from pretty much no sex to full-time sex with a real girlfriend. The change was disconcerting.

		Had me confused.

		Surely, I pounded her harder out of some anger. But that wasn't all of it.

		Her free hand snaked down between us and diddled there. Her breathing became shallow and fast. Her grunts became mixed with moans.

		I taunted her out of curiosity. "You liked him?"

		Her eyes flicked to mine and focused.

		Brief.

		"He was fine. Better than... relating to... Andy or Theo."

		"Bo?"

		"Bo's cool. A bit aloof, though. Tell me about Jess' cock."

		"I've told you what I know."

		"Tell me anyway. How long is it? How hard?"

		I caught her drift. I pressed all the way in and held it there. "This long."

		She shuddered suddenly and let out a long moan. Her hips bucked up once, twice. Then she sighed. "Oh yes... Is he hard?"

		"Yeah, he was hard for you."

		"No, I mean right now?"

		"Oh, yeah, definitely. He's super hard for you."

		Her brow crinkled up and her mouth was open wide. Her head came up and her body quivered on the edge.

		I pounded as hard as I could. "Does his cock feel good in there?"

		She let out an abrupt scream of surprise and bucked hard underneath me. Her skin flushed hot and then went clammy-cold as her body flopped through an orgasmic eruption. Her eyes rolled up and closed and she made guttural grunting noises as her hips fucked my cock with abandon.

		That she was so turned on by my talk blew me over the edge. Hot pulses raced up my dick and exploded into her.

		I would not have imagined having a girlfriend could be so hot in such unimagined ways.

		Satisfying ways.

		Yes, my friends were right; I was a lucky man.

		

	
		CHAPTER 10

		

		I rolled out of bed a little early. Had to go. Too much drink the previous night.

		Coming out, she was still asleep. Her hair was messed on the pillow and her closed eyes held an innocence that had been stolen by her uncles.

		No matter what she said, they had used her and it was wrong.

		I sat at my computer and moved the mouse. Coming out of sleep mode, I resumed looking at the porn from the previous day.

		She stirred beside me. "Mmm..."

		"You're awake? It's early."

		"Maybe I'll sleep a little more." But she looked up at my screen.

		Sneaking suspicion and doubt made me ask, "Maybe you want to marry Jess?"

		She sat up. "No. What makes you say that?"

		"Last night..."

		She blew air derisively out her lips. "That's just talk. It got me off and you, too."

		I was quiet.

		She said, "I chose you and you chose me; I'm not interested in changing that."

		"You sucked Andy right in front of us—"

		"So? It's just something I do for him all the time. It's not like I let him fuck me."

		She sort of had a point.

		But I wanted exclusivity. "Well, your mine now, right? Maybe he should get someone else to do that for him."

		She looked a little disappointed. "Seriously? Well... okay."

		"Just like that?"

		She furrowed her brow. "Yes, just like that. I love you; I want to be the woman you want me to be."

		The unexpected submission left me wavering somewhere up in the air. I realized I had power here and wondered if I came off far too heavy-handed. I tried to distract from it. "You wouldn't want me licking Francisca, would you?"

		She tilted her head at me. "Well, if she was clean and little-prick Theo was forced to watch... That would be fun."

		I coughed back a laugh. That she and I had some of the same feelings was very reassuring.

		She got up and grabbed the oil bottle that had replaced my lotion. She upended it and dribbled some liquid onto my cock. I had been stroking it absentmindedly. She looked at the screen. "Let me top you up. We don't want it all wore out and chafed." She squinted. "She's pretty. Do you stroke to her much?"

		She was seeing the pretty curly-haired dirty-blonde girl in the corner of the page. I said, "Once or twice..."

		"Stroke to her. Let me see."

		I did so, but said, "I could've stroked to you last night when you sat back on the couch."

		She gripped my dick and gave it a few up and down strokes. "Did you like the view?"

		"Yes. So did Jess and Theo."

		"Well, I could care less about Theo, but I guess it's nice Jess enjoyed it, too."

		I hummed low as she stroked.

		She said, "I wish you guys would have."

		"Huh?"

		"Stroked."

		"Right there?"

		She let out a long sigh, her eyes glazed over. "My uncles used to look at my naked body and stroke over me before they entered. I love seeing men stroke their cocks for me."

		I thought about seeing women diddle over my naked body. I could see the appeal. "Yeah, I guess that would be nice."

		"Well, tell Jess the next time he's around that if he sees me flash, he has to pull out his cock and stroke it for me."

		"You'd want to see that?"

		She jacked my cock with enthusiasm. "Oh, definitely. Would be even better if I had a video of it. Think you can take over?" She removed her hand.

		I gladly gripped my dick and began fisting it.

		She settled back on the bed and took out her phone and dildo. Within a minute, she was plunging the dildo in and out of her pussy and watching some guy stroke his shaft on her screen. She glanced my way. "Are you stroking to her? The blonde girl?"

		"Yes."

		"I'll tease Jess next time in my yoga outfit."

		"But you'd be all covered."

		She giggled.

		"What?"

		"Keep that in mind for later."

		I'm not sure what she meant by later. But over the next week, I found myself dwelling on the party and what had happened.

		At work, Jess seemed indifferent and unchanged. No knowing winks or side-looks. Cassidy's nose couldn't have been sniffing air any higher, but her opinion didn't matter to me. She surely thought I was crushed at her rejection of me, but I wasn't.

		Nothing seemed different except for me. Had I been turned on by seeing Terri's flash on the couch? Some, surely. But had I been more turned on by Jess getting a hard-on over my fiancé? I had felt it from him with his arm around my shoulders just as surely as if I had seen it sticking out of his pants while he looked at Terri's pussy.

		I had been pleased Terri didn't go ballistic with my porn and I was comfortable now with her having her own stash. I hadn't planned all that out before I had a girlfriend – it had just... happened.

		I truly was lucky.

		Would it make a difference if my fiancé had a video of Jess stroking himself instead of just some random guy from the internet?

		I'm not sure what got into me, but I asked him less than a week after the party. "Jess..."

		"Yeah, bud." He stopped the hand-truck and leaned on it.

		"Would you be willing to make a stroke video?"

		"Huh?"

		"You know, like a cam of yourself jacking off... for Terri? She thought it would be hot."

		He moved his head back. "Ah, no. Thanks, though. I don't do that kind of thing."

		I didn't know what to say. I was quiet a second, looking at the ground, and then just nodded to end it. I walked away.

		I couldn't be positive, but from Terri's reaction to his refusal, I think it was me who was more disappointed.

		From that point on, I felt a hint of frustration rising in me that he had refused. Terri mattered, and she was more important than Jess. He should've acquiesced.

		

	
		CHAPTER 11

		

		Two months later...

		I kissed my bride.

		Our mouths made the promise of our later planned activities as husband and wife.

		Wife.

		Husband.

		I couldn't exactly wrap my head around those words. But the ring felt heavy on my finger.

		Substantial.

		Final.

		Terri was alive with blush and energy. She and my mother had taken to each other like sudden best friends. My mother crowed like a hen with advice about how to control me.

		Dry looks from me didn't daunt mom.

		But Terri was there for me, not my mother. Despite all the advice from mom, my fiancé had not changed one bit. She loved me, held me at night, and made the hottest love I had never dreamed of as a single guy.

		We went to the movies, we had sex. We went for walks and occasionally shopped for clothing. And had sex.

		I never felt at any point as if Terri was biding her time until she could drop the Master Hammer and rule my life.

		Nope.

		The only point of regret I had and I would never share with Terri is that she couldn't have kids and I actually began to think that having kids wasn't all that bad an idea.

		But she couldn't have any.

		The little after-party at my house was for close friends only. The reception was a formality for relatives. The party was for unwinding.

		And it wasn't a fantastically great party for the history books; it was a quiet little affair that lasted just under two hours.

		Terri was still in her wedding dress mom had bought her. It was a cute thing cut in a Spanish style – one leg exposed up high. Lots of lace at the collar and wrists. Her little hat had a hint of a veil – nothing traditional, except that it was all white.

		The hat was pinned in such a way that she had to lift her chin to see out from under the edge of the veil. Adorable over that bright smile of hers.

		Bo sprawled on the couch. "Should be leaving these two to themselves, I think."

		Theo grunted his assent.

		Andy and Jimmy looked let down.

		Jess and Gina gave us sly looks. They got up first. His girl was nice enough, but I could tell that she felt like the outsider here.

		Well... she was.

		Theo said, "Bathroom run before I go."

		I shook hands with Jess at the door.

		Alastair and Romy were coming along the hall. The older woman's face lit up. "Today was the day?"

		Terri accepted Romy's embrace. "Yeah, this was the day."

		"You should've invited us."

		Alastair grumped. "I thought he was gay."

		His wife snapped, "Ally."

		"Well?"

		I choked back a laugh. "Gay? Me?"

		The older man scratched at his wiry beard. "Never saw you with a girl – only guys." He shrugged. Then he stuck out his hand warmly. "Grats."

		Surprised by the sudden show of cordiality, I rushed to accept the shake.

		Jess said, "See ya at work."

		I waved at him with my other hand before turning my attention back to Alastair.

		He said, "Terri's been over chatting with Romy. Seems like a nice girl." He glanced at her.

		Terri giggled. "Yes, hello, I'm right here."

		Bo and Andy brushed past. "Later bro," in unison.

		Had pretty much said my goodbyes inside, so I ignored the people leaving. Rather, I was immediately interested in the sudden attention from Alastair.

		I wasn't hot for the guy, you know? But I kinda looked up to him in a way. His acceptance of me as a man had some kind of meaning. Why I had affixed him as the goal, I don't know.

		He whistled low at Terri's dress. "Nice bit of fabric there."

		Terri did a little curtsy complete with a blush.

		I knew she liked older men.

		He was one man I didn't mind her showing off for at all.

		Romy said, "We're having a little shindig next Friday. Come on by; you're invited."

		I was nonplussed. "Me, too?"

		Alastair's chuckle was deep and throaty. "Yeah, you too."

		Romy kissed Terri's cheek. "See you guys."

		I retreated with my new wife into our apartment. Feeling on top of the world, I sprawled on the floor by the couch where we had pretty much first tangled.

		She wasn't as unaware as I imagined her. "Want a repeat of your birthday?"

		It was still early and we wouldn't be going to bed for hours. I smiled in answer and began removing my rented tux slacks.

		She lifted her dress in display. "You never checked." She was naked underneath.

		"You daring little slut." It was said with much affection.

		She pushed me back and knelt down next to me, dress still pulled up so she could access herself. "Just relax."

		I was propped up on my elbows, comfortably. I watched her pretty mouth descend on my dick. Her head moved slow at first while my dick hardened to full. Then she sped up, making long up and down passes at my shaft.

		Tension drained out of my body like water out of a broken container. Another – much better – tension replaced it centered on my hips. Within seconds, my head was swimming from what she was doing to my erection.

		Her hand reached down and fingered herself.

		I saw the movement that was out of place.

		I opened my eyes fully and focused.

		Theo was coming out of the bathroom, grinning at our display.

		Terri felt my posture shift and pulled her head up, looking at me.

		I said, "Hey, uh..." I lifted my chin in a big nod – letting her know someone was behind her, and for him, I figured my intention would be pretty clear: we're busy here, get lost.

		Terri looked over her shoulder in the direction of my gaze and nod.

		Theo said, "Want to get that pussy licked while you blow him?"

		I said, "We were—"

		Terri said, "Uh, well, I thought we were alone, but sure."

		A flash of annoyance slipped through me, but Terri had kept jacking me and as Theo got on all fours behind her, she jacked me faster.

		I gasped.

		Then her mouth came down, sucking me in again.

		Well, if he wants to eat the pussy I've been cumming in, then go right ahead. I relaxed a bit and let her suck me into a stupor again. With Theo licking her pussy, her attention on my cock was even more intense.

		I moaned happily at my first married blowjob.

		Terri moaned lustily at being serviced while she blew me.

		And the slurping sounds were making my dick even harder.

		That's right, Theo, lick the hole I stuff my dick into. Lick it good.

		Terri stopped sucking long enough to say to him, "You always were good at eating pussy."

		Theo chuckled.

		Then she added, "When you cared to."

		"Consider it a better wedding gift than the spice rack I got you."

		I laughed to myself and closed my eyes. I hadn't wanted anyone here on the night she became my wife, but this was somehow fitting that her ex-boyfriend was performing services for her pleasure while she pleasured me. I'd kick him out after this and have her to myself.

		She moaned again, louder.

		The vibrations her hum sent through my dick had my head spinning. I felt her hand trembling on the base of my shaft. She let out another moan, even louder.

		I thrust my hips up.

		As if in response, she moved her head forward and then back. My dick hit strange angles in her mouth.

		She moaned long, low, and hard.

		Her head moved again, forward then back, harder.

		My eyes snapped open and I blinked rapidly to clear them.

		I had an instant flash of fear... and I was right.

		Theo was knelt behind her, pushing his hips against her butt. His hands were gripped on her waist and his eyes were closed. His hips moved back and forth and I knew what he was doing.

		I opened my mouth in outrage.

		Just at that instant, Terri stopped sucking me and looked at me with dazed eyes. She said to me, "Thank you; this is so fucking hot."

		Theo pounded her pussy harder.

		Her mouth came back down on my dick.

		My erection threatened to burst as she sucked the life right out of me.

		I gasped out against the rising need to cum – to fight against what was happening. I said desperately to him, "I hadn't wanted to share her pussy."

		Theo stopped and looked at me confused. "Didn't you beckon me over?"

		"No."

		Terri pulled off. "What?"

		I said, disgusted, rushing to get the words out properly, "I wanted to be the only one in her after our wedding. Now you've been there. On our fucking wedding night."

		Theo laughed. "Sorry, not sorry. And it's too late; I'm already in her." He began pumping her pussy with his cock again.

		Terri looked at me. "I thought you were nodding to include him?"

		"Uh, no!"

		She said, "Well, it is sort of too late, why not let him? It's not like we haven't fucked before." She waggled her hips side to side.

		Theo thrust so forcefully that her hair bounced. "Yeah."

		I lifted up. "No!"

		My new wife's eyes focused on me and then she instantly twisted away from her ex. "You heard him, Theo."

		He coughed and rolled his eyes. "Fine, whatever. I thought you were inviting me." He pulled on his pants. Then he said with a shrug, "Consider it payback then for what happened in my kitchen."

		I griped, "I thought all was forgiven."

		He spread his hands. "It is, and we're even."

		"Get the fuck out."

		He snickered. "Woo, mister bossy. Ha ha, my dick was in your new bride before yours. Score. Win."

		Three steps and I slammed my open palm into the back of his head. His forehead hit the front door.

		"Hey! Fuck!" He glared at me, then looked down. He said bitterly, "Pussy."

		I knew he knew he couldn't take me. All the little bitch had left was name-calling. I opened the door and waved him out.

		Romy was outside and eyeballed both of us. Her eyes dropped to my dick. A tiny upward curl stretched the left side of her mouth and touched her eyes. She scurried into her apartment with the bag she was carrying.

		

	
		CHAPTER 12

		

		I let Terri handle my dick in bed. I was still burned about Theo.

		She said, "I'm sorry. I thought you were inviting him."

		My words were hot, bitter. "Quit apologizing."

		"You're mad."

		"Hell yes, I'm mad. At him."

		"Not at me?"

		I looked at her. "Why in the world would you think I wanted your ex to stick his cock in you on our wedding night?"

		She shrugged. "It seemed like the thing to do at the moment? And your cock was so hard..."

		I made a disgusted sound.

		Tear welled in her eyes. "I didn't know, I'm sorry."

		I growled at the ceiling, "Theo!"

		"I went with what I thought you wanted."

		I looked at her, accusation and all. "You liked it, too."

		She wiped at her eyes. "I'm not going to lie; it felt good. To have him lick me while I felt your cock in my hand and mouth was something wonderful."

		Frustration raged inside me. "But Theo!"

		She shrugged. "Am I too dirty now that my husband won't have sex with me?"

		I blew out a breath. "No... I guess we can try to erase him being in there. Lay down."

		She complied, opening her legs. She was still in her wedding dress, though she had removed the hat.

		Her pussy didn't look any different. I stabbed my erection into her, relishing the feel while trying to detect some ghostly stain of his entry.

		I gave her several good pumps, slowly losing the anger over his audacious actions – mistaken or not.

		I finally calmed enough to say, "You really liked him fucking you?"

		Her lip trembled. "It felt good. With what was happening, I was close to cumming. But you're right; it should have been anyone but him."

		The notion felt a little better, but I hadn't wanted to share her with anyone. "I had planned to be the only one in you on our wedding night."

		She asked, "Would it have been better if it was... Jess?"

		I sighed. "Infinitely."

		She closed her eyes and gasped. "That's hot."

		My thought process wasn't moving along those lines but I changed directions as it occurred to me. "So if Jess had been there you would have preferred his dick?"

		She nodded quickly. "He's... older. You know."

		"Older, yeah." I ventured something of interest to me. "So even Alastair?"

		Her hips bucked up at me ferociously. She hissed, "Yes!"

		"You would have... liked having Alastair shove his big cock into you while you blew me?"

		She lifted her legs, locking her ankles behind my back. She pulled on me, squeezing her eyes shut. "Oh fuck, yes!"

		I had the flash of inspiration. "He's so big; you'd be like a little girl to him."

		Her eyes bugged out and she hauled on me to go deeper. She cried out, "Oh! Oh yes! Fuck me, Alastair!"

		My head swam with satisfaction at nailing her sexual kink. It went all the way back to her uncles. I rammed my cock into her hard.

		She pushed her hips up to my thrusts with little grunts. "Oh, please... please!"

		"Would that have been the perfect wedding night?"

		She cried out, louder, wordlessly now as the rising lust in her approached orgasm.

		"Having his giant cock in your tight little pussy?"

		Her body shook, frozen – as if a piano wire stretched to the breaking point. Her breaths were micro gasps that couldn't have possibly given her any air. She let loose, flopping beneath me and almost tossing me off as her feminine hurdle was reached and she broke over the edge.

		I tried to stay on her as her hips bucked up to my cock mercilessly.

		Her head flung side to side. "Oh yes, fuck my little pussy, Alastair. Fuck me deep!"

		I certainly had not intended any of this, but I rode the wave and was secretly pleased that my new wife liked Alastair rather than Theo.

		That she liked the same guy I did, if for other reasons, made my dick so hard I thought it would rupture apart. I fucked Terri hard and fast now that she had let loose. I slipped out twice due to our thrashings on the bed.

		I gave my best imitation of his voice, "Come here little girl."

		She was delirious. "Oh yes! I want his dick in me. I want it in me. I want his big cock—" She shuddered violently, clenching her jaw shut. It was almost an ugly-cry, and then her face relaxed into a glowing symbol of satisfaction. She panted loudly. "Wow, a second one..."

		I was on the edge myself and all caught up in the elation of finally making a personal contact with my neighbor. Would he have been in Theo's place in any stretch of the imagination? I pictured him behind my wife thrusting and I lost it.

		Cum squirted out of me hot and painful at the thought of the tall older guy shoving his cock into my Terri. The cum seared my shaft as it shot up and out. Squirt after squirt left me as I pictured Alastair grunting his load into my wife.

		I had never been into the whole cuck thing, except to be glad of taking advantage of Theo's girlfriends. But that meant I was more of the bull, not the cuck. In this case...

		While I had laughed at the idea that I could be a good little cuck and enjoy someone violating my wife, I actually liked the idea of Alastair stretching her pussy open.

		In fact, I'd even help by holding her pussy open for him – that's how much I liked him. I imagined him having a thick dick and watching it make my wife's pussy the most perfect and prettiest picture I could envision. Wave after wave tore out of me until I fantasized him pulling out, spent.

		After leaving his manly perfection in my woman.

		I rolled off of her and gasped to catch my breath. I changed the subject to something I had been fearing – but had not come to pass. "What happened to your uncles? You didn't invite them to the wedding? I sort of expected..."

		She heaved a couple of desperate breaths coming off her own orgasm. She turned her head away. "I don't know."

		"What do you mean?"

		"I don't even know where they are."

		"After all that time being fucked by them—"

		"When the doctor thing broke, they fled the country."

		We were silent for a long time.

		Everyone... was living with the consequences of what had happened.

		

	
		CHAPTER 13

		

		The following Wednesday...

		"The guys will be over soon." I had sprung for the UFC fight on cable.

		Terri was sprawled on the couch in a bikini bottom and a tank top. "Right."

		"Maybe put on something a little more—"

		"Baby, it's hot. The air conditioner won't be fixed until Monday. I'm really, really looking forward to the party Friday. Their air conditioning works."

		"But you're wearing panties."

		"They're bikini bottoms."

		"They look like panties." The bottoms were essentially a triangular patch that covered mostly everything held together by strings at the hips. But if she bent a knee up, the sides of her pussy showed.

		"Davin, it's hot. This is what I'm wearing. Besides, I don't care if they get all horny and shit. Teasing them is fun. That's why I'm wearing this particular piece. If I'm going to burn up, I might as well have fun doing it."

		I blew out a breath. "Jess is coming."

		"You told me."

		"But he—"

		"Has already seen my pussy and he was happy. He didn't run screaming like a sissy from the apartment."

		I blew another breath of resignation. "Fine..."

		She considered my face. Her shoulders dropped and she got up. "Whatever. I'll put on my yoga pants."

		"Thank you..."

		She did a half-hearted stomp into the bedroom.

		I had bought a mega-bag of popcorn: I poured two large bowls for the coffee table.

		She came out. "Better?"

		"Much."

		She got down into a yoga stretch and bent in such a way that I was afforded a prime view of her ass.

		My eyes widened. "Uh..."

		She straightened. "Remember you said that yoga pants covered everything?"

		"Er, I think so."

		"Well, we wear these not just for ease of movement, but to show off. I get one married guy all out of breath behind me at class."

		I chuckled. "Married? And do you really do that?"

		She rolled her eyes. "All of us do. Except the stuck-up sexless types – they make sure they're in the back row so no one can get a good look."

		Even from the front, her pussy mound was so defined it looked like she had been painted rather than clothed.

		I liked it.

		But... guests.

		I started to draw a breath.

		She lowered her chin and eyebrows. "Davin."

		"What?"

		"I know that look. You're changing your mind."

		"Maybe the panties weren't so bad."

		Her head did that adorable little turn to the side, eyes locked on mine, and a small smile ghosting her lips. The expression was one I had come to learn: it said, "I love you but I told you so..."

		I laughed abruptly.

		She poured me a tumbler of rum. "Here, relax."

		I let out a long sigh and knocked it back. "I... guess you can wear whatever you want. Both choices are..."

		"Are what?"

		"Great. Revealing. Sexy. I don't know."

		"Maybe I'll do both."

		"Eh?" I half caught that as I stuffed the popcorn bag back in the cabinet.

		"I'll wear both. I'll wear the bikini bottoms until someone looks like they're going to burst. Then I'll switch to yoga pants and tease Jess."

		"You evil girl."

		She batted her eyelashes not in innocence, but in an open display of apparent confusion. Yet, the sarcasm that misted her words gave flavor to her feigned expression, "Who, me?"

		"I think I can see how you overcame your uncles."

		She twisted away, looking at me over her shoulder with an impish smile.

		I admired her backside in the yoga pants. Her cheeks wiggled tightly and made my breath catch. I asked, "Is the only reason you take yoga to tease guys?"

		She stopped at the bedroom door – hand holding the frame. A sad expression replaced the playful. "Some yoga stretches relieve PID pain."

		And just like that, the reality was brought home to me that her condition was something that was going to be with her for life. My admiration grew for her cheerful, carefree outlook in the face of real adversity.

		She was back in her bikini bottoms when the guys began to arrive.

		Bo shuffled past me in his usual lazy gait. Behind him was Theo. Behind him, Francisca.

		I ground my teeth together. I had not invited him, but Bo obviously had.

		Theo grinned at me and lifted a sack. "Vodka. The good stuff."

		The tension drained off me – mostly. "Hey, Theo."

		Francisca paused ever so briefly in front of me and looked up at me from under her eyelashes. She licked her lips and then was moving away. I had seen other Mexican gals do the same to me or other guys.

		Not sure what it meant.

		There was an element of perturbed condescension about the expression. And some kind of sexiness.

		I don't know.

		Most Latino gals I noticed who flirted usually leaned over a bit to display cleavage. Francisca didn't do that to me.

		I checked out her backside... just because. She was a thick girl, but younger than my Terri. Definitely Theo's speed. Her denim shorts were a little too small for her and the rips in them a little too obvious.

		Well, what can be said of women? If you got it, flaunt it. Whereas men... any display was met by feminine eye rolls. Seemed like women preferred sweaters and baggy pants over skin-tight man-clothing.

		Jess came without Gina. Jimmy came with some guy I didn't know and who was wearing mascara and guyliner.

		I didn't want to know.

		Ron and Andy came last, with a girl in tow. Ron grinned secretively. "This is Lexi."

		She gave me a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Thanks for inviting me."

		I hadn't.

		I grunted and shrugged.

		She was already following Ron into the apartment.

		Alastair poked his head out of his door. "What's all the ruckus?"

		I felt defensive. "It's just some guys knocking..."

		His grin told me I had heard it wrong. He wasn't criticizing or complaining.

		I scratched my head. "Gonna be watching the UFC fight."

		His eyebrows came down in consideration as he focused on me. "Oh?" His smile widened and he said, "Huh!" As if he had discovered something. He nodded and said, "You and Terri coming over still, Friday?"

		"Wouldn't miss it." Maybe I was too fervent in my response.

		He pulled his head back with a curt nod and shut his door.

		When I closed mine and joined everyone, I saw Lexi kicking Andy's ankle. He was staring at my Terri.

		I made the instant connection that Lexi wasn't just going with Ron, but also Andy.

		Saucy.

		Well, the two of them had earned it, surely.

		Jess was sitting down on the floor with Terri, talking about something. She held her phone and he reached for his. Some mention from him about pattern and I missed the rest.

		I glanced at the contents that came out of Theo's sack: three bottles of Absolut unflavored vodka. He hadn't been kidding; it was a great, solid vodka. Sort of put my offering to shame.

		But then, they could drink his and I had my rum.

		Terri said, "Come on." She got up with Jess in tow.

		The highlight show was going and the match starting soon. I followed them after a moment.

		They were in the bathroom, door open. He was taking pictures of her.

		I said, "What's this?"

		He ignored me.

		She said, "He wanted some pictures to show Gina."

		I laughed. "Like she'd appreciate that?"

		Jess mumbled, "The style and pattern of her bikini."

		She said, "I told him anything he takes, he has to share with you."

		"Me?" I was confused.

		She bent over and pulled the back of her bottoms down about halfway. "Take one like this, Jess."

		He chuckled and took one. Then he squatted and took another – at a much sexier angle.

		I swallowed. "I coulda took my own pictures."

		Terri looked back at me. "Maybe he should show everything he takes to Gina."

		Jess cracked up. "I don't know..."

		Terri turned around and leaned back against the sink – hips thrust forward lewdly. "How's that?"

		Jess cleared his throat. "It's... eh."

		My wife looked disappointed. "What?"

		He motioned with a sheepish grin, "Spread your feet a bit."

		Terri blushed. "Oh..." She moved her feet wide apart.

		Jess moaned. "Ummm, yeah. Very nice."

		I hardened rapidly. Her bikini bottoms just didn't cover much if her legs were open. The sides of her pussy were in the open air.

		Already, Jess was breathing heavier. "Very... nice..."

		My cock twitched and swelled. I don't know what it was about Jess, but when he got excited over my wife, I got excited, too.

		Terri said, "Wait till I switch to my yoga pants."

		He said, "Can't wait. I'd love to get a few pics of yoga poses."

		I asked drily, "You going to show those to Gina?"

		"Maybe. Maybe not. Probably not."

		I laughed in derision.

		He looked up at me, face flushed. "Hey... If you were in my position..."

		I laughed more naturally. "Yeah, I guess so..." If he wanted some pics of my girl in her yoga outfit, then I was flattered. I got harder imagining him masturbating over Terri while his Gina primped in the mirror. In a flash of I don't know what, I said to Terri, "Give him a little peek." I waved my fingers. "He's already seen it..."

		Her eyebrows twitched and so did her lips – into a smile. She peeled the front of her bottoms down about halfway.

		Jess didn't get the picture; he fell over. His moan turned into an, "Oh... fuck..." His phone spun on the bathroom linoleum.

		I burst out laughing as he scrambled for it. "Uh, I think you have to do it again... he missed the shot."

		Terri was blushing a very warm shade of pink. "Well, okay. Are you ready?"

		Jess croaked wordlessly.

		I was getting really hard and very much enjoying this little bathroom tease.

		She pulled the front down again.

		He cleared his throat and said, "Wait."

		I saw he was recording it as a video. I held my tongue – slightly perturbed he refused to give her a video of him, but willing to take one of her.

		He gasped, "A little lower."

		Terri didn't bother with any littleness about it. She pulled the bottoms fully away and exposed all of her pussy.

		The moan of relief and lust that came from Jess made my cock pound with a painful ache. His hand was shaking as he recorded the view. His breathing was harsh and ragged.

		I taunted him, "Looks good, don't it?"

		"Very."

		I decided against asking him to compare it all to Gina – his answer might hurt Terri. Finally, I said, "I think that's good enough for him. If he sees any more, he's going to pass out."

		Pulling her thumb forward and up, Terri let the bikini fabric snap back into place.

		Jess let out an audible sigh. He stood awkwardly, and grabbed at his crotch. He tried to adjust it as quickly as he could.

		Nothing was said.

		But Terri looked down at the movement and licked her lips.

		Jess hesitated, staring at her.

		Sensing his hopeful expectation, I interrupted him by pulling on his arm. "Match should be starting soon."

		Terri led the way and sat again on the floor.

		Jess dropped down next to her and they sat together, touching shoulders. During the match, they would incline their heads toward each other to speak or whisper. I saw her smile a few times. Despite all that, they didn't otherwise touch.

		After the first match, she got up to go change.

		Ron and Andy were sitting so close with Lexi between them that I don't think anyone in the apartment could've thought they were anything other than a threesome. The two guys even took turns kissing her neck.

		And I thought after considering it, Lucky girl. Gets attention from two guys. She must feel special.

		Who was I to say her getting that kind of satisfaction was wrong?

		Terri stood by Jess, grinning. She looked at me and winked.

		Theo chortled, "Still teasing with yoga pants?"

		Francisca tsked. She muttered, "Anyone can wear yoga pants."

		Bo called, "Do a pose."

		Terri said, "I had promised Jess, so..." She got down and stretched. And leaned. And stretched some more. Ass in the air, her pussy was about as obvious as a scream in a library.

		Bo chuckled.

		Francisca said under her breath, "Oh, brother."

		Jess said, "Mmm..." His phone was recording.

		Lexi was kissing Andy.

		My wife twisted around and lifted one leg up high, gripping her ankle. She really might as well have been naked.

		Jess moaned again.

		In a burst of giggles, Terri pulled her leg in and got up. Her blush was bright. "I think I'll change back; I think Jess might die if I don't." She skipped from the living room into the bedroom.

		Jess asked, "Should I follow her?"

		I coughed. "Uh, no."

		He looked somewhat disappointed.

		Terri's voice ghosted from the bedroom, "I heard that..."

		My rum had given me a nice buzz. Terri hadn't had any, but when she came out, she eyed my tumbler. She went into the kitchen for my rum.

		Jess got up.

		No way was I going to let him alone with her. I followed.

		She had poured herself a glass and was sipping in the middle of the kitchen.

		He stood beside her. "Thank you for the yoga stuff." He patted his phone pocket.

		She made a laughing noise in her throat. But said with a serious note, "You wouldn't make a video for me."

		He opened his mouth to protest, but only made a choked sound. He had been cornered.

		She handed me the bottle when I motioned.

		Jess turned to the counter and poured himself another vodka. He left the glass on the counter and embraced Terri from behind. It was a simple hug that wasn't forced or rushed.

		She leaned her head back and smiled at him.

		His arms circled her above her waist and he bent his mouth and nose to her neck. Terri moved one hand up to cup his head.

		She hummed with pleasure.

		I didn't think anything about it was bad, so I took a drink. Let him take a good whiff of something he wasn't going to have. Her skin smelled heavenly.

		His hands didn't remain cupped below her belly button, though. A simple shift and move slid his fingers down into her bottoms. Just like that. His wrists bent and his hand moved lower, inward.

		Terri groaned in surprise and her eyes widened in shock. But she staggered her legs open and leaned back into him.

		His hand curled and I knew he had not just touched her pussy, but had found her hole and stuffed as many fingers as he could up into it.

		My wife's knees buckled and her legs shook. Her thigh muscles quivered and she let out a long moan that seemed to come up from her soul.

		He whispered, "Fuck, you're wet." His fingers moved and I heard obvious sloshing sounds.

		I hadn't wanted to say anything when he dipped his hands down. Now I was frozen with the sight of lust and excitement. Now I dared not say anything.

		Unless it went too far.

		For some reason, having Jess shove his fingers up my wife's pussy didn't seem bad at all. I probably would've rejected the whole idea if I had taken the time to think it through beforehand, but seeing it happen without planning was different.

		I liked it.

		I hoped he enjoyed it more than if he had been doing it to Gina.

		Jess fucked my wife's pussy with his fingers and I stood there hard as fuck.

		Terri's hand grasped feebly at his head. His frantic movements in her bottoms had her shaking so hard she looked decidedly unsteady.

		I tried to adjust my aching cock.

		She looked just at that moment, regarding me with eyes so glazed I wasn't sure she had really seen me. But she twisted her arm and hand, bringing it down inside his encircling arm. She reached back and gripped his crotch. A few squeezes later, she was rubbing the length through his jeans.

		He moaned.

		She turned then towards him, forcing his hands to disengage. She tilted her head up and they began kissing. I could see her entire form quivering with need.

		His hands came down on her ass and shoved the bottoms down.

		If I didn't say something now, I was going to witness the utter seduction and fucking of my wife right in front of me. Even though I was about to put a stop to this, my cock felt so swollen I thought I would cum in my pants.

		Terri struggled at his jeans.

		I knew she was expert at opening them.

		I cleared my throat. "That's enough."

		They both froze.

		Jess gasped, "But..."

		Terri looked at me with despair, but moved away from him.

		His cock was already out; she had been fast. As fast as I had been interrupting them when she went for it, she had already gotten it out and held it by the time I had said my two words.

		I almost felt regret that I had stopped them, but she was my wife.

		Terri looked down and shook her head. She left the kitchen.

		Jess looked totally helpless, but recovered enough to begin stuffing is hard-on back in his jeans.

		

	
		CHAPTER 14

		

		The morning of Alastair's party was the day I talked to Terri about Jess. Two nights of crazy sex had passed and I knew she had been thinking of him.

		I said, "I'm glad I stopped Jess."

		A sharp look. "Are you?" She paused her morning dildo play.

		I turned in my chair, leaving the porn I had been enjoying. "Yes. No. Yes."

		"Well, which is it?"

		I said what had been on my mind for not just the last two days, but the last few weeks, "I'd rather you do that with Alastair."

		She pulled the dildo out completely. It was shining wet. "Are you serious?"

		I could tell it wasn't a flippant question. She was as on point with the gravity of the issue as I was. I nodded. "And he's older."

		She swiped the tip of the dildo up her swollen lips. Her eyes were lost in thought.

		"What're you thinking?"

		"I was ready right then to do Jess. The look on your face said you enjoyed—"

		"I enjoyed the play. I didn't want you fucking him."

		"What if I want it?"

		"I'd rather you do Alastair. I like Alastair."

		"He's fine, but what if I want to do Jess?"

		I dismissed that with a wave of the hand. "He has a girlfriend."

		"So?"

		"So he's taken."

		"I was Theo's girlfriend and—"

		"Alright, point taken."

		She said, "So what if I want to do Jess?"

		"I don't want you doing him."

		She leaned towards me. "But what if I want it?"

		"You don't want to do Alastair?"

		"Yes, but what if I also want to do Jess?"

		My hand had stopped on my cock. I began stroking again absentmindedly in thought. "Well..." I stroked more, trying to formulate a response that wouldn't irritate her.

		"What if I didn't want to do Alastair and only wanted to do Jess?"

		"I don't like Jess like I like Alastair. They're different." I said it lamely, but honestly.

		She nodded and looked down. She put the tip at her entrance and pushed the dildo back in. She closed her eyes. The dildo went deep.

		I prompted her, "So...?"

		"I won't do Jess, if you don't want me to."

		I was shocked. "Just like that?"

		Her head tilted over in that curious way. "Well, sure. We're married. I respect your opinion."

		"But if I had said nothing?"

		"I wanted to feel his hot cock warming my insides. I ached to have Jess in me, baby. Even if it was just once." The dildo began making in and out strokes.

		I knew who she was imagining.

		I found myself stroking in time to her dildo. "I want you to feel that for Alastair."

		She nodded like a scolded little girl. But she said, "What if Romy doesn't allow it?"

		I laughed. "She's a nasty, dirty bitch. She'll probably blow him hard so he can fuck you."

		Terri lifted her hips at those words. Her breathing accelerated. "You think so?"

		"Are you looking forward to his older cock?"

		Eyes bright and wide, she nodded with vigor.

		I climbed onto the bed with her. "I want you to enjoy his cock."

		She moaned.

		"I want you to do him whenever he wants it."

		Her eyes widened again. "Like we were married?"

		I croaked, filled with lust, "Yes, like you are married to him. I want his cock inside you as often as possible."

		She whispered, cooing, "Oh... that's dirty..."

		"I want you to be his slut."

		She gasped and pulled her dildo out. "Yeah?" She grabbed my dick and stroked it.

		I hummed at her hand movement and said, "I want you to dress your sluttiest for him."

		Her voice quivering, she asked, "You want him to see my pussy? What do you get out of it?"

		Even being married to her, I didn't know if I should be completely honest. Yes, I wanted him to fuck my Terri. But not because I thought the act was hot, even if it was. I wanted Alastair to like me. I needed some kind of validation from him that I was an equal – a man. A real man.

		I had no better way to gain his approval than to offer him my greatest treasure: my wife.

		I answered as honestly – in part – as I could. "I want him to see it. To touch it. To lick it. I want his cock to live in your pussy. I want to come home and have to wait while he pounds your little pussy with his big dick."

		She stroked me faster.

		I gasped, heaving upwards as an orgasm began to tickle my thighs. "I want to know what it feels like to sink my cock into your hole filled with his hot cum."

		She whimpered, breathing rapidly, "Oh, baby, I want to give that to you."

		I groaned, thrusting my hips.

		She asked, timid, "What if... I like it?"

		The tension wound up tight inside me. I forced out in a strangled voice, "I want you to like it. No! I want you to love his cock! I want you to love having it in you. I want you to fuck him every day. I want his cock to be your number one priority!"

		She shook. Scrambling over, she said, "Put it in me. Quick!"

		I rushed up and rammed my erection deep into her from behind. The sensation electrified me. "Yes! I want you to fuck him. I want his cock deep in your pussy. I want you to ride him and kiss him! I want his hands all over your tits."

		Her face was mashed into the bedspread and she was grunting like a lewd slut. Muffled, but loud, "Fuck me! Fuck me, Alastair!"

		I almost exploded and pulled out.

		She cried out in loss and flipped over.

		I stroked myself, whispering, "Fuck him. Fuck him every day."

		"What are you doing?"

		"I want you worked up for tonight. I want you so horny that he can't miss how much you need his cock."

		"You're so mean!" But her face showed me she was excited by my goal.

		I whispered, harsher, "Promise me! Promise me you'll fuck him."

		"I will, baby, I will." She took over stroking me. "I'll fuck him."

		"Do it. Open your legs for him every day. Scream his name. Promise me you'll fuck him every day."

		She pulled as fast as she could and said as I blew my load, "I swear I'll fuck him for you. I swear. I'll be a total slut for him."

		

	
		CHAPTER 15

		

		Reality is uglier and messier than dreams and fantasies. Was anything ever really perfect? Was any plan ever so masterfully played that events turned out exactly as envisioned?

		Doubtful.

		Certainly not for me.

		Except for winning over and marrying Terri, I had never really had much go exactly my way.

		This night was no different.

		All sure of my plans, I sent her next door before me. I was going to wait forty-five minutes and then show up as if I was held up.

		Give her time to get comfortable with Alastair.

		Yet, when I knocked and was let in, Alastair and Romy were sitting together while Terri sat on the lap of a burly biker.

		I blinked.

		No, I was not mistaken.

		Alastair sat in his big leather chair with Romy perched on the arm of it, her arm around his shoulder. Both were looking at me. Talking didn't exactly stop like in the anime cartoons, but I felt self-conscious under their gaze.

		The biker providing a seat for my wife was an older blonde man with a beard liberally sprinkled with gray and white.

		I tilted my head. That was as far as I got in trying to comprehend what was happening.

		A very buxom blonde woman embraced me almost straight away. She was an old gal, like Romy. Long silky hair was pulled back in a ponytail and bangs hung over her crow-feet blue eyes. Her denim shirt was tight and open at the top, exposing some very impressive cleavage.

		She said to me, "Are you the type that says 'no' to everything?"

		I shook my head, taken in by the subtle perfume, the press of her body and the wonderful display of tan. "Uh, no."

		She winked and giggled at me. Her hand moved from my arm, which she had been hugging, down to my crotch. She rubbed suggestively, but still quite tentative. "So handsome!"

		I immediately opened my mouth to extricate myself from this woman in case Terri had objections.

		But the woman was faster. "I'm Laraine. I believe that's your wife sitting on my husband's lap?" She gave my package a gentle squeeze. "You don't mind, do you?" She followed the question with a rub.

		Alastair grunted, "I think he's a sport."

		And... that clinched it. I had already been inclined to let go and not make a fuss, seeing as the guy's wife was practically begging me to let my wife sit on her husband's lap.

		I smiled as gamely as I could. "I don't mind at all."

		Laraine looked up at me with such gratitude that I almost laughed. Her lips parted and she licked them. She whispered, "I was hoping you were the mature type."

		I swallowed. She really was quite pretty for her age – and I relished being included in the mature category.

		Laraine gestured to her husband.

		He waved at me as Terri flashed a relieved smile. He said, "Doug. You're Davin, right?"

		I nodded.

		Laraine led me to a different chair nearby.

		Doug said, "Heard a lot about you. Good things."

		My chest swelled and I couldn't stop my eyes from making instant contact with Alastair.

		He had a sunny look on his face – eyes sparkling. Romy was studying me with a raised eyebrow.

		And then I desperately wanted to ask Terri what had happened.

		Romy looked away – back to talking to another woman I had never met.

		Doug and Terri were talking, but other than her sitting on his lap, nothing was going on that needed my input.

		Laraine, having placed me in a chair, said, "Rum, right?"

		I lit up. Free booze? "Uh, yeah."

		She looked thoughtful. "I think there's some..."

		Warmth embraced me as she moved in a nice feminine way into the kitchen. Not only was I being offered drinks, but I genuinely felt accepted.

		A rough hand was thrust my way. The guy sitting next to me was portly, red in the face, with a salt and pepper beard. His round glasses and American flag bandana painted a knowledgeable portrait before he even opened his mouth.

		The sonorous words that came out gave truth to my impression. "Wilson. Do you ride?"

		I hesitated only a second in deciphering what he meant. "Motorcycles? No."

		He didn't look overly disappointed, but I could tell it was a connection that could've been exploited with him. He shrugged. "Not for everyone."

		A glass was pressed into my hand with a generous quantity of rum. Laraine pulled a chair right to my side and sat. Her arm came around my shoulder.

		For a brief second, I was worried Terri would get mad, but she was talking to Doug about her job.

		The blonde squeezed my bicep. "He might handle a motorcycle."

		"Me?"

		Wilson said, "If you do, get a dirt bike first. Learn in the dirt: shifting; braking; throttle. Less likely to get injured than learning on pavement."

		I wasn't going to be getting a motorcycle. I just stared at him.

		He shrugged and looked away. "Move on up to a Harley or Indian later." He apparently knew that line of conversation was over.

		The blonde said, "Not everyone rides."

		Later, Alastair beckoned to me.

		I said, "Excuse me," and got up to follow him.

		He led me out onto the balcony. "Hey, uh..."

		I waited with him, looking out over the carport. I felt important – singled out for a one-on-one with someone whose opinion meant much to me.

		"We can hear things through the wall... you know..."

		"Hmm?"

		"Like when you get loud and use names."

		I knew instantly.

		Sex.

		I felt the burn of heat rise up my neck and face.

		He turned his head to me, looking me directly in the eyes. "Flattered, you know, but I don't get involved with neighbors. Too fuckin' messy."

		I felt like I was going to faint. "Uh..."

		"Just thought you should know." He straightened, but wasn't done. He squinted off over the carport. "Doug and Laraine are nice people; don't be a dick."

		I wanted to grovel, but rushed to assure him. "Of course not. Not me. I won't. I mean..."

		Looking at me out of the corner of his eye, he twisted the one side of his mouth into a smile. "You surprise me, kid. You're not all bad."

		I was confused. "Bad?"

		"Maybe I'm being too general. You're not bad like most others your age. That's a good thing." He slapped a hand down on my shoulder and gave a brief squeeze. "That's all I wanted to say."

		I was dumbfounded as he went back inside.

		And the end of the little evening party was nothing more than an invitation by Doug and Laraine to join them the next afternoon at their place for a barbecue and some swimming.

		As much anxiety as I had felt over coming to Alastair's party, I felt double being invited to Doug's. I was stepping into a world for which I had longed and it didn't seem to be working like I had imagined.

		

	
		CHAPTER 16

		

		Doug and Laraine lived almost right around the corner from the complex. Three streets over was nothing; we could've walked. Outside was a smattering of motorcycles – enough to suggest to robbers to skip the house. Several cars congested the nearby curbs close to the house and a skinny old man with a gray beard in black leathers kept a squinty-eyed watch over the front yard – and bikes. Next to him was a thick woman who looked more likely to beat me up than did the man.

		I said almost as an offering of a theater ticket, "Uh, Doug and Laraine..."

		The man had been talking to the woman in a raspy voice and hadn't stopped, though both watched us approach. He did nothing more than lift his chin.

		The next obstacle was the most serious threat I had ever faced and I knew it at first glance: the dog. It was a big, black German Shepherd with eyes more intelligent than all my younger friends combined. Just entering the back yard between the house and garage alerted the menacing guardian as if my aura had announced me.

		Doug called out with a short growl, "Caesar."

		I froze.

		The dog froze.

		Laraine waved as if I wasn't in a standoff over my life.

		Doug moved over to me and the dog. "Caesar; he's okay. Davin, hold out the back of your hand and let him sniff."

		I did, with a measure of uncertainty. The dog watched my hand lift. His tail was out stiff and his eyes did not leave me. But with a huffing sniff of my hand, Caesar's eyes blinked and he sauntered away.

		Doug put a hand on my shoulder with a wheezing chuckle. "I think he likes you."

		I laughed doubtfully. Apparently the dog didn't think Terri was a threat.

		He said, "Pool's there, food up in an hour or so. Drinks in the chests over there. Or bottles inside. Keep glass off the pool area, please." With that, he turned to Terri. "Hey, little girl."

		He knew the magic words.

		My wife went all toothy and sparkly eyed.

		Laraine took my arm. "Let me show you the rum."

		Her husband had told me, but I guess she felt she needed to show me.

		I was poured a very healthy glass of black rum.

		She waved away another sandy-haired woman decked out in jean shorts and torn t-shirt. She said to me, "Alastair says you work?"

		I gulped some rum to show I could and be adult about it. I let out an appreciative breath to taste the flavors. Lifting the glass, I said, "Thanks. Yes, I do."

		"He said for a cabinet maker?"

		"Cabinets and pre-manufactured wood shelving. Some composites."

		"What company?"

		"Kingsman Direct—"

		"Oh, the big one."

		"Yep." I took another sip before the burn of the first had dissipated.

		"What do you do there?"

		I wondered where Terri had gone, but wasn't worried. "Unloading trucks, warehouse stocking—"

		"I believe Kingsman is pretty much the bottom of the payscale...?"

		"Well, yes, but I do have benefits. Profit-sharing, vacation, health—"

		"Want to go for a short ride? Show me where you work? It's over on the highway, right?"

		"Uh, yeah."

		She slapped my knee. "Come on."

		Why was she interested in my job? I gulped the rest of the rum under her watchful smile. She really was beautiful for an older woman.

		I was even more surprised when we didn't go out to the street, but rather the drive with a few of the motorcycles.

		Her wink and grin was friendly. "Can you hold on?"

		"Uh..."

		She slapped a helmet to my chest. "Put this on."

		In moments, I was sitting behind her with my arms around her waist and my dick getting hard. I had to resist moving my hands up to her breasts.

		She raised her voice over the staccato growl of the Harley, "Just point if I make a wrong turn."

		And then we were moving.

		I felt a rollercoaster sensation of freedom and fright. I concentrated on the feel of her waist and the vibration of her back against my crotch. I was fully hard within seconds of leaving the driveway. Whether or not she knew it, I did not know.

		I pointed to the entrance of Kingman's yard instead of the front office. Several would be working today in the main warehouse, but not the front offices.

		She made a small circle in the back parking lot and brought us to a stop.

		Now I had the predicament of being fully erect and having to get off...

		Laraine faced me as if wanting not to miss the result of the ride. Her eyes were on my jeans and the smile was satisfied. Bringing her eyes up to mine, she said, "Did I wake... somebody up?" Her fingers gripped my bulge and slid along the length.

		I laughed weakly, but also buzzed from a full glass of rum. "Well... this is where I work."

		As if she had forgotten touching me a second ago, she asked, "Do you like the work?"

		I shrugged. "It's tiring, but it pays the bills."

		"Can we go inside? Show me the warehouse?"

		I scratched at my chin. "Yeah, it should be okay." Why is she so interested? I led her inside. I waved at Fred – one of the assemblers – who was giving me a quizzical look.

		Laraine stayed by my side.

		I pointed out what I did: the unloading; the carting of deliveries to the unpacking area; and the stocking of the warehouse storage.

		She nodded quietly, watching me and looking where I pointed. Finally, she said, "You handle all that heavy lifting?"

		"Well, moving it, sure. I don't actually lift anything above my head..." I chuckled.

		That nod again. Then a direct look. "Are you vaxxed?"

		"Uh..." I scratched and said under my breath, "No..."

		"Kingsman doesn't require it?"

		"There was talk about it if the state required—"

		"But they never did."

		I agreed. "Nope."

		She regarded me with interest for a moment – tension leaving her. "How would you like to make fifteen an hour to start, for pretty much the same kind of work?"

		"What?"

		The left side of her mouth curved into a lopsided smile. "You heard me."

		"You're offering me a job?"

		She led the way back to the outside door.

		I struggled to keep up with her. "Why'd you ask about the vax?"

		"Doug's employee died last month. Triple vaxxed and boosted. Sudden Adult Death Syndrome."

		I was confused. "Oh?"

		She approached the motorcycle and said over her shoulder, "But it could've been much worse if he hadn't been vaxxed."

		I laughed. "Seems like a lot of people dying are saying that."

		She turned, lifted her eyebrows, and nodded. "Right?"

		I chuckled.

		"Well?"

		I swallowed. "I mean, what kind of work? I have benefits here—"

		"Much the same. The only thing we don't have is health insurance. Doug runs appliance installation for new home builders and both Connor's and Great Home Furnishings."

		"Appliance installation? I don't know much about—"

		"He'd teach you. Plus, most of your work would be moving and unpacking the appliances anyway – something you already know. Fifteen an hour is a pay raise, isn't it?"

		"Yeah, from ten."

		She handed me the helmet. "We'd hire you right away. Do you need to think about it?"

		I laughed. "Uh, well, not really." I lifted my chin toward the warehouse. "I'd like the job, yes. But I'd like to give notice, though, if I did."

		Her smile touched both sides of her face and her eyes. "Alastair was right; I'm glad."

		"Alastair?"

		"He thought you might be the kind of man who wouldn't just abandon work without proper notice."

		"Oh..." I felt good about that – and proud that my neighbor had judged me correctly.

		She stepped up close to me – very uncomfortably close – reminding me that I was going to be getting hard all over again. She said, "It'll mean being closer to us... We'll invite you over more..."

		I swallowed. I also discovered that, for some reason, I didn't want to disappoint Laraine.

		"Terri and Doug..." Her fingers drifted across my bulge between us.

		I gulped. "Yes?" All of my focus was centered on her and me. Anything else happening in the rear lot was beyond my attention.

		"My husband loves me very much."

		I nodded, aware of her fingers tracing my outline through my jeans.

		She whispered to the side of my face, "I saw Terri and..."

		"Yes?"

		Her palm pressed flat against my growing bulge. "I would very much like to see him spank your girl..."

		"Spank...?"

		"Would that be a bad thing? If it was a little fun?"

		"Well... no..."

		"Well, Davin, I'll tell you a secret. It makes me hot to think of my husband manhandling your girl." Her hand gave my cock a squeeze. "So... very... hot." Her mouth came up to mine and suddenly I was kissing this older woman and getting one hell of a head rush.

		Our tongues battled lightly and then with a growing intensity. Her hand squeezed my cock convulsively through my jeans.

		I slid a hand down her backside and cupped her ass.

		She broke the kiss and said, "I want us to be close; is that a bad thing?"

		My gulp was almost choked. "No."

		She backed up a little, swaying with barely concealed lust. "I hope he has pulled down her pants and spanked her bare ass. That wouldn't make you mad, would it?"

		"Well, uh... no... She has a thing for older men."

		Laraine's eyes twinkled. "I gathered that." Her smile was seductive. "Perfect..."

		"It doesn't bother your husband that she's married? Or you?"

		"Not at all. In fact, he was very relieved to know she was married. And I much prefer that she wouldn't be bringing strings a single girl would. She already has them with you."

		"You aren't worried Doug will go too far or lose control and... like... want to do her?"

		She came close again, touching me with her hand. Her whisper was excited. "That is exactly what I'm hoping for."

		I blinked. Hearing this was giving me echoes of what I had told Terri before Alastair's party.

		Laraine wasn't just wanting a little play-spanking; she was hoping her husband would full-on fuck Terri.

		A sick feeling of worry, arousal, and uncertainty grew inside me. I knew Terri would enjoy it happening.

		Would Doug have made the move already?

		Was my Terri good enough to lure him on? Had she known? Would she resist? Had it all been planned?

		The vibrating ride back not only made my dick fully hard, but the thoughts of Doug and Terri and what they might have gotten up to made it ache in a painful way. I needed it out so I could relieve the pressure. I found myself raising my hands up to Laraine's breasts underneath her jeans jacket during the ride. I couldn't seem to control myself. When I lowered my hands, I discovered I couldn't stop and lowered them further, groping down at her spread thighs.

		Laraine did not jerk or twitch or stop me.

		I pressed fingers right over her pussy. I felt up until I located the bone of her mound and about where her clit would be. I pressed. And pressed. And squirmed on the seat.

		

	
		CHAPTER 17

		

		I got off the motorcycle, thoroughly hard, leaking, and panting with lust.

		Laraine said, "Now, that was a ride..." She accepted my helmet. "And I hope my husband has gotten into your little girl's pants."

		A giant butterfly swatted the inside of my chest with wings of dread. We had planned and talked about her doing Alastair, but not anyone else. Would she have allowed Doug to spank her? Maybe. Probably. Bare-assed?

		Probably.

		Likely.

		And liked it. But farther?

		At that moment, I needed to know. I needed to get inside or out back and find her.

		She wasn't out back where she had been, but Doug was seated in his chair, talking to another biker. He noticed my approach.

		I looked around helplessly.

		Laraine was beside me. "Where's Terri?"

		Doug started to shrug. "Not sure... Last I saw, she was chatting with..." His eyes sharpened immediately and he surged up from his seat. "Jay."

		Laraine's reaction startled me. "You let them—"

		Doug rushed past me into the house. "Jay! Terri!"

		I followed, shaken. What did they know?

		Doug moved deeper into the house. "Terri!"

		I was right behind him.

		He swiveled his head this way and that, then jerked to the side. "Not up here."

		I heard it. Something feminine, muffled.

		Laraine said from behind me, "Rec room."

		Doug lurched around and grabbed a doorknob. Behind the door was a staircase going down. He pounded down them and I followed.

		The muffled sound became somewhat clearer and louder.

		Terri was somewhere down there, grunting loudly, over and over.

		Someone was fucking her.

		Jay.

		Had I seen the guy?

		From the sounds of it, my wife was enjoying it.

		At the bottom was a large basement turned into a rec room. A pool table was there, and a couch and chairs. A small bar was against the wall.

		Two men and a woman were leaning against the pool table, amused expressions on their faces.

		Doug bounded over to another door and opened it.

		Terri's moans were muffled as if someone had their hand over her mouth. But the sound was still very excited and engaged – not panicked. My wife was in the throes of sex that was giving her a lot of pleasure.

		Behind the door was a small bedroom that looked unused – as if made for a teenager who had long ago moved out. There was another door which must have been a bathroom.

		Doug tried the door and then banged on it. "Jay! Knock it off! Get out of there."

		Terri's moans lost the muffled quality - the hand apparently removed from her mouth.

		I heard the grunts and fleshy slaps. A man's voice, panting, "I'm not... done." Harder slapping sounds.

		Doug growled up against the door, "She's mine, dammit. Get out of there!"

		The slapping stopped.

		"What?" Jay didn't sound so certain now.

		"Open the door."

		"...shit..."

		Doug banged once with his fist.

		The door opened.

		Jay stood there, lean, stooped, and brooding. Handsome for his age, I was more drawn to his predicament. His cock was ramrod straight and sticking out. Wet.

		Terri was scrambling to arrange her clothes.

		Jay looked at us and his shoulders drooped. He started pulling up his jeans. "No one said anything about—"

		Doug's growl stopped him. "Didn't you see her on my lap?"

		Annoyed. "No? I saw her in the living room."

		Terri looked at me, fearfully.

		I was mad. Was I supposed to be mad? And confused at the same time?

		Jay fixed his belt. "Well... sorry." He edged past us.

		Doug asked Terri, "You all right, girlie?"

		She nodded, glancing back and forth between us.

		The old biker sighed, said to me, "Sorry about this, Davin. I should've kept a closer eye on her." He looked after the departing man. "Jay has a suave rep..."

		Terri said, "Did I do something wrong? He said he greeted all the girls who—"

		Doug blew out a breath. "No, no, dear. No, not at all. He does tend to score with the girls."

		"He said he was clean."

		Doug and Laraine looked at her oddly.

		But I knew what she meant and how important it was to her. I wasn't sure what to do with my anger. I swallowed it for the time being until I could ask her what had happened, later.

		Doug slipped an arm around Terri. "He got you all worked up?"

		She shot a glance at me and nodded to him.

		He turned to me. Looked at Laraine. "He with us?"

		Laraine took hold of my arm in a protective gesture. "A hundred percent. He wants to give notice. And his hands were all over me on the ride."

		That pretty much removed any anger I had and I looked at my wife sheepishly.

		Then an odd thing happened; Doug gave me a brief hug. "Welcome aboard. I wanted to take a little more time, but let's head to the pad and get Terri fixed up."

		I didn't know what anyone was talking about, except that he was glad I had accepted the job offer. My confusion was a leash that led me behind them.

		It didn't last long.

		

	
		CHAPTER 18

		

		His backyard was extra long. It must have comprised two lots. If there had ever been a house back there, I didn't know. Instead, along the fence at the back was a travel trailer – a silver bullet-shaped recreational camper that was about twenty feet long.

		Doug produced a key and opened it up.

		Terri whispered to me, "Sorry, I..." She wrung her fingers together.

		There wasn't a lot of time to discuss what had happened, but at least it had been an older guy and not someone like Jess. Our talk could wait.

		Laraine seemed attached to me with arm and hip, so I didn't have much place to call her out, anyway.

		We climbed up into the trailer.

		It was more spacious inside than I imagined. At one end was a bed and it was there that Doug sat down.

		He patted his knee to Terri. "I think you need that spanking. Come here."

		She took one step towards him and stopped, looking at me. Then she looked down and kept going.

		He gave her a stern look. "What were you thinking following after Jay? Letting him—"

		She interrupted. "He said he greets all the new girls."

		"Well, he does, sometimes. Not all the time. You thought I set him on you?"

		She nodded.

		He shook his head. "Girl, I wouldn't have done that to you. I'm not that kind of guy."

		"I didn't know."

		I heard the plaintive tone to her voice. She was as sincere as could be.

		He growled affectionately. "Nah, don't worry about it. Just be a little more skeptical in the future. It'll do you good. On the brighter side, we'll consider what happened a favor from him." He took hold of the waistline of her stretchy pants and pulled down. "Did he hurt you?"

		She flinched, but remained standing in front of him. "No."

		His eyes dropped down to where her pussy was. A small smile spread on his face. He turned her so he could see her backside. A grunt. "Good. He didn't spank you."

		"No."

		Doug stood and removed his jeans. A heavy dick flopped into view. He looked at me and then her. "Does this scare you?"

		My wife's voice was shaky. "No."

		"Good." He sat and pulled her down onto his lap. A spanking was delivered that was neither soft nor excessive. But Terri squirmed as if it stung.

		Laraine moved behind me and wrapped her arms around me. Her hands slid down and began massaging my crotch.

		Doug said, "Are you going to be my good girl?"

		Terri's voice was suddenly fervent, but she looked at me first. Her eyes dropped down to Laraine's hands rubbing me. "Yes!"

		She was squirming, pressing down on Doug's lap.

		He said, "All right, let's see how much you can handle." He grinned at me and winked.

		Not sure if that was a cue, but Laraine undid my pants. She tugged down and my dick was hit with cool air. Then her fingers gripped me.

		I swelled to full erection right in front of my wife.

		At that sight, she moaned and said to Doug, "Fuck me."

		He chuckled. Tossing her over onto her back on the bed, he climbed over her.

		I saw her legs open.

		He removed his shirt and t-shirt until he was naked. He might have been slightly thick and older, but he was in relatively good shape. All I saw was his naked back and butt as he climbed between my wife's smooth legs.

		Laraine stroked me, whispering in my ear. "Isn't this hot?"

		I wasn't sure about how hot it was, but I was definitely excited. Her hand felt very good and I was enjoying it.

		Doug settled onto my wife. A gasp from her and then silence was the usual indication that she was being penetrated. I couldn't see anything but his butt and her legs.

		She groaned and then panted a few times. Then groaned again, a little higher in pitch and louder. Then three quick groans that made me think of someone pulling an excessively large splinter out of skin.

		His butt squeezed in and a long moan was forced from my wife's mouth.

		Laraine stroked me faster.

		The man on my wife began moving back and forth – using his feet to push. Her knees came up and moved in the air with each push.

		Laraine said, "Does she feel good, honey?"

		Doug mumbled into my wife's neck, "She feels fantastic. Nice tight little young pussy."

		Each push became a deep thrust. He'd pull back fast and then force his dick forward slow and deep.

		From over my shoulder, "Is it all in there?"

		"Yes. She's taking it all. Every inch."

		My wife's moans came loud now, desperate. "Fuck me..."

		Laraine's hand stroked me in time with Doug's thrusts into my wife.

		I groaned as a surge of sensation told me my orgasm wasn't going to be a slow build.

		I saw her hands try gripping and pulling on him to help him with his thrusts. I saw the flash of her wedding ring.

		They whispered something to each other.

		She sighed.

		"Take it, little girl."

		My wife moaned, "Yes, fuck me Uncle Doug. Fuck me. Cum in me."

		He panted, forcing his dick deep into my wife.

		She was delirious. "Mmm, fuck me..."

		Laraine whispered in my ear, "Are you okay?"

		"Yes."

		"Can he cum in your girl?"

		I knew Terri was safe and that she'd want that above all else. I wanted her to have that. "Yes."

		Her hand squeezed me and stroked slower and more sensuous. "Good." Louder, "Fill the girl up, honey. Plant it all in her."

		Doug groaned and said, "Oh, yes!" His pushes became forceful and faster. He grunted with effort, still moving with full tip to root pushes.

		My wife's legs flailed helplessly as he pounded his dick into her.

		I was so turned on that I was stunned to silence. Theo had fucked my wife on our wedding day, but only a few pumps. What I was seeing was the sexiest sight that I could in no way have ever imagined – only something that could only be understood by direct experience.

		Her hands moved over him frantically. Her grunts and moans as she took his cock went deep to the very base of my soul – and then shot out in long electric pulses to the end of my dick.

		I had never experienced anything so deeply sexual and erotic.

		I knew.

		I knew right then.

		I was hooked.

		I had wanted Alastair to fuck my wife every day, but I hadn't known how good it could be. The sick butterfly feeling in my stomach was the perfect counterpoint to the pressure straining my erection.

		I would have to see this again.

		Record it.

		Watch it over and over.

		This older man fucked my wife so thoroughly in such a good way that I knew this was the right thing to do.

		Terri grunted gutturally, approaching that familiar edge. She planted her feet as best she could and bucked her hips up with each thrust.

		Yes, I knew this would have to become a thing. He would need to keep fucking her. Not just for her, but for me. I wanted his cock in her as often and as much as possible.

		Doug stopped, quivering. He looked back over his shoulder at me. "You're all right?"

		"Yes."

		"I can cum in her?"

		"Yes."

		"Are you sure?"

		I nodded with a feeling of desperation. "Yes, please."

		Terri made a sound low and strange – until I recognized the sound as a palpable, overwhelming lust.

		I saw his relieved smile as his face turned away.

		Before he started pumping, my wife bucked up underneath him, immediately after my answer, and began thrashing in a frantic release of orgasm and relief. Moans escaped almost as muffled screams through her clenched teeth.

		Doug wasn't slow. He understood what was happening right away. He struggled to ride her orgasm - forcing into her with wild pushes of his feet.

		Terri cried out, "Yes! Fill me, uncle! Fuck me!"

		I lost it. I felt the rush. I arched up on my toes.

		Laraine rushed around me and stuck her mouth over my cock. Nothing about the move could have spurred my orgasm any more than it was already, but the sensation was enough for me to lose total control.

		I grabbed her head and pressed forward into her warm mouth. I released blast after blast and heard through the ringing in my ears that Doug was releasing his load, too.

		Laraine swallowed my lust while Doug filled my wife's pussy with his sperm.

		

	
		CHAPTER 19

		

		I was in bed, eyes closed, listening to Terri thrust the dildo into her pussy. Moans and gasps and wet sounds came from her phone.

		She murmured, "Yes, stroke it for me."

		My dick was pretty much already hard. I said, "That's not live?" I was never sure.

		"No." She breathed heavily for a moment. "Jess really didn't want to make one of these?"

		"No." The longer time passed since his rejection, the more irritated I became over it. He should've agreed to make one; not only did my wife want it, but now I wished she had one of him. He got to take a short vid of my wife pulling aside her bikini bottoms; it seemed only fair that she had one of him in return.

		I said, "Maybe he'd do that live? I dunno."

		She stopped, pulled the dildo out, and looked at me. "I thought you didn't want anything like that with him?"

		I shrugged, knowing my mood and desire had shifted somewhat. "Well... Maybe."

		She rubbed the tip on her clit. "You think he would?"

		"No."

		"He said Gina liked her boobs played with."

		"That's different than making a stroke video for some other girl."

		"But it's not like it's sex."

		I laughed in derisive denial.

		She stopped toying. "But it's not. It's not actual fucking."

		I shrugged again. "Not everyone agrees."

		She pouted. "I just want to have a video of him stroking."

		"I know; I do too."

		"Really?" Her smile was pleased.

		"Yeah, really."

		She shoved the dildo deep while looking at me – but her eyes were glazed over.

		I said, "Well, we can ask him again, tonight." My friends were throwing a little hiring bash for me and Jess wanted to come along as his way of sending me off.

		At least soyboy Luis wasn't coming.

		Terri hummed thoughtfully. "Gina wasn't coming?"

		"No."

		She suppressed a giggle and ran a hand across her boobs.

		I knew what she was thinking. "Well... maybe you can persuade him to make a vid if you let him play with your boobs again."

		Her eyes shone as she bit her lower lip. "Think so?"

		I shrugged. "Worth a try."

		She reached down and spread her lips apart. She looked at me. "I guess we don't need one of Doug."

		I laughed.

		"How hot is that, baby? Older men shove their cocks in there and it gets them off."

		I sighed with the memory of Doug on her. "Very hot."

		"Well, we'll see if I can convince Jess to make a vid."

		But later that day, in the ride over to Bo's, she didn't say anything to him. She was wearing new stretchy denim shorts and a white blouse unbuttoned down far enough to be suggestive.

		I liked the look.

		So did everyone else.

		While I had planned to share the drinks and let Terri drive us home, after one drink I saw that Terri was on her second. I wisely opted to limit my drinking to what I had left so I could drive and get us safely home. I hadn't had much practice on a stick, but I thought I could drive her Jeep.

		I was nursing the last of my drink and my wife starting her third when Andy nudged her. "Hey, wanna help me out while I look at porn?"

		Terri smiled instantly. "Sure!"

		I waved my hand. "Nah, Andy. Listen, we're married now."

		Jess was listening, watching.

		"Aw, bro..."

		I shook my head. "Get your own girlfriend and she can do it for you."

		"But she's so good at it. Come on."

		"No."

		He made a disgusted sound.

		Terri pouted. She said to me, low, "But it was fun."

		"He's just using you."

		"But it was fun."

		Jess slipped an arm around her waste from the side. He asked her, "You don't think that's cheating?"

		"Nope."

		I said, "Neither do I, really..."

		Jess frowned. "Then what's the deal? I let friends feel up Gina's tits."

		"And I let you feel up Terri's. I even let you take a vid of her pulling her bikini to the side and showing you her bare pussy."

		His grin was wide. "Thanks, by the way."

		"You still got it?"

		He nodded.

		My wife asked, "Do you ever stroke to it?"

		He colored just a little and his smile was guilty. "Heck yeah..."

		She turned her head fully to him. "I like that."

		In less than a split second, his head dipped down and he kissed her. Their tongues wrestled and he pulled her closer. When he broke the kiss, he said, "That calls for another drink."

		Her mouth was open and lips wet. "I'll join you."

		I said, "I'm definitely driving."

		She giggled and lifted on her tip toes. She gave me a wet kiss. "Thank you."

		She sat on his lap the rest of the little party, but neither of them did anything worthy of being called out – not that I would have, anyway.

		Maybe she could convince him to make a video?

		She said nothing until we were in her Jeep leaving. I worked the clutch and stickshift and did pretty well, I thought.

		She turned around in the front passenger seat and asked, "So why won't you make me a video?"

		He shrugged and ran a hand through his hair. "Never know where those will show up. I don't want to find my vid on Pornhub."

		"I wouldn't do that."

		"Maybe not."

		"I wouldn't!"

		He was quiet.

		I said, "So... you really jerk to her little vid in the bathroom?"

		He chuckled. "Yeah. Sorry if that offends you."

		"Not at all."

		"Really?" He nodded thoughtfully. "I always thought you were a cool guy."

		Terri twisted around again. "Want to play with my boobs?"

		He laughed low and spread out his arms. "Well, sure..."

		This began a struggle as she undid her seatbelt and climbed over to the back bench. The Jeep's backseat wasn't roomy or comfy.

		She got onto his lap facing forward and let him start playing.

		It looked awkward, but doable.

		She whispered, "Mind if I play?"

		It was pitched low enough that I figured she was asking him, not me.

		He chuckled. "Go ahead."

		A quick zip and a lot of shuffling was followed by her jean shorts being tossed onto the front passenger seat. Her panties flopped down next to them.

		I heard wet sounds as she fingered. I looked over my shoulder. She was sitting, facing him, looking down, and playing with herself. His hands toyed with her nipples.

		He said, "Very nice. Maybe I can get a vid of that?"

		She said, "Sure."

		"That okay with you, Davin?"

		I said clearly, "Yup."

		A few minutes of play went by as I grew very comfortable and aroused with it.

		He whispered something.

		She said, "Sure." She got off.

		He slid down his jeans to his feet.

		She said, "Very nice."

		"Get back up here. We'll play together. You don't mind if I play, Davin?"

		"Nope. Go right ahead."

		Soon, the wet sounds came again, this time accompanied by sighs from Jess.

		He whispered, "Yeah, that's good."

		She whispered back, "Can I touch it?"

		"Sure."

		"Gina won't be mad?"

		"Well, not if I don't tell her."

		My wife giggled.

		Silence.

		I looked over.

		She was stroking him with one hand and her other was half-heartedly moving at her pussy. She was more focused on him. He was rubbing a boob with one hand and reaching down with the other. Fingering her, I guessed.

		I drove.

		Jess let out a long sigh and the breathing that followed was ragged. "Closer."

		She shifted. Then there were rapid jacking sounds.

		He sighed. "Ah, yeah."

		I was very turned on.

		"Ah—" He grunted.

		She said, "What?"

		"Just... Get it a little wet."

		"Oh. Sorry. You, uh... Are you clean? No diseases?"

		"Nope." He sighed a second later.

		I looked over.

		She was up close on him, reaching down and rubbing the head of his dick on her pussy. "Better?" Slick sounds again, but this time the jacking kind.

		He sighed with relief.

		She whispered, "It felt good touching it."

		"Yeah."

		"Mind if I rub it on myself?"

		"No..."

		"Can I get a vid of you jacking?"

		"Maybe."

		She giggled. "You tease."

		Another block went by.

		She gasped.

		He said, "Lean back a little, if you want to rub it there..."

		"Oh."

		He sighed wistfully. "Better."

		A few seconds later, she said, "That feels so good. Want to stick it in real fast? I wanna know what it feels like."

		He was panting heavily. A little shuffling. "Here..."

		Terri gasped and went quiet.

		He said low, "Oh wow."

		"What?"

		"You're so wet." A few pants. "It feels good."

		"You like it?"

		He said nothing.

		My wife groaned.

		He said, "Move up a little. Bring your leg up; I can't get up far enough with it like..."

		"Okay."

		I looked over.

		She had climbed fully onto his lap facing him, squatted over his erection. He was guiding it to her pussy.

		He whispered, "Okay, lower."

		I looked again.

		He said, "Wait, let me scoot down a bit. Angle's all wrong." He laughed. "There."

		I got my phone out and thumbed it frantically.

		My wife let out a long sigh.

		So did Jess.

		I looked over and aimed the phone back.

		She was moving up and down on his erection. What I could see of his shaft was all wet.

		Terri began moaning and moving faster. Up and down her butt humped on his lap. My wife was riding his cock!

		I pushed the gas pedal down; I wanted to be home, now.

		He said, "It's not all the way..."

		She said, "There's not a lot of room..."

		He growled in frustration.

		I said, "We'll be at the apartment in like three minutes. Almost there."

		He blew out a breath. "Well, it sounded like a good idea."

		She said, "What did?"

		"Sticking it in in the backseat. What an acrobatic nightmare."

		She laughed and climbed off. "Save it; we'll be home soon. I want you to try again."

		Jess said with finality, "Deal."

		

	
		CHAPTER 20

		

		Terri fought her way into her shorts. She stuffed her panties into her pocket. Grabbing his hand, she skipped up the stairs to the second floor hall leading to our apartment.

		Inside, they turned to each other and kissed.

		While kissing, he shrugged out of his jeans.

		I said, "I'm recording this."

		He gripped his dick and looked at me, panting with lust. Indecision floated there for only a few seconds. "Yeah, okay. That's okay. Just..."

		"What?"

		"Can I get a copy?"

		I smiled broadly. "Done."

		I moved all around them, getting good angles.

		She took over stroking him while they kissed. Seeing her wrestle tongues with Jess while stroking his erection was something I was always going to cherish.

		He rubbed at her shorts for less than five seconds. A look of frustration came over his face. He gripped her arms abruptly and shoved her to the couch. He spun her and bent her down over the arm. With a savage yank and the sound of a minor tear, he moved her shorts to the side, exposing her wet pussy.

		He pointed his cock at her hole and shoved.

		My wife moaned as his cock speared into her on one long stroke. Her hands grasped at the couch cushions and her legs trembled.

		Jess worked his cock in and out of my wife's pussy. I got the phone close and captured the slick piston of his erection disappearing and sliding out of her pussy.

		He wasn't fast and neither was he slow. It was just a good, clean fuck. His words startled me. "Aw, fuck, she feels good."

		Terri groaned with lust.

		I said, "Better than Gina?"

		"Oh yeah, definitely."

		"Gonna show her this video?"

		Jess laughed hysterically for a short second, then, "Grow up."

		I laughed.

		He pulled out. "I better stop there; I'm too close now."

		Terri wailed wordlessly.

		I said, "No, stick it back in. Do her. Cum in her."

		He blinked large eyes at me. "Dude, you really want me to cum in your wife?"

		"Yes. Do it. Shoot everything you can as deep as you can. Just..."

		"What?"

		"Make her a jacking video."

		His mouth was open. "Whoa... all right. Dream come true, man." He paid me no more mind and rammed his cock back into Terri's pussy. He punctuated each word with a thrust, "Her pussy feels so good. Fuck!"

		Terri was open-mouthed, panting, and lost to the world. Her pussy was thrust up in the air on the arm of the couch getting used while I recorded it. She was enjoying every grunting second.

		Our couch scuffed along the floor as he pounded my wife's pussy.

		His face screwed up and he let out a high growl of imminence. Then he was pumping for all he was worth, grunting and panting with effort. Cum began squirting out the sides of her pussy. Gushes of sperm were injected and then pushed out by his frantic pumping. Globs of cum wetted the arm of the couch and dripped down.

		And still he pumped.

		My wife whispered, "I can feel it. I can feel it. So full..."

		I got a closeup of his balls contracting and jerking, and his shaft swelling and pulsing as it speared her pussy.

		Terri moaned, "Harder, I'm almost there."

		Jess pulled out, laughing. "I'm spent." His cock flopped out, wet and dripping cum. A long string of it remained connected to my wife's pussy for a moment before separating. The remains of it added to the large stain down the side of the couch's arm.

		I sent him the copies later that night.

		After finishing my wife to satisfaction.

		But that was the only and last time she did Jess.

		

	
		CHAPTER 21

		

		Two months of her diddling to the jack-video Jess had sent hadn't dulled her enthusiasm.

		But the change hit not only one of us, but both.

		Whereas I was now open to her doing Jess, she was adamant on going no further with him.

		"Are you sure?" I asked for the hundredth time.

		She stopped gazing at his video. "Yes. I want to focus on Doug. I had fun with Jess, but..."

		"He's not old enough."

		"I'm happy with you. If I'm going to do this kind of thing, I want it with an older man. That's all."

		After all this time of being jealous and wanting her only for myself, I was immensely turned on by watching her pussy get used. Already, I had several videos of her and Doug fucking deep with passion. I knew her kink: she wanted to be eight again and fucking her uncles.

		While that wasn't my thing, it was hers. I had to respect that.

		So I did.

		But I still asked.

		Jess had been willing to... supplement his sex life with Terri. I felt a great loss that she rejected the idea.

		Oh well. Can't have everything.

		But Terri... Terri knew how much I wanted it and it turned her on.

		The time of year was turning hot – the hottest part of summer, and we were invited to swim and hot tub in the evening with Doug and Laraine.

		I'm not sure if it was the time of year or all that had happened with Jess and Doug, or what, but I was wearing down. Servicing Terri every single day was becoming difficult.

		Bringing her to Doug was a temporary relief to which I looked forward every weekend. If she would just do Jess, too, I could manage.

		She wore her bikini bottoms, a simple blouse over her bikini top and flip-flops. Nothing else.

		Laraine and Caesar greeted us at the door. The dog liked me now. The blonde biker gal kissed my lips. "Doug is in back. Something of a neighborhood pool party today."

		Terri skipped past us. "Hitting the pool!"

		Laraine pulled me close, pressing herself against me. "You've never asked to do me."

		I was taken aback. Other than her handling me or the occasional suck, the subject had never come up. "Well... I... You've never offered."

		She looked at me with those blue eyes. Despite the wrinkles, she obviously had been very pretty at one point. "Am I too old?"

		I didn't think that at all and said so.

		She searched my eyes while she held me in the loose hug. "Well... maybe today will be your lucky day."

		I wasn't sure what to say; I'd have to confer with Terri. If I could.

		After a swim, Terri came back in and sprawled in a large chair with a drink. She had one leg up and bent and didn't seem to care that it was an indecent position. The bikini bottoms barely covered her pussy and did nothing to hide the outline of her lips.

		Within minutes, she had a couple of older men holding their drinks in front of her and chatting.

		I joined them after a while to give her the third drink.

		Terri watched me approach, accepted the drink, and moved her unbent leg out farther to the side.

		Right in front of the two older men next to me.

		One of them chuckled.

		The other one was breathing heavy.

		Her eyes, however, were locked on mine. A slow smile spread on her lips. She beckoned with her finger.

		I leaned down and she lifted her lips to my ear. She whispered, "Beg me to cheat on you with these two. Say it in front of them."

		"What?"

		"You heard me."

		I grew hard.

		She lifted her chin.

		I straightened, hesitating.

		She moved her hand down and brushed it across her pussy.

		The man who had chuckled began breathing heavy.

		She lifted an eyebrow at me and spread her leg farther out.

		My heart began to pound in time with my cramped erection. I cleared my throat.

		She said, "You have something to say, baby?"

		The two men looked at me briefly, then back to her.

		She moved her hips, pushing her pussy up towards them.

		I cleared my throat again. Swallowed twice. "I want you... to cheat on me. With these two men." I finished barely keeping my balance. I was so dizzy that I thought I was going to topple over.

		She smiled. "That sounds like a wonderful idea." She moved her fingers back to her bikini bottoms and brushed her pussy again. She looked at them. "Does that sound like fun?"

		One of them, in a husky voice, said, "A lot of fun."

		I expected her to get up and lead them away, but she did not.

		Not until evening did she make any kind of move and only in the hot tub as the heat wore off to be replaced by the cool.

		By that time, with her circulation of the people during the day, she had Doug with her and four of the neighbors – all older men.

		Terri was snuggled up to Doug but the other men sat close. I sat with Laraine. She was almost always with me when my wife got together with Doug. She wanted to watch, too.

		I whispered to her, "Why do you like watching?"

		She regarded me with lowered chin and laughing eyes. "Same as you; it's a turn on."

		"But he's your husband."

		"I love seeing him fuck a young girl. I love hearing her moans. I love hearing his grunts of effort as he stuff his cock in her. I especially love him cumming in her. I get off hearing my husband wreck a young girl's pussy."

		"Terri isn't that young."

		My wife, at that point, had removed her bikini bottoms and waved them over her head.

		Laraine shrugged. "Close enough. We can imagine she's younger."

		"Did she ever tell Doug how young she was with her first?"

		I had caught her interest. "No."

		"She was eight, and the three men were her uncles."

		A nervous tongue flicked out over her lips and she whispered raggedly, "Oh really?" Her hand moved under the water and gripped my shorts. "Rape?"

		"No, she wanted it."

		Laraine's eyes glazed over. "Oh... I... like that..."

		"You don't think that's too young? I kinda do. I mean, fifteen, sixteen..."

		"No, not too young if she wanted it." She sighed with lust and licked my ear. "I wish I had been there to see it and my husband was one of her uncles."

		I swallowed hard. "Fuck." I undid my shorts.

		Laraine's experienced hand gripped me and massaged.

		We watched Terri climb onto Doug's lap.

		He shook his head. "Nah, no good in the water. Ruins the feel." He stood and pulled her up, exposing her naked lower half. "How's that look, guys?"

		Murmurs of approval. A couple of arms were moving – hands doing nasty things under the water.

		Terri looked up at him. "You're sure?"

		He nodded. "These men here, I trust. We'll give them a taste tonight. Tonight only. But I go first." He picked her up and placed her on the edge. He kept Laraine in mind and made sure she could see.

		My wife spread for him and the older man rubbed his cock up and down her hole.

		The men watching murmured their approval.

		Laraine stroked my dick under the water.

		Doug began fucking my wife, right there in the backyard in front of those that remained.

		Terri's moans and gasps echoed lightly in the yard and against the water and house. Her form writhed lewdly as Doug fucked her.

		Laraine whispered, "I'm really glad you like this. My husband loves fucking her."

		"He doesn't ignore you?"

		She laughed. "Oh no. Not at all. I'm happy to see him fuck a little girl a couple days a week." She sighed. "I just love hearing her moans."

		Doug heaved and huffed with effort. My wife, used to his method now, lifted her hips in perfect time with his thrusts.

		One of the men masturbating said, "Fuck man, she loves it."

		Doug sped up and panted, "She takes it all inside, too. No pulling out."

		The growls of approval were loud and predatory. Four men were suddenly all jacking themselves faster.

		As if to demonstrate, Doug pressed all the way in and cried out quietly – his body jerking as he came in my wife.

		One of the men said, "Beautiful."

		Doug pulled out and my wife looked down at her pussy. Cum oozed out and dripped into the swirling water.

		He said to everyone, "Your turn with the party girl."

		Terri turned over, leaning on the ledge, her butt up out of the water.

		A man entered her from behind. Another knelt by her head and stuffed his cock into her mouth.

		My wife's head jerked to the fucking and it was good to see a cock moving in and out of her pussy while she sucked an erection into the mouth I kissed every day.

		Laraine said, "Let's go. It's our turn."

		I stood.

		Terri caught the movement and eyed me without taking the cock out of her mouth. She looked down at my erection and hummed happily.

		Laraine's hand teased down my chest to my dick and stroked it.

		Terri didn't miss it. She bucked her hips back harder and sucked with a ferocity.

		The man behind her said, "Fuck yeah."

		Laraine led me to their bedroom.

		Doug was heading into the bathroom. "Treat her right..."

		

	
		CHAPTER 22

		

		I licked Laraine's clit. The older woman had a trimmed blonde bush that was more stubble than anything else.

		The move had surprised her and she had melted – just lying back and letting me work her pussy. She clawed quietly at the bedspread, growing more jerky and frantic until she lifted suddenly. "That's enough. Get in me."

		She had an older body, but she wasn't fat. She looked good, smelled good, and wanted my dick. Did anything else matter?

		I pushed the head of my dick in and she let out a ragged sigh.

		She lifted her legs and pulled on me.

		I gave her everything slowly. By the time I was all the way in, she was whimpering and clawing at my back.

		She gasped, "Thank you for going slow. Age makes some things hurt that didn't hurt before..." She appeared ashamed.

		"That's all right. Just let me know if I get too rough."

		"Let me be on top. Might be easier."

		"Sure." We changed positions.

		With that, Doug's wife rode my cock up and down like a pro. She moved back and forth, around in circles, and up and down. It felt good and Terri hadn't made love like this with me before.

		She could learn something.

		I closed my eyes and relished the feel of Laraine's pussy on my dick.

		"Are you falling asleep?"

		I laughed. "No, just enjoying the feel."

		"You like it?"

		"Your pussy feels wonderful."

		"Not as tight as Terri, I'm sure."

		"Actually, you're pretty close."

		"Liar."

		I laughed. "No, really."

		She beamed down at me and shoved down on my erection with hard thrusts. "Mm, you feel good in there. Nice and hard. If this happened again, would you be disappointed?"

		I lifted my head. "No, why?"

		"Well, no promises. It feels good, so maybe more in the future. I just really prefer seeing my husband fuck your girl."

		"So do I."

		"You're sure of that?"

		"Yes."

		"What are you looking for in all of this?"

		"I want Doug's dick in her as often as possible."

		She shuddered deliciously. "Mm, I like the sound of that."

		"I wish he could do it every day."

		Her eyes bugged out and she moaned suddenly. Her hips began bucking. "Yeah? Seriously?"

		"Yes. I'd love to come home and find them fucking."

		She closed her eyes as they rolled up in her head.

		I said, "I want his cock in her every day, squirting and filling her..."

		She gasped loudly. "In... your wife!"

		"Yes!" I grabbed her hips and heaved up into her. "I want his cock in my wife. I want him to shoot his cum into her every single day."

		She quavered and shook. Her pussy clamped with harsh spasms on my erection.

		I said, "I want your husband fucking my wife every second of every day. I want him to fuck her like she was his bride."

		She cried out with pain and ecstasy. Her hips flung back and forth on my dick as she delivered an impressive orgasm.

		I was there. "Can I cum in you?"

		She panted harshly and looked at the bathroom. "You're not supposed to... but I want you to. Hurry."

		I flipped her over, lifted her legs and plunged my aching cock as far as I could into Laraine's pussy. The hot lava feel was already there and only needed a few furious pumps.

		The cum shook my body as it traveled up my cock and squirted deep into Laraine.

		And it was right then that Doug came out of the bathroom.

		There was no way I could stop, I was already in her, and I was already cumming. I pressed down again, looking at him watching. I growled again and again as squirt after squirt drained out of me and flooded his wife's womb.

		He looked bemused.

		She was watching him, too, clawing my back and pulling me in.

		After a few pants and a pause, I gave one final, deep push into her pussy. I held it there, feeling my balls balloon and then jerk – sending my last blast into her.

		I groaned wearily, exhausted, and pulled out.

		Doug sighed strangely, but nodded as if acquiescing.

		

	
		EPILOGUE

		

		Out in the living room, the four men had my wife sprawled out on the couch. They continued to take turns fucking her.

		One at a time now, the other three sitting and recuperating.

		Her pussy was red and puffy, wet with cum in amounts I had never seen. She was almost delirious and didn't really register that I was there. But she moved and stroked with her fingers as if relishing the luxury of whatever she was experiencing in her mind.

		I looked down at her body as one man pulled out. Cum oozed out.

		I felt an immense pride and achievement in knowing that my wife's body could take five men and their multiple orgasms.

		Watching as the next man slid his dick into her, I felt a satisfaction that was unlikely to ever be topped.

		The man grunted and fucked my wife's well-used pussy.

		For a moment, I could envision the man fucking her and the men waiting as her uncles.

		Considering my sexual exhaustion from the nonstop fucking over the last several months, I was going to need to keep her pussy fed with dick.

		I looked forward to every thrust.

		

		Thank you for reading Hot Bride!

		For similar-themed titles by Laran Mithras, be sure to check these out:

		Loaning Her To My Boss – the boss is there on their wedding night

		My Husband Wants Me to Date? – her husband's fantasy opens up to her a world she thought filthy

		Honey, I Met a Guy at the Park – he urges his wife to make friends with a nice man to help battle postpartum depression

		Dress Day – she dresses as a schoolgirl and her boss falls for her, hard

		Just the Tip – two couples meet at church and find a game to play
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