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Chapter 1

We were drunk. I admit that. Nell most of all. Our group occupied Brian's cluttered living room. The television was on but the sound off. Roxy and I sat together on the loveseat. Brian sat in the green Naugahyde La-Z-Boy, whiskey bottle in one hand, glass in the other, cigarette dangling from a bottom lip. Nell had slowly eased off Brian's lap to pool on the ground between his knees. We laughed at every stage of her slow descent. She was proud for not spilling a drop of whiskey from her tumbler. Her big tits almost slipped free of her tank top but she recovered in time and then rested her head on his thigh. I was disappointed. They're big and they're nice. Her eyes wandered the room from down there and soon landed on the lump in his crotch. She tugged the leg of his shorts aside and pulled his naked penis out. Like I said: drunk. She held it like a flower and shook the shaft, making the head wobble. She laughed at her own silliness. I thought it was hilarious and so did Brian, but Roxy, my wife, acted like Nell stole money from a blind person. They'd been best friends for decades and Roxy was always scolding Nell.

"That's inappropriate, Nell," Roxy said. "Nobody wants to see that."

"Loosen up, Rox," Nell said. "We're just having fun, acting stupid. Have another drink until you see the humor in it."

"It's not funny."

"It is. Look."

Nell wagged Brian's dick like a floppy dog tail.

"It's a little dinosaur," she joked. "It's a penisophogus. It's a dickasaurus, dreaded fearsome hunter of the Pleistocene."

"What does it eat?" Brian slurred.

"It's a carnivore," Nell laughed. "It eats pussy."

She pretended to be terrified. Brian watched her play with his soft penis.

"I'm a carnivore too!" she said, opening her mouth wide.

She swooped on his dick, gobbling Brian down to his pubic hairs.

"Disgusting," Roxy stated.

Nell slurped and bobbed, enjoying the cock in her mouth. Brian gained a little size and stiffness but mostly ignored Nell like she did this shit all the time. I think Nell is cute and Roxy knows it. I was sure my wife hated that I watched another woman suck dick. Nell popped Brian out of her mouth after a few minutes.

"Do you swallow?" Nelly asked Roxy.

"What? No! Gross. Semen is nasty."

Nelly laughed and then looked at me with sympathy.

"Poor baby," she said.

"Don't worry about Tom," Roxy said. "He's doing fine. Put Brian away."

Nell looked at her husband.

"You heard her," Nell said.

Brian gave a little nod and gulped another shot of whiskey. Nell opened her mouth and engulfed his soft penis to the root.

"Goddamn it, Nell," Roxy said. "Stop. You're drunk. Tomorrow you'll regret acting this way. Put it away. Nobody wants to watch you suck a penis."

"I want to watch her," Brian said.

"I want to watch her," I said.

"Eh wan u wath hur," Nell mumbled, mouth stuffed with penis.

Brian and I giggled like little girls and then fist bumped.

Nelly pulled her mouth off the man long enough to gulp more whiskey before enveloping him again.

"Nelly loves to swallow," Brian said. "She likes sucking cock more than fucking. She likes blowing me more than getting head."

My wife looked disgusted. Nell began to bob smoothly, semi-hard dick gliding in and out. She played with Brian's balls and stroked the shaft. He was probably too drunk to get truly hard so she made do. A softer penis can go farther back in the throat and that's what she did. Brian moaned appreciatively.

I expected Roxy to demand we leave, but she didn't. Nell had done similar inappropriate acts over the years and we'd all grown accustomed.

Brian grew a little harder so Nell told him to stand and drop his shorts. She scooted under his dick and rubbed her hands together, like she was about to get to work. She licked her lips. Brian drank whiskey from the bottle, looking down on his young wife. He took a long drag on his cigarette and exhaled a column of smoke towards the stucco ceiling.  

"I don't suck cock," Roxy explained, defensively. "I perform loving fellatio. Tell her, Tom. Tell her how good I am."

I hesitated. Roxy's good, but not great.

That hesitation was my undoing. Nell chuckled around a mouthful and Brian laughed once, loud.

"Goddamn it, Tom," Roxy complained, sulking.

"Watch and learn," Nelly said. "I'm the best."

Nell attacked Brian's cock. She used fingers and lips and tongue. She sucked hard on the head and then softly licked the shaft and balls. She was gloriously unashamed. She was a treat to watch. I felt that shit. She loved sucking cock and made no apologies. She teased his dick until, despite his drunken state, he throbbed, hard and about to burst. Nell leaned back to admire her handiwork.

"See?" she said. "Come here, Rox. I'll show you every trick in the book."

"Hang on," I mumbled. "I'm okay with Nell sucking Brian's dick but I am not okay with Roxy sucking Brian's dick. We are not that drunk."

Nell laughed.

"Don't worry," she said. "No touching. I just want her to watch and listen."

Roxy must have been drunker than I realized because she slid off the loveseat to sit on her heels next to her best friend.

"Just like Tammy's eighth-grade slumber party," Nell said. "Hall closet."

Roxy giggled.

"Except this time the carrot is a real penis."

Nell gripped Brian around the base and held him upright. She began a detailed analysis of the male organ, explaining erogenous zones and things to avoid. Between lessons she sucked and licked Brian's hard dick. I know he got off on two pretty females down there right next to his cock. Roxy paid close attention, as much concentration as she could muster considering the alcohol running through her. Nell vacuumed Brian's dick and painted his hairy balls with wide swathes of her tongue. The dude got a five-star treatment. I grew envious and I grew stiff.

"Why don't you like to swallow?" Nell asked.

Roxy turned bashful.

"I hate the taste."

Nell studied my wife's face.

"Nah," she said. "I know you. That ain't it. Besides, Tom is healthy and eats well. It's not the taste, it's the idea of what you're swallowing."

Roxy stared at the shag carpeting.

"I guess you're right," she said.

"Not that jizz tastes good," Nell said. "There a wide range of flavors but I've only known one guy that tasted okay. I could suck his dick all day."

"Hey," Brian complained.

"Anyway," she continued. "I'll teach you a trick for avoiding the taste. Suck their cock like normal. Get them worked up, so hard they're pulsating in your mouth. When they're about to cum, push the head all the way in. Let them spurt at the back of your throat while you work the shaft and balls. There are no taste buds back there. You'll get maybe a hint of salty milk. Maybe. Meanwhile, your man is losing his mind. Remember, sperm is not waste material. The body isn't eliminating something bad. Sperm is your man's essence. A man is feeding you the extract of his soul. For you it's literally concentrated Tom."

She sucked Brian for a minute and her delight was obvious.

"It's awesome, Rox. Cocks are awesome. I love making them explode. I pleasure a man until he can't take any more and then he erupts with nectar. I fucking love it. Your problem is a lack of experience. The only dick you've ever known is Tommy's. You're married so that's the only dick you ever will know. You've got to get really good with it."

"Listen to her, Baby," I teased.

"Shut up, Tom," Roxy joked. "I'm doing this for you."

Nell got back to work on Brian's erection. The man was in Heaven. Nell took her time, showed Roxy everything and explained the why and wherefores. Brian's cock dripped saliva to the rug. He was hard as glass but Nell would not let him release until she concluded the lesson.

"All right," she told my wife. "Imagine you have him close. Your man is dying. You've got him tied in knots, begging for release. If you deny him, his balls will turn blue. They don't actually change color, that's just an expression, but the pain they feel is real. When the guy gets hard all these little valves close on these honeycomb chambers. Only orgasm will open all those valves and allow the blood, oxygen starved now because it's been trapped, to rejoin the bloodstream. If you tease and tease and never let him finish, he's going to be in agony. Am I right, guys?"

"Hell yeah," Brian said.

"Yes," I agreed. "You are correct. I didn't know that was why. I didn't know what caused the pain, but, yes, it hurts a lot."

Nell smiled at Roxy.

"I gotta make Brian cum. Stay here and watch what I do. Tom will thank you later."

Nell used both hands on her husband while sucking hard on the tip. Brian groaned. He was drunk so that delayed things but there was no way he could hold back. His cock was red steel when he finally exploded, blasting buckets down Nell's throat. She'd told the truth, jamming the man's cock all the way in and allowing him to spray directly into her stomach. Roxy watched closely. She knows she's inexperienced and not great in bed. I tell her it's all right, she'll get better with time, but she hates it. I was no virgin when we met and the obvious disparity between our previous sex lives bothers her.

Nell sucked and gulped, sucked and gulped. She raked nails over Brian's sensitive balls and coaxed a huge load from the guy. He staggered backward into his chair, shorts still around his ankles, and collapsed.

"And then they sleep," Nell said, laughing.

She turned to her best friend and held her chin. She pursed her lips and kissed my wife on the mouth, a slightly too long peck.

She was right again: Brian passed out. Bottle and glass slipped from his hand and Nell plucked the cigarette from his lips. I watched Roxy. My wife licked her lips and made a curious face, wondering about something she tasted there. I was too drunk to understand at the time but later, just before we fell asleep at home in our own bed, I realized the truth. It was Brian she'd tasted. Semen from Nell's mouth transferred to my wife's lips.


Chapter 2

I awoke to Roxy's lips wrapped around my dick. She was already better at sucking cock. I moaned softly and she chuckled.

"You like that?"

"Of course," I said, lifting the covers so I could see her pretty face.

She looked amazing. Her hair had fallen partly across her face. Her emerald eyes were dreamy. She's not a prude, she just lacks experience, and that makes her tentative and shy. She feels a woman her age should know way more sexual things than she does. She swirled her tongue around the head and watched for my reaction. I moaned and let my head fall back on the pillow. She was much better.

"Making a man moan is the sexiest sound there is," she said.

I felt the head of my dick slide along her tongue. Her lips closed around the shaft, forming a tight seal. She sucked, vacuuming a surge of blood into my cock, stiffening me, expanding the head. She choked. She got mad at herself for messing up and pushed more dick deep. She gagged and whipped her mouth away.

"Dammit!" she spat.

"It's okay, Baby," I said. "No hurry. I can spend all day in bed if you want to practice."

"I wish we could. Granny's birthday party is Saturday."

"Shit."

"Yes. We need to finish up here and hit the road. That's why I thought I should wake you this way. We can't have sex once we're at her place."

"Why? She's an attractive older woman."

"You're gross."

"She looks amazing for ninety-five."

"Stop. You're not funny. Stop talking about my grandmother that way or I'll stop sucking your penis."

I stopped. I made a show of clamping my lips together.

"Good boy."

She examined my penis like a puzzle to solve. She tried to remember everything Nell had taught her, weeks ago. She licked under the tip and suddenly dropped to lick my balls, like she'd forgotten about them until that moment. I laid there and soaked her attention up. She was right: we'd have zero sex at Granny's place.

I tried to drag her hips around so we could sixty-nine but she wasn't in the mood for that. She continued to orally please me until I told her I was getting close.

"Nell says you should swallow," I said.

"I'm not there yet. Just take over and cum on my tits. I need to shower anyway."

I did as I was told.

Hours later the car was packed and we were ready to leave.

"We'll take the Forty east," I told Roxy. "With an overnight stop at Black Mountain.  Next day we'll take a side trip to Mount Mitchell, highest point east of the Mississippi. Supposed to be beautiful this time of year."

"Don't bother me with north and east and west. You know I'm shit with directions. Just put some music on and roll the windows down and drive, Baby. I'm fine with your plan. I can't wait to get away."

I dropped it. She didn't need to know my plan. I ran around the car to open her door for her and then we were off. There's nothing like all the time in the world, the open road, and a full tank. We hit the freeway and I stepped on the gas. We soon crossed the State line and entered beautiful North Carolina. Another hour and we left the freeway to check into our motel for the night. We unloaded our luggage in the room and then drove into the Pisgah National Forest. We slowed, leaving the gravel road in search of incredible views. Roxy has a hiking app on her phone and we used the comments left by others to see some amazing sights others don't see. Roxy loves taking photos. We parked and kept exploring until the sun began to sink.

"Back to the car," I said.

My wife bundled up her camera and lens and we started back.

I knew we were in trouble right away. We had left the trail to see a panoramic vista and I thought returning to it would be easy, but after twenty minutes I knew we were lost. Roxy knew it too. The sun was behind clouds now so there were no shadows, just soft diffuse light. I couldn't get my bearings on any landmarks. We kept searching, hoping to pick up the trial or even stumble across the gravel road, but no luck. The clouds darkened. The air smelled like rain. We came on a stream and decided to follow it. This led us to a small lake and a dirt road.

"Thank god," Roxy said.

We guessed left was better than right and began trudging. At least the walk was easier.  The road followed the shore and we soon saw a white van parked next to a large NO FISHING sign. There were two men seated in folding chairs with two poles each in the water. They heard us approaching and one of them stood, a towering monster of a man. He wore overalls covered with pockets. The other man cocked his head as if to listen better.

"Hello," I called out. "Sorry to bother you. We got lost out here."

"Sun go down," the seated man barked.

"Yes," Roxy replied. "We know. Can you help us find our car?"

"We came up from the forty," I quickly added. "Left Black Mountain to see the Pisgah forest. Took the two-oh-nine to the fire road, turned left. Drove a couple miles. Parked and got out to walk. Judging by that, how far are we from our car?"

"Sun go down," the seated man barked.

"Ignore Jeb" the huge man said. "He blind. He likes the sun on his face. You plan on telling?"

Roxy and I looked at each other, confused.

"Telling whom, what?" I asked.

"Fishing. We fishing. That's wrong."

We were close enough now to see the seated man was, in fact, blind. He also looked about a hundred and twenty years old. The huge man was even bigger up close. He may have had grizzly bear DNA in him. He was missing a few teeth.

"No," Roxy said, frustrated. "We don't care that you're fishing. We won't tell a soul. Do you have any idea where our car is?"

"I do," Monster Man said. "I'll take you."

He began to pull fishing poles from the ground. The blind man stood, waiting to be guided.

"No," Roxy said. "You don't need to do that. Just tell us which way to go."

"Too many words," Monster said. "Showing is better."

Roxy looked at me, clearly distressed. We wanted to leave but we didn't want to get in their van. On the other hand, night was minutes away. We rejected their help at our own great peril. The look I exchanged with my wife said it all. I saw her draw the same conclusion.

"Thank you," she said. "My name is Roxy. This is my husband, Tom."

Monster jerked a thumb at Blind.

"Jeb," he said. "I'm Ford, but folks call me Hog."

Hog threw all their gear into the side door of the van and then lifted Jeb like the grown man weighed three pounds. He sat the old man in the passenger seat and waved us inside. He closed the door while we tried to find someplace to sit amongst the junk and smelly fishing gear. Roxy perched atop a wheel well and I found a plastic milk crate. Hog started the van and we pulled onto the dirt road. The sky grew darker but Hog did not turn on the headlights. We drove a while, taking various turns onto roads I could barely see. I sensed we worked our way deeper into the forest.

"To our car, right?" I asked, concerned.

Hog shook his head.

"Home. Storm's gonna hit hard. Wait it out. Then your car."

Roxy rubbed her temples. We bounced along the bumpy dirt road.


Chapter 3

Home was a shack with a decrepit motorhome parked close enough to be a room addition. They'd rigged a blue tarp over the gap to shield the rain. There was every kind of trash imaginable surrounding the place. Hog pulled the van in and a young man with only one hand came out to greet him. An old man in a wheelchair followed. Roxy looked at me with a mix of growing fear and disgust. The first raindrops were hitting the windshield when Hog came around to open the sliding side door. He barked at One Hand and Wheels to get back inside, then lifted Jeb in his arms.

"Follow me," he rumbled.

What choice did we have? Wait in the van? The temperature was dropping fast but to stay behind was judge these people and the way they lived, and we needed their help. I stepped out and helped Roxy.

We followed the troupe inside their dilapidated hovel, which was worse. All four of them had to be hoarders. Trash was piled high, worse than outside, with pathways carved from room to room. The screen door banged shut behind me. One Hand closed the heavy wooden door and bolted it. They led us to a living area that had three mismatched couches and five mismatched chairs. There were three televisions, two on at the same time, and more junk piled high. Hog cleared us a spot to sit and then left through an archway.

Wheelchair man introduced himself as Jedidiah and One Hand as Bud. I asked how they liked living in the mountains and Jedidiah informed me he hated people, so living out here away from everyone was just fine by him. I apologized for intruding.

"Ain't no fault of yours," he said, leering at Roxy. "Hog brought you."

Roxy and I sat awkwardly until Hog returned with lemonade. At least it smelled like lemonade. I wished to avoid seeming rude so I took several sips and was surprised I liked the taste. There was a subtle aftertaste I couldn't name. I just hoped the glass was clean. I licked my lips and drank more. Roxy sat her drink to the side. Hog took several gulps, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

Rain began to patter on the roof. Wind whistled through the trees. I heard a mournful moaning from the back of the house but attributed the sound to wind passing through one of the many holes in the walls and roof.

I finished my lemonade. Nobody spoke. These hillbillies sat around watching us like we were aliens from Mars. I sat the empty glass on a stack of newspapers. All four of these creepy guys watched Roxy and me.

I began to feel warm. My face and neck flushed pink. My balls begin to tingle. The four narrowed their focus, leaning closer, scrutinizing me.

"You okay?" Roxy asked.

"I feel lightheaded."

"That's the Juice I gave you," Hog said.

"What?" I asked.

Jedidiah chuckled.

"In your lemonade," Hog said.

I recoiled.

"You put something in my lemonade? What? What did you give me?"

He didn't answer. My heart raced. Who were these crazy fuckers?

"Did you poison my husband?" Roxy asked, panicking.

"Stand up," Hog said.

I did. My mouth was dry. The tingling from my balls had spread, crawling up my shaft, making me grow in my pants. Jedidiah chuckled again and Bud joined in, a dumb, ignorant guffaw. Despite my stressful predicament, I was sprouting an erection. The confines of my pants grew painful.

"Why?" I asked. "Why would you do that? What's going to happen?"

"You'll see."

On the heels of my growing erection came an overpowering urge for sex. I felt compelled, like all choice had vanished. I wanted to fuck. I was forced to want to fuck. I desperately needed it. I turned to Roxy. She saw something in my eyes. She shrank from me.

"Go on," Bud said. "Take it out. It must be hurting by now. Mine does."

"What's happening, Tom?"

"I don't know, Rox. They gave me something, an aphrodisiac, a powerful  one, that's making me get hard. I can't help it. I've got this uncontrollable urge to fuck. It's crazy."

"I do not want sex right now," she said. "Especially not in this place."

"I know!"

My dick was bursting my seams. I had a painful pinch so I dug at my crotch to straighten things out. Bud laughed.

"He's feeling it!" he announced.

"Take it out," Jedidiah said, rolling closer. "It's all right. We don't bite."

I was mortified. Humiliated. I did not know or like these people, yet the idea of taking my cock out was appealing. If I couldn't have Roxy, and my rational brain assured me I could not, not under these circumstances, at least I could jerk off to an audience. Not the sex I craved but at least it was something.

"We've seen dozens," Bud said, licking his lips. "Everybody loves our lemonade. Too bad the girlie didn't drink none. You folks would a given us a show."

Dear God, save me. I prayed none of these freaks would try to touch me. Masturbating in front of strangers was a terrible idea but somehow the Juice made it seem like a good alternative. I stopped thinking about it. I had to do something.

"Fuck it," I growled.

I unzipped and unbuckled and pushed my pants and underwear down. Roxy's eyebrows shot up. She could not believe I was doing it. Cool air hit my sensitive skin and I shivered, freed at last. I swelled a bit bigger all the way around, released at last from the prison of my jeans. The head flared. Every eye in the room was on me.

"There you go, boy," Jedidiah muttered. "Go get yourself some."

He plucked two remotes from a pile of magazines and switched one of the televisions to porn and the other off. My gaze landed on two women sucking one big and throbbing cock. Utterly inappropriate right then, with Roxy in the room and us being strangers, but my eyes glued themselves to the action. I felt every lick that man received, every suck and nibble. If Roxy had any place to retreat to, she would have left the room. As it was, she stayed. Her eyes darted around before landing full-force on me. She stared at my erection like she couldn't believe this was truly happening. I couldn't either but that didn't stop me. I've never felt such a need. I began to stroke and watch the porn. Every other thought left my head.

"Show us," Bud rasped. "Show us what we did."

His words hit home. I knew they just wanted to see the effect their elixir had on me. There's nothing special about my cock. Their manipulation of strangers is what made them feel powerful. I knew all that but didn't care. I was seized with the urge to show my erection to the world. I leaned my body backward and tilted my hips up, displaying my pulsating cock for all to see. Bud thumped his chest with his one hand, delighted like a child. Jedidiah, Hog, and Roxy just stared at me.

"This is insane," my wife muttered. "Tom, stop."

She was right. I should not be doing this. But I didn't stop. My body yearned and ached from head to toes. I was desperate for Roxy to touch me. I was dying to put my cock in her mouth, to push her down and bury my cock in her steaming pussy. A pearl of precum oozed from the tip and sat perched.

"Got it bad," Bud said. "We got him real bad. He's in a sorry state."

"Drink your lemonade," Jedidiah told Roxy.

She shook her head vigorously. That had been their clumsy plan: get the married couple high on Juice. If Roxy had taken even a sip, we'd be rolling around on this dirty floor, fucking like animals for their amusement. The thought was abhorrent.

"Yes, Roxy," I heard myself say. "Drink. Let's fuck."

"Do as your husband commands," Jedidiah said.

Roxy left her seat to go stand in the corner, watching, but putting as much distance as possible between her and her lemonade. I returned my attention to the porn. I took my penis in hand and marveled. I'd never swollen so large. I'd never felt so hard. My dick was bigger than ever and I loved it. I stroked slowly, smiling, teasing myself with waves of intense sensation. I shuddered. My balls felt huge and hot and full of sperm. I wanted this moment to last forever.

"You like how you feel?" Bud asked.

"I love it. I feel big."

"Yeah," he said, voice snide. "You're almost the biggest in the room." He burst into a fit of laughter. "Almost."

"Who's bigger?" I challenged, annoyed. "You're just jealous."

They all looked at each other like I'd taken the same path and said the same thing as a hundred men before me.

"Your turn, Hog," Jedidiah drawled. "Show the fool."

Hog rose from the sofa and slipped the strap of his overalls off his huge rounded shoulder. He did the same on the other side. He pushed the garment down to his hips, exposing a massive hairy chest. The man was bigger than any NFL linebacker. His body lacked definition. His chest, arms, and shoulders were smooth masses of beef. He shoved his clothing over his hips and the material snagged on his stiff penis, bending him way down before he slipped free and flipped up to slap his stomach with a meaty thump. The lemonade had worked magic on him too.

All eyes, including those of my beloved Roxy, went to that beefy rocket standing up from his hips. He was not terribly long, besting me by only a few inches, but he had girth. He was thick and solid and plastered with veins all along his column of meat. He stepped out of his overalls and came towards me, standing close, bringing his rampant and throbbing cock right next to mine so everyone could compare.

It wasn't even close. His penis dwarfed mine. His bull cock radiated strength, virility, and male power. He kept his dick near mine, focused on Roxy and her eyes on us. My wife studied his fat inches and then jumped to me and then back to him. I wondered what thoughts raced through her head. Yes, the situation was bizarre, but she was a woman, and we were two naked men, our cocks pulsating in the open air.

"What the hell is happening?" she muttered.

Hog grabbed his cock and squeezed. The mushroom head expanded and turned purple. He made no move to touch me, satisfied instead by being a clear winner in this machismo contest. I wondered if Roxy would flee the room. I wondered if she was angry enough to risk a night in the storm. Her expression was complex and hard to read. She was angry at the discourtesy being shown, but I saw confusion and curiosity mixed in, like part of her wondered what the hell would happen next. Her eyes lingered briefly on his majestic erection.

Hog dug his balls out of his overalls. His clothing was stretched tight between his thighs and he rested his hanging balls there now. Not to be outdone, I grabbed my dick and squeezed too, causing my head to flare. Probably unwise, given how much bigger he was. All I did was illuminate that fact. I turned to Roxy, desperate for relief. She saw the look in my eyes.

"Don't even think about it, Mister," she told me, pointing at my erection. "I don't know why you're doing this and I want no part of it."

Hog began to slow-stroke as he eyed Roxy. I was so immersed in my own desperate need I hadn't even considered my wife might feel threatened. She was in a room with five men, two of them naked and hard.

"All right," I said, trying to sound reassuring despite my ardent need.

I released my dick, slowly regaining my composure. This had spun out of control fast. I tucked my dick in my pants, more sexually frustrated than I'd ever been in my life. I zipped and buckled and moved things around to minimize discomfort. My penis throbbed like when I smashed my thumb with a hammer. I wanted to fuck so badly I could scream. Hog reluctantly stuffed his dick away. He tugged his overalls higher but left them bunched around his waist, his broad chest bare.

"We got a room for you," Bud said. "Follow Hog."

I gestured for Roxy to go first and then followed. Hog led us through a narrow path farther back into the house. We passed a room filled with weird yellowish-green lights. I risked a quick look and saw rows of orchids growing in pots, lining dozens of tables. I heard air pumps and misters and saw protective gear like patchwork hazmat suits hanging on nails. We passed a hallway where the motorhome outside connected to the house. The rain was loud here, the air cold and gusty. At the end of the path Hog shoved some junk out of the way and pushed a door open to an unused room. On the floor were two twin mattresses wrapped in clear plastic. Blankets sat stacked on a chair nearby.

"I'll call you when the storm breaks," he rumbled. "We'll get your car."

"Yeah," I said. "Okay. Good. Thanks, um, for your help."

He eyed Roxy and then me. He left us.

"What the fuck happened back there?" she said.

"They drugged me, Rox. I'm sorry I got so horny but it's not my fault. I'm still fighting it. If you won't help me then I'm sorry, but I need to jerk off. That lemonade is crazy shit. Be glad you didn't drink any."

"Thank God."

"I know, right? They wanted to watch us fuck right there on the living room floor. These assholes are savages. How many people have they trapped in their web? It's like we're spending the night in a spider's nest. I bet Hog takes his cock out after the victims get started and they just include him. He's so big."

"His cock was a monster. No way would something like that ever go in me. Gross. I wouldn't have done that, spiked lemonade or not."

"That's the thing, Rox. You would have. Trust me. You would have fucked us all. Even the guy in the wheelchair. I can't describe what I'm feeling right now. It takes all my willpower just to talk, just to keep my hands to myself. The desire is so strong."

"I hear what you're saying, Tommy, but I promise you. I would never touch a man like Hog. His penis was terrifying, not sexy. I'm sleeping with my clothes on. Tomorrow we get the fuck out of here. I don't care if we must wander the woods all day. We'll find our car eventually."

We spread some blankets to sleep on and under, using others for pillows. We tried to relax but my heart was a jackhammer. I was so horny. I turned my back to hers and pulled my dick out. I closed my eyes and pictured her face under the covers this morning, my cock in her sweet mouth. I felt my load stir to life almost instantly.

"Are you doing it?" she murmured. "Are you masturbating?"

"Yeah. Sorry, Baby. I've got to."

She sighed, exasperated. She listened to the blanket rustle for a minute and then rolled on her side to face me.

"Give it here," she said, begrudgingly. "I'll help."

I rolled on my side to face her. She grabbed my dick, squeezing hard and yanking roughly. I didn't care. That felt good too. Movement over her shoulder drew my eye. Weak Jeb stood in the doorway with his head tilted like listened closely. Roxy noticed and turned to see him. She stopped jerking me.

"Keep going," I whispered. "He's blind. He can't see what we're doing."

She didn't like it but she took me in hand and began to jerk.

"Show me your tits," I said. "Help me get there."

"He's right there."

"He can't see, Roxy. Just let me look at them."

"Fine."

She pulled off her sweatshirt and unbuttoned her top, watching Jeb all the way. She laid on her side again, her bra doing a wonderful job of mashing her smooth pale tits together. Sexy.

"More," I begged. "Show me more."

She huffed and puffed again but pulled the cups down, freeing her nipples. I suspected she enjoyed my eyes on her despite our dire circumstances. She checked on Jeb but he didn't react so she reached awkwardly behind and flipped the clasp. Her bra sprang forward, her gorgeous tits fell free. I leaned my face close and suckled a nipple. She softly gasped. Her hand felt fantastic. I tongued her areolas and she quietly moaned.

"I hate that he's right there," she whined.

Her free hand cupped my hot balls and rolled them around. Nell had taught her that trick. Roxy jerked me faster.

"Don't hold back," she whispered.

I bit my bicep and suddenly spurt hot jizz all over her hands and forearms. My load was the biggest I'd ever had. At least it felt that way. I clenched and squirt over and over, cascading showers of hot milk.

"That was fast," she rasped.

I couldn't answer. I was seeing stars. My orgasm rocked me, body and brain. I was dizzy and dazed. She continued to stroke me and my semen made a wonderful lube. Best of all, I stayed hard. I returned my mouth to her breasts. I sucked and licked like my wife was made of ice cream until I exploded with a second orgasm. I took longer this time, and didn't shoot as much, but I stayed hard again just like after the first time.

"That's all you get," she rasped. "My arm is tired. Go to sleep. Jeb standing there is freaking me out."

Roxy put her bra and shirt back on, followed by her sweatshirt. I got up and crossed the room, my still-hard dick wobbling with every step. I used my toe to slowly close the door in his face. He was blind. He didn't know.


Chapter 4

The sun was just beginning to fill the room with light when we woke. The house was quiet. A light rain fell. Roxy ran her fingers through her hair and smacked her lips like she had disgusting morning breath.

"I desperately need a bathroom," she muttered.

I'd slept without pants on and she dropped her gaze to my erection.

"Is that morning wood or still from the lemonade? You feel like showing everyone your dick again?"

"Feels like morning wood," I said, groggy. "That crazy impulsive desperation is gone, mostly. I'm horny, but not like last night."

She kissed my forehead. We'd passed a bathroom on the way to our bedroom last night and Roxy headed for it now. I rolled onto my back to stare at the water-stained ceiling.

Time passed. Too much time. Roxy should be back by now. I pulled on my pants to go look for her but encountered her right away. She was down the hall, hiding behind a stack of cardboard boxes, staring at something around the corner. I crept up silently, curious what held her attention. Then I saw what she saw: giant Hog, naked, showering in a tile vestibule under a painter's bucket punctured with a thousand holes. Hot water poured in from a pipe on top and then sprayed down over him. He was covered with runny suds, using soap on his hair too. His body looked even bigger wet. His thighs were oak trunks. His heavy cock swung side to side, slower than he moved, weighed down by its own girth. He rinsed everything clean and turned off the water, then waited for the bucket to drain. He grabbed a large towel hanging on a nail and shook his head like a dog shedding water. He began to dry. If he'd noticed Roxy, he covered well. He seemed oblivious to her as he rubbed the towel over arms and legs and chest and back. His cock was a wrecking ball, slow swinging side to side as he moved. His scrotum was a flesh-colored softball.

He sensed something and looked up to check his surroundings but Roxy ducked in time. He returned to drying and my wife returned to watching. I stayed as long as I could without fear of getting caught. I headed back to our room. I flopped on our bed and stared at the ceiling again. Roxy soon returned.

"Let's get out of here," she said. "If Hog won't take us, we walk."

"Sounds good to me."

We had few items to collect: my watch, Roxy's camera and lens case. We put on shoes and socks.

"A shower would be nice," Roxy muttered. "But no way am I taking my clothes off with those guys around. I don't feel safe."

The smell of fresh hot coffee drifted down the hall.

"Oh my God," Roxy said. "I need some of that."

"Me too."

We wandered out to meet everyone. Hog wore cargo pants and a green flannel shirt that had to be five-X. Jeb sat outside on the porch feeling the morning mist on his face. Bud and Jedidiah were still in bed. Roxy mentioned coffee and Hog hurried to pour us both a cup. If he felt conspicuous about flaunting his cock last night, he didn't show it. We sat at a bench on the window side of the pale-yellow Formica kitchen table. Hog poured himself some coffee too and pulled a stool around.

"Storm's gone," he said.

"You'll take us to our car?" Roxy asked, gulping coffee like she needed it to stay alive. I couldn't tease her, though. I was doing the same. We'd get no breakfast so an appetite suppressant like caffeine was a good idea. She finished her cup and asked for a refill. Hog poured and then topped my cup off too. I sipped, Roxy gulped. Hog grinned at me, and something in his gaze struck a chord. I looked at my cup. Roxy had almost finished her second. She stared at the floor like she was dizzy.

"Oh no," I muttered. "Roxy, stop drinking."

She looked at me, trying to focus. She looked at the cup in her hand. She looked at Hog, smirking.

"No," she breathed.

It was too late for Roxy and me. He had only to wait. The big man finished his coffee and slammed the cup on the table. I felt terribly stupid for a minute but then that got pushed aside as a growing lust rose. Roxy looked like she was about to cry. Hog watched my wife closely and when he saw some sign only he understood, he stood and untied the sash at his waist. He lowered his pants.

The thick, hanging beast from last night was with us again. Roxy fought hard, resisting the urge to look at it. Hog pushed his pants down his legs and hefted his penis, dropping the thing like a dead barracuda on the table before her. The soft tube landed with a thud and bounced once.

Her resistance faded fast. Her resistance changed into fascination and curiosity and my wife stared at that man's cock. She doesn't watch porn. Ever. As far as I knew the only penises she'd ever seen were mine and Brian's. I felt no outrage, no fear. I stared at my wife staring at a man's cock and I agreed that she should. That impressive piece of meat deserved her attention. It made sense that she stared. I wanted her to.

Roxy began to squirm in her seat.

"Tommy," she said.

"It's too late, Baby," I muttered. "He trapped us. We're caught. I can't believe we just came out here and drank–"

That's as far as I got. My balls were tingling and it was far stronger than the night before. I still had Juice in me and that combined with what I'd just consumed. My penis began to expand, folding on itself stuck in my pants. Roxy slipped a hand to her lap. Bumps rose over her sweatshirt, nipples so stiff they poked through three layers of clothing.

"Oh," my wife moaned. "No. No, no, no. God."

I knew I was supposed to hate that she stared at his cock, but I couldn't bring myself to do it.

"You're so pretty," I mumbled.

She warred with herself. She struggled mightily, telling herself to leave the table, flee the room.

Instead, she placed a gentle palm on the thick shaft.

"You're so warm," she said, looking up to meet his eyes. "I feel you pulsing. You smell like soap."

Roxy is touching him, I thought, my mind straining to understand.

I saw her wedding ring against his veiny flesh, but my mind could not grasp the reality. I tried to form words. I tried to tell her to take her hand away and not touch him again. I was distracted by my throbbing cock and said nothing. He was expanding, filling out under her fingers, inching forward on the table. She curled those fingers and gasped.

"Your heartbeat," she whispered. "So strong. I feel it in your penis."

"I like you," he rumbled. "Pretty."

I stood. I unbuckled and unzipped and freed my strangled dick. Roxy glanced at me, startled to see a penis so close. She met my eyes.

"I'm on fire, Tommy," she said, whining. "I'm burning up. My pussy–"

She had more to say. I saw it in her eyes. But she lowered her mouth to my erection and sucked me in.

Red-hot electricity flashed through my brain like lightning. I gasped and flexed my hips, spontaneously and instinctively pushing more dick in her mouth. Hog chuckled, a muffled sound like distant thunder. I worried he'd shove me away and take her or wait for us to fuck on the table, giving them the show we avoided last night. He did neither. He simply waited, knowing exactly what the Juice was doing to her right now. Roxy curled her fingers around his heavy shaft and lifted him from the table. She let my penis slip out. She turned and moaned as she opened wide and pushed his large mushroom head past her lips and into her mouth. He casually unbuttoned his flannel and rested a hand on her hair, guiding her head.

"Strip," he growled.

I knew his command was universal. My drugged mind loved the idea. I pulled off shoes and socks and shed everything else too. Worse, I got to work on Roxy's clothes. I half expected her to protest but she helped, discarding her clothing as fast as she could. Her tits came into view followed by her pretty pussy. In minutes, we were nude.

Hog shoved a pile of junk off the table and hoisted her, plopping her small butt near the edge. His cock was pointed at her pussy like a cannon. He gently elbowed her thighs, shouldering his way in and easing her legs apart. Roxy looked between her legs, mesmerized by his approaching spear. She lifted her feet, further exposing her small, furry, vulnerable hole.

"Do it," my lovely bride whispered.

Her words triggered a surge of adrenaline that left my dick throbbing.

Hog cupped her ass with both hands and pulled her forward, bringing her sweet pussy to the very edge of the table. He held her firmly and stepped closer and the large mushroom head mashed her pussy lips, mashed them, and then split them open, forcing them wide until they crawled over the head to hug the shaft behind. The large helmet head gradually vanished inside and my wife exhaled long and slow. Her jaw worked like she struggled to speak, to share what she felt, to give voice to the sensations coursing through her. She shuddered, penetrated.

Roxy was soaked. Despite her arousal, his girth slowed his inward travel, pulling in her surrounding flesh as he gradually sank. Roxy gasped and moaned at the thick intrusion. Hog fed her pussy inch by inch. Her squirms became writhing. Her soft gasps and moans became deep throaty groans. His heavy balls continued their relentless march towards her ass until, at last, he'd buried all the cock she could take. Roxy's eyes were unfocused and filled with disbelief. Her mouth opened.

"He's, he's in me, Tommy," she whimpered. "I have a man in– Unngh!"

My wife orgasmed!

I was stunned. My jaw dropped. Roxy wailed, as surprised as me. She clung to the man, clawed his back, tried to pull him even deeper. Her legs hooked his waist and her heels dug into his butt and she blubbered a little as a powerful tremor raked her from face to feet. Her eyes were wide and staring a million miles away. He stuffed her with far more than she'd ever known. Her pussy stretched in every direction to hold him.

His muscular ass began a slow and smooth back and forth and Roxy writhed within his grasp. She was so small compared to him. Her weight was nothing. Her tight pussy strained to contain his inches. Her hole caved when he pushed in, then desperately clung when he withdrew, forming a cone of pink flesh around him. He dominated her cunt and she orgasmed again, overwhelmed and unprepared.

He pushed all the way in and flexed his ass, forcing blood into his dick, expanding himself inside her, pushing already stretched pussy walls wider. Roxy gasped. Her body sagged against his. He had wiped every thought from her head. She was lost in that one searing moment. He had filled her pussy and filled her universe.

I wasn't angry. I wasn't even annoyed. That fucking drug coursing through my veins made me want him to fuck her. I wanted him to fuck my lovely wife. I witnessed his complete dominance of her and my dick grew harder than ever.

Roxy orgasmed again.

She wailed as it hit, clinging to him with arms and legs left weak. Only his incredible strength and endurance kept them mating. She would have tumbled from the table. He cupped her ass and drove his meat stake deep into the heart of her body over and over.

I craved release but he wasn't sharing, so, just like last night, I took my penis in hand and began to masturbate. I knew, in the back of my mind, that jerking off to the sight of your wife getting fucked was strange and wrong but, in that moment, it made perfect sense. My body demanded I do something with this wild lust racing through me. Roxy skewered on the end of a fat cock was an erotic image more powerful than any I'd ever seen. I felt like my mind had been opened. Her glorious tits bounced with each thrust. Her mouth hung open, slack-jawed. Her whole body was a rosy pink. She was lost to his fucking, lost to that thick piston turning her world upside down.

"Fuuuuuuuck meeeeee," she whined, an eager and willing victim to his onslaught.

He pulled out and stepped back.

"No!" Roxy cried, clawing at him. "Come back. Fuck me. Give it to me."

She reached between her legs with both hands and found him, wrapping her fingers around his slippery shaft and tugging him forward. He watched her beg, savoring her unchecked desire and need. He smirked again, looking down at her hands on him, enjoying her desperation.

He scooped her off the table and set her feet on the floor. He turned her away and shoved her forward, pressing her hips against the table. He pushed her torso flat. She turned her head my way and our eyes met. She craved penetration so badly I thought she might start to cry.

"Open your pussy," he rumbled. "Show me your holes."

Roxy grabbed a butt cheek with each hand and pulled, lewdly opening herself to him. He stared at her rosebud asshole and swollen labia and grinned.

"You think you're better than us," he said. "Both of you."

"Yes," she whined. "You're white trash and we're not."

He laughed at her audacity.

"I saw it in your eyes, when you found us fishing. That's when I decided to fuck you. Rich bitch."

He stepped close and ran the tip of his cock up and down her soaked slit. Roxy trembled, pushed her pelvis at him to capture his dick.

"Put it in," she pleaded.

She tried again but he lifted his cock away, chuckling.

"Pleeeeeease," my wife begged.

She looked at me when she said it. I jerked my dick even faster. This was no Roxy I'd ever known and God help me, I loved seeing her this way. Gone was the haughty judgmental woman, gone was the shy and frightened girl, replaced by a cock-craving slut. Lust looked good on her.

"Tell him," she pleaded with me. "Tell him to put it in. Tell him to fuck me, Tom."

I almost shot my load right then.

"Yes," he growled. "Tell me, Tom. Tell me to fuck your woman."

His dick was poised outside her hole, taunting her with an occasional brush of the tip against her wildly sensitive vulva. Roxy squirmed and writhed. He looked too big for her. No way that would all fit.

"Put your cock in her," I said. "All of it. Every inch. Drive it deep."

"Thank you, Baby," she said.

He aimed his cock and eased it home. Roxy's tortured expression melted, turning to relief and then mind-blowing pleasure. Her eyes went wide, her lips pursed and then she groaned, loud and raspy.

"God, yes," she whimpered.

He held her hips and began to pump, sinking his cock until he met her cervix. She groaned, and then he withdrew until only the tip remained inside. He did this twice and she orgasmed again, muttering nonsense and drooling on the pale-yellow table.

It occurred to me that this man would soon ejaculate inside my wife. My eyes went to his balls and I watched them swing as he thrust. Roxy was lost to me. Roxy was a slave to the sensations he drove through her body and mind. A true and simple thought bounced around inside my skull with all the others: his sperm in my wife was a terrible thing. I tried to focus on that thought but my eyes made that impossible. My eyes showed me my wife bent over and fucked from behind. My eyes fed me a vision of pure raw lust. His thick curved cock was shiny and gleaming from her wetness. Roxy wanted this. Roxy craved him sawing in and out. I jerked even faster, Juice rushing around inside me and jangling my nerves.

"Cum in her," I croaked. "Shoot your big load deep. Empty your balls in her."

Roxy moaned from epic desire. She hadn't gotten to that thought yet but now that I'd led her there, she wanted his sperm more than air.

"Yesssssss," she hissed. "In meeeee. I want you in meeee."

The idea ignited her mind. We heard her soaked pussy gush wetter. He laughed like a conquering villain and worked his hips faster and harder. Roxy orgasmed again, sobbing into the crook of her arm, blown away by this mind-altering experience.

"It's coming," he snarled.

Roxy looked alarmed in her eyes but begged him to shoot it deep. My wife's words crashed into my ears and twisted my brain. I couldn't believe what I heard but I had to. She'd said those things.

My load began to boil in my balls. I moved closer, gluing my eyes to the glorious point where his thick cock penetrated her tight cunt. I'd never imagined such a sight. I'd never considered such a sight was even possible. I witnessed Roxy fucked like an animal and her eager and fervent desire for his manhood and I lost it. I sprayed hot semen all over their kitchen floor. I splattered the linoleum and sprayed the stacks of boxes. I growled like a dog. Hog laughed at me as I fountained.

He filled his big hands with butt cheeks. He held her tight. He bore down, slamming Roxy from behind until she wailed, overcome with pleasure. She may have orgasmed again in there somewhere. I couldn't tell and honestly, at that moment I was giving Hog all my attention. His body clenched all over and his teeth grit and he roared like the beast he was through a clenched jaw. He pushed his cock all the way in, buried his inches in my wife, and held himself deep.

I knew his throbbing cock pumped buckets of sperm into her. That fact screamed at me, demanding I cum again. I continued to jerk through it all, knuckles slippery, hand a blur. I chased another orgasm just out of reach. Hog seemed to blast sperm forever, bellowing and thrusting and flooding my wife's womb. Roxy stayed with him as long as she could but eventually swooned, a ragdoll on the table, jerked back and forth as Hog held her hips and pumped her to overflowing with jizz.


Chapter 5

I was dizzy. I clutched at the wall for support and it was then I noticed Jeb and Jedidiah and Bud had gathered to watch. Hog slowed his hips only gradually as he came down from a titanic climax. He'd filled Roxy to the brim and then over, so that milky semen leaked from her cunt and dribbled to the floor between their feet. He left his cock in her a long time. I knew he was still hard in there. The Juice does that. I knew because that's what my cock did last night when Roxy jerked me off. Hog was still rock solid inside my wife but that was fine with me because I was still rock solid in my hand. Part of me knew that made no sense but most of me only cared about my erection.

Bud drew his zipper down and pulled his ugly dick out and approached Hog and Roxy.

"My turn, Hog," Bud squeaked.

The big man put a hand on Bud's chest and propelled him backward. Bud hit the kitchen counter and spun. His ugly dick smacked a stack of magazines.

"Mine," Hog commanded.

"You gotta share," Bud complained. "We always share."

Hog turned murderously serious. His expression turned to pure hate. Bud shrank from the man. That smoldering rage wasn’t even aimed at me yet I felt afraid.

"Mine," he insisted.

Bud and the others dropped their complaint.

"We get the next one," Bud insisted.

Roxy was coming around and I wondered if the spell had been broken. She realized where she was and what was happening to and around her, but she only wiggled her hips a little to feel him iron hard and still in her.

"Turn me around," she murmured. "Let me see you."

Hog curled his massive arms around her waist and lifted, spinning her slowly on his cock while keeping every inch impaled. Her legs scissored and then spread, hooking around his hips. Roxy stared at the point where he entered her body, disbelieving that such fantastic sensations could be had from mere sex. He lifted her from the table and left the kitchen, carrying her like a child down the hall to his room. I followed like a dutiful puppy. He let me enter and then closed the door on his family, carrying my wife to his bed. He laid her on her back while resting some of his weight on her, pressing her into the mattress and sinking his cock as deep as it would go. Roxy melted again, feeling him all the way up in there, feeling him reach places I'd never touched. My wife held his face in her hands.

"Never leave," she said. "Keep that cock inside me always."

Hog grunted his answer and began moving his hips, rising and falling in slow and gentle thrusts. Their flesh glided past each other, lubricated by his load. My wife gasped at every move he made.

I reached for my dick. I was still hard despite climaxing. Hog ignored her tits and mouth, fucking her pussy like a rutting stallion. That's all he wanted. He didn't try to kiss her. He didn't suck on her breasts. He wasn't trying to be a passionate, thoughtful, or considerate lover. He wasn't trying to make her orgasm, she just did. He was desperate to fuck her, that's all.

Roxy loved it. This was animal. All civility stripped away for a wildfire of fucking. He'd push his cock in until he touched the depths of her and then push deeper still, forcing something inside to give way and let more of him in. Roxy gasped and groaned but not in pain. Her expressions showed occasional discomfort, but that discomfort fueled her raging lust. She was made uncomfortable because his cock was so thick and hard, and that thrilled her. These were things she never felt with me. My cock didn't conquer her. My cock caused no discomfort.

"Ungh," she groaned, moving her hands to his pumping ass. "Deeper. Deeper, Hog. Cum in me again."

My hand was a blur stroking my dick. To see Roxy, my beloved wife, penetrated and taken like this blew my mind. A tiny voice whispered that my feelings were all Juice, but that voice was easy to ignore. Roxy looked sexier than I'd ever seen her. Roxy was behaving more sexually than I'd ever seen her.

"Yeah," I rasped. "Fuck her, Hog. Shoot cum in my wife."

Roxy looked shocked. She'd forgotten all about me and the sound of my voice suddenly brought her back to reality. She looked at me with incredulous eyes and then at Hog, like she wondered what the fuck was happening and how in Heaven's name did he end up between her legs. That lasted for a single heartbeat. Recognizing the moment only turned her on more. She growled and wrapped her legs firmly around him, opening her mouth and forcing him to kiss her. I saw her tongue snake into his mouth just before their lips met. She kissed him like a slut, giving her soaked cunt to the man.

I shot another load, bending at the waist and groaning as the liquid fire erupted. I jerked fast and sprayed all over his bedroom floor. They didn't even notice, lost in their own euphoria.

"It's coming," the big man grunted.

"Do it," Roxy moaned.

My wife attacked his cock with her pussy, thrusting her hips down his spear, slamming her body against his as much as she could. She threw herself at him using everything to force his orgasm. She did, eventually, but first she climaxed herself, moaning loudly and thrashing around under him as he pounded her. He exploded, spewing potent sperm inside her body, adding a deluge to what he'd already injected.

My dick was still hard, and his was too.

Roxy ran her eyes over his beastly body. She simply could not believe this giant man was between her legs and buried balls deep. Her wide eyes traveled his muscles, his tree-trunk arms, his powerful chest and shoulders.

The lock splintered and the bedroom door flew open. Bud stood in the doorway with a kitchen knife in his only hand. His fly was down and an erection poked through. He pointed the trembling knife at Hog.

"You gotta share!" he yelled. "Them the rules!"

Hog lifted himself off Roxy. My wife clawed at him, trying to keep him on top and buried deep, but the man's strength was phenomenal. He slipped from her grasp without effort. His curved cock sparkled with their combined juices.

In two strides, he stood before Bud. He grabbed the smaller man's wrist and plucked the knife free. Bud made strange gurgling sounds and tried to wrest free but Hog's grip was iron. The big man lifted Bud and backed them both out of the room, shutting the door behind him and leaving Roxy and me alone.

I ran my eyes over her, starting at her feet. Sweet innocent little Roxy now somehow oozed feminine sexuality. When my gaze reached her pussy, she smiled and spread her legs, tilting her hips to show me her leaking cunt.

"He came in me, baby," she purred.

"A lot," I croaked.

She lifted a delicate hand to point at my erection.

"I want more dick," she said. "Do you want to put that in my vagina?"

"Yes, I do. Is this the dick you want though? Would you rather wait for Hog to return?"

She nodded enthusiastically.

"He feels so good."

"You had a lot of orgasms," I said.

She dipped her fingers in the semen running out.

"I can't believe it, Tom," she said, working the slippery fluid around. "I had no idea sex could do that. I had no idea sex could feel that way. Are you mad?"

"No, I'm horny. The Juice has royally fucked with us. Are you going to have sex with him again?"

"If that's what he wants. I want to but it's up to him."

I looked at the door. I returned my attention to my wife.

"Maybe we should run," I said. "We can slip out that window and hide in the forest. We can get away, get back to our car and back to our lives."

"Our clothes are in the kitchen. My camera and lens case are in our bedroom. Let's just stay until Hog gets too tired. I'll run away with you then."

Her mouth said the words, but her eyes said she lied.


Chapter 6

Hog poured lemonade. Two tall glasses.

"Drink," he rumbled.

Roxy took the glass from his hand and gulped. I took a sip and then sat my mine aside. I had to get us out of here. I'd stopped drinking anything they offered, surviving on water from the tap. Roxy gulped the Juice like she needed it to live. Hog always had a drink in hand, wandering this shit-hole hovel shirtless, watching television, eating breakfast. Sometimes he wore overalls and sometimes he walked around with only a towel around his waist. Sometimes, when he was extra horny, all he wore was a dingy wife beater and no pants, like right now, walking around the place with his dick swinging. His family members avoided him. Bud had a black eye and a split lip.

Hog's wardrobe made no difference to my wife. Roxy was ready for him whenever he wanted sex, and the man wanted sex a lot. I got the feeling Roxy was the hottest woman he'd had. He kept her naked always, bathing her himself. If I didn't grab her and run, we'd be lost to this place forever. He'd put a Baby Hog in her and then what would I do?

He watched me set my drink aside and frowned.

"Go," he said, pointing at the front door. "You can leave."

"Not without my wife," I insisted, showing more bravery than I felt.

"She stays."

"No. You've had your fun. Take us back to our car."

I had nothing to bargain with. Nothing to threaten with. All I could do was stand my ground.

Roxy reached for his soft, hanging penis. The Juice hadn't made her any more skilled a lover. She didn't suddenly become an expert. She couldn't deep throat his hefty penis now. All the Juice did was make her want cock all the time, make her need to be fucked all the time. A few days ago, I would have called that a dream come true. Today, I needed it to end.

We had to get out of this place.

Hog had slowed some. His cock took longer to get hard now and he allowed Roxy to suck on him to help, but he was still solely focused on fucking. Roxy lifted his dangling penis and awkwardly guided the head into her mouth. He was too thick for her to do much with it, sucking hard as she pulled her head back, stretching him like rubber. She popped him out to lick all around the crown and wiggle the tip of her tongue into his pee hole. The mushroom head began to flare. Veins rose along the length. Roxy nuzzled under his pendulous balls, licking those heavy orbs and stroking his inches with her hand. He swallowed the last of his Juice and sat the glass aside.

These idiots could be filthy rich. They'd stumbled upon the aphrodisiac qualities of an orchid that grew in the wild around their shanty. The effect worked equally on males and females. All their limited imaginations and narrow intellect allowed them was how they could use that to bang unsuspecting women, women they hated for hating them. The way they talked, they'd been doing this for years. They could get this Juice to market and make a fortune, but instead they keep it for personal use only.

"I'll help you pack your shit," Bud said. "Come on." He took several steps towards the rear of the house. "Come on," he insisted.

I wondered if I could find an ally in him. He nursed a smoldering resentment towards Hog. Until Roxy, they'd shared every woman caught in their web. Bud got nothing but a beating this time. Perhaps I could enlist his aid. I followed, watching Roxy move to a cluttered chair and throw a leg over each arm, opening herself right at Hog. He held his swelling cock in a fist, aimed at her pussy. I hated to leave her to him right as they were about to fuck but I couldn't win like this. I needed something to even the odds, maybe even give me an edge. A last glance backward as I left the living room showed Hog with his hands on the arms of the chair, body stiff like he performed a pushup. His cock moved towards Roxy and she reached both hands to guide him in. The last thing I heard was her contented sigh as he penetrated. Bud led me to the room that had been our bedroom. I grabbed our backpacks and stuffed Roxy's clothing. I secured keys, phones, and her camera case.

"What happens now?" I asked. "There were no men or women already here when we arrived so clearly you let people leave."

"That's right. Once we tire of them."

"Hog must be making you angry. He won't share, but worse, as long as my wife is here, he won't go searching for anyone new. You get nothing and nothing is coming your way. That must make you mad."

"Hell yes it does."

"Maybe you should help me get Roxy away from him? That way you can go hunting again. It's not right he keeps her all to himself."

"He likes her. He likes her a lot."

"So Hog gets everything and you get nothing? Find another for him to like. How long will you let yourself go without? How long has it been? You must be dying. What about you?"

"What should I do?"

"Hog sleeps deep. Wait until he's out and then guide us to the road. We have no chance in these woods without you. Lead us back to our car and you'll never see us again. You can tell him we escaped. Say you were asleep too. He'll be angry but he'll get over it and as soon as he gets horny again, he'll want to go looking for new pussy."

He thought about it. I heard Roxy squeal from the living room as another orgasm claimed her.

"That should be you giving her that," I added.

"You're right," he said, determined. "I've had enough of waiting."

"Exactly. I'll keep all our stuff ready to go. I'll be waiting for you. Once Hog is snoring, come get me and we'll lead Roxy away from him."

"She'll fight you. They always fight their man. They want to stay with Hog. Usually it's Hog that kicks them out. He gets bored. These woods protect us from outsiders but some of the ladies have tried to find their way back to him. He gets in their heads. Like, they get addicted."

I placed our gear in a pile, ready to go with no notice. I hoped he was wrong about Roxy fighting me to stay.

"Let's join the lovers," I said. "I'll back off, like Hog won."

"He'll like that."

We returned to the living room. I heard Roxy's moans from well down the hallway. We stepped into the room and I saw he sat on the couch and she rode his lap, fat curved cock vanishing into her widely stretched pussy. She was drenched and his big meat gleamed. She slammed her hips down over and over while he did nothing but watch her. She was losing her mind up there, growling and tossing her head. She orgasmed again but kept riding, lost to the mind-blowing pleasure. I meekly took a seat nearby. Hog turned his hard stare at me like a challenge, like he dared me to stop her, like he wanted me to see it wasn't him, it was her. My wife fucked herself on him with utter abandon. She bounced wildly and then slowed. She leaned forward to feed him a nipple and her butt cheeks parted, displaying the thick tube of meat impaling her. She pushed her hips all the way down and ground them, circling her pelvis until she cried out from another climax.

Hog was not the kind of man to leave a woman on top for long. Roxy was still coming down from her orgasm when he stood, keeping his cock buried, and swept her around to plant her on the cushions and drive his cock deep. He pumped rapidly as my wife encouraged him, drawing her legs up under his arms. He grabbed her tits with both hands and bellowed, inseminating her with hot bursts of sperm. His balls drew tight as he unloaded and then began to sag. The Juice kept him hard but he only stayed in her a short time before withdrawing and heading for the kitchen. Roxy stayed put, panting, dazed, lost in euphoria.


Chapter 7

Hog allowed Roxy to sleep with me at night. He's a big man and needed the room in his bed. Also, he enjoyed the idea that her womb was flooded with his seed yet she cuddled me. He also enjoyed, when the mood struck him, to come to our room and take her away. He derived great pleasure in the act. He'd open our door and grunt a command and Roxy would leave my side to go to him. He loved that. He loved for me to see her do that.

I was waiting for it, but I still jumped when our door opened. I half expected Hog to be standing there, laughing at me and our failed plan. It was Bud, thankfully, and he motioned us to silence. I draped a blanket around her shoulders and slipped shoes on her feet. She was exhausted so I helped her follow Bud out. She was groggy but she moved her feet.

We were half a mile down the trail when she began to realize what was happening. Bud was right: she fought me. She demanded we go back. When that failed, she cried. When that failed, she begged. She insisted she only wanted to fuck Hog one last time. I tried to convince her she was drugged, that the Juice was making her feel these things, crave sex so much, but she didn't believe me. To her all this was real. She struggled, but she lacked strength. Hog had worn her out but also she'd skipped many meals, many hours of sleep. She may have wanted to resist but she simply couldn't. I put an arm around her and followed Bud at a trot until, much later, we hit an old, unused dirt road. Bud told us to follow to the left until it ended in a T-intersection.

"Turn right, then left at the next T, then right at the next."

"Right, left, right," I repeated. "Got it. Thanks."

I got an arm around Roxy and off we went. She was deadweight for the first mile or two but as the night air revived her and the Juice left her system, she came around. By the time we reached our dusty car, she was coming back to herself. She leaned her butt against our car and bent to examine her vagina in the moonlight. She dipped fingers and then showed me without a word. Her digits were covered with shiny, sticky fluid.

"How many times did that bastard fuck me?" she asked.

"Every time you begged him to," I answered. "But it's not your fault. That Juice had me rock hard and encouraging him. We all wanted his cock in you."

We took time to dress. My heart skipped a beat when her panties traveled up her shapely legs and snuggly hugged her swollen labia, sealing all that injected Hog sperm inside her.  Her jeans layered on top, completing the closure. I may be taking her away from him, but a lot of him was coming with us.

We had water in the car and she drank two and a half bottles. She ran her fingers through her dirty hair and pulled it all back in a ponytail, twisting a hair tie to keep it off her shoulders and out of her face. Both our phones were dead so she plugged hers into the charger after I started the car. Neither of us had spoken for a long time. I performed a U-turn and aimed the car back the way we'd come. I drove through the pitch black, navigating by moonlight. I wouldn't risk our headlights giving us away. The spooky forest was all around, thousands of trees looming in the darkness. I wondered what I should say. Did my wife blame herself? Did she blame me? Was she feeling guilty? Was she angry? Mostly all I felt was relief. I supposed anger would come later, once the shock wore off. I remembered Bud telling me some women came back looking for Hog. Was Roxy already missing him?

"What's going through your head right now?" I ventured, worried I opened a can of worms. "What are you thinking? How are you feeling?"

"Pull the car over."

"Can we get to the main road first? I'd like to put some serious miles between us and that band of freaks."

"Pull the car over, Tommy."

I know that tone. I pulled into an open area on the shoulder.

Roxy was on me like a panther. She slipped her seatbelt and lunged, planting her lips on mine while her hands worked my pants. She freed my penis and lowered her head to my lap, sucking me in with a vacuum mouth. Her tongue spun my soft dick. She moaned with gratification and scooped my balls out.

I'd not had Juice for a few days but I still felt it. Blood surged and my dick rose rapidly. She shed clothes while she sucked. The instant she had me stiff enough to use, she flopped backward and opened her legs, one behind my seat and the other on the dashboard.

"Fuck me, Tom," she begged, her voice strained. "Get your dick in me."

"I'm not Hog."

"I fucking know you're not Hog, Baby. I don't care. I need you. I need cock. Please try to understand."

I slipped my seatbelt too and leaned across her seat. She grabbed my dick and pulled me in, kissing my face and mouth. I sank into a steaming and well-fucked hole, groaning as she closed around me. God! Her heat was incredible. She was slick and slippery and a thousand degrees.

"Just fuck me," she muttered. "We can sort everything later."

I discovered those days of watching Hog pound her into oblivion had left me wound up and carrying huge sexual frustration. I learned exactly how much an instant after I entered her when I grabbed her full tits and slammed my cock home. A feeling, like rage, came over me. I wanted to fuck him out of her. I wanted to fuck his memory from our minds. I pounded my wife with vengeance, which was exactly what she craved. She went as wild as me, clawing at my back and urging me to hammer her cunt, a word she'd never used before.

We went a little insane.

But, we came back.

Roxy orgasmed like a she-wolf, wailing and howling. I yelled gibberish as I climaxed, burying my dick all the way and spraying everything I had. My orgasm went on and on. When we finished, the car windows were fogged and we were bathed in sweat. We laid there panting and then she started to giggle. Her infectious laughter caught me and I joined in. Soon the car rocked with merriment, a release of tension and the insanity of our incarceration. The amusement faded slowly until it was replaced by a deep sense of intimacy, like we'd survived something together by counting on each other. Roxy started to cry and I did too. We hugged fiercely. We kissed like fools. We put our clothes on and she leaned her head on my shoulder as I began to drive.


Chapter 8

Roxy stuck to my side like Velcro.

The vestibule to the adult store was dimly lit. Heavy velvet drapes covered three walls. An old man, unshaven and scraggily, sat on a high stool behind a glass display case. He stank of cigarettes. I'd called ahead and knew this store had what we wanted, but Roxy was already eager to leave.

"We're here for the replica toys," I said.

He glanced at me and pointed to the wall of drapes on my left. His eyes landed on Roxy and he leered.

"I'll carry your movies," he said, his voice gravelly. "She'd sell."

"We don't make movies," I said.

He shrugged, staring at the swell of Roxy's tits.

"Shame."

We entered through a turnstile and parted the velvet curtains.

Beyond was a big room, two levels, covered with hardcore merchandise. There were DVDs for sale, along with leather outfits, chain outfits, feather outfits, and a huge display case at the end holding dozens of realistic dildos.

That was our goal. That was our reason for being here. I thought Roxy would aim directly for it but she stopped to examine DVD covers. She plucked a few from the shelves, marveling at the raw hardcore images.

"They're all just fucking," she whispered. "It's just interlocking genitalia."

"That's porn, Baby."

"There's no emotion."

"No. There's barely plot."

She returned the cases in her hand and selected more to examine.

"Not so long ago these pictures would have sickened me," she said. "I would have insisted on love. I would have insisted on intimacy. I would have judged these movies and everyone in them and everyone watching them. Now I know sex is way more varied and complicated than I ever imagined. Now I let people have whatever works for them."

Indeed.

The return to our normal life had gone poorly. We'd collected our luggage and continued our journey, arriving in time to celebrate Grandma's birthday. Residual Juice saturated our cells and we'd fucked everywhere, every chance we could. But after a few days that effect wore off. We began to contemplate what had been done to us and how we truly felt about that. We had a lot to process.

Our sex became awkward, like we could no longer be the rapid pornstars we were while drugged, but we couldn't go back to simple Roxy and Tom, either. We were in sexual limbo. We kept trying, hoping something would evolve, but passion continued to fade until one night we stopped in the middle of lovemaking and faced each other.

"Are you feeling what I'm feeling?" Roxy had asked.

"I am. The love is there but the passion, for lack of a better word, is gone."

"Exactly. What can we do?"

I had no idea.

Hog had changed my woman. Roxy was different in bed now. She attacked sex, went after what she wanted, chased her orgasm, no longer shy or shamed. She was especially eager for cock. My penis delighted her but I sensed any penis would.

I was different too. I'd witnessed her getting masterfully fucked day after day. She'd been hungry for it. I'd seen the depths of her lust. No way could I ever take her to those places again. I was her loving husband, not some big-swinging-dicked-stud.

"Something's missing," I'd offered.

"Yes," she'd agreed.

We pondered. She spoke first.

"Don't take this the wrong way," she'd said. "But I want to add something naughty, something dirty. I'm not sure what that thing is, specifically, but I miss the presence of something like that. We need to spice things, I think."

So, we expanded our sexual universe. I streamed some porn for her, starting mild with girl-on-girl. She thought that was okay. I moved on to male-female with soft lighting and plots. She told me to keep going. I rented a hardcore film featuring a popular male star and Roxy slowly sat up. Her eyes roamed his athletic body soon landing on his pornstar cock.

"That's hot," she'd said, pointing at the man's penis.

"The man? Or the man's cock?"

She didn't answer, but she kept her eyes glued. I left her staring at the stud and made a move while the video played. She turned her body to keep her eyes on the screen while I fucked her.

I understood. Pornstar dicks are bigger for a reason. Here was our dirty element, here was the presence of something naughty. My theory, formed in that moment, was that Hog had imprinted my wife's brain. He'd branded her mind, seared into her gray matter an image, a belief, that big hard cocks would always rock her world.

That's when I got the idea of adding a toy to our bedroom play. I don't have a cock like Hog, but I can buy one.


Chapter 9

Which brings us back to the adult store and the movie cases she held in her hand. Roxy looked at a few more covers and then examined the outfits on display.

"You want me in leather, Baby?" she teased.

"Yes," I said. "Chains too. With wrists tied to an overhead pipe. I'd also accept you strapped to a bed. That all sounds fun."

She chuckled and headed around the large display. I went the other way, just to leave her alone, even if only for a moment, inside an adult store. I expected to find her on the other side, nervously looking around for me.

Nope.

She was talking to a man that had followed us down the aisle. They stood close, closer than she should given that she's married. He was an older man, dressed well in a suit and tie, tie loosened like he'd just left work. He held a DVD case, tilted so Roxy could examine the preview pictures on the back.

I suppose I should have charged in and introduced myself but things were different now. Roxy and I were relearning how we operated as a couple. I held back and pretended to flip through erotica novels on the wall. Roxy glanced at me, saw how I'd allowed her moment with him, and returned her attention to the movie.

"Yeah," I overheard her say. "He's handsome. Great body. Your wife would like this movie." She looked up at the man and then down at the cover again. Then up at his face once more. "That's you!" she laughed.

The man laughed too.

"Sorry," he said, gently touching her shoulder. "I played a trick on you. That DVD is one I made with my wife. We're swingers. We sell amateur movies we make with each other and friends."

Her jaw dropped.

"You made a sex tape with your wife? That's so sexy."

Roxy again looked at the pictures on the case. She glanced at the man, looking him up and down, and then again at the photos.

"Your wife is pretty," she said, and then stepped closer, cupping the man's crotch. "And you've got a big dick."

Roxy curled her fingers around what she found there. The man looked down at her hand and then smiled wryly.

"Bold," he said.

"I've learned some things about myself recently."

"The wedding ring says you're married. Do you and your husband swing?"

"What's swinging?"

He laughed. Then he realized she was serious.

"You truly do not know?"

"Shut up. No. I've lived a sheltered life."

"I'm sorry. You're right. I shouldn't laugh. It's just a delight to meet someone so pure and innocent. Swinging is when a married couple invites others to join them for sex. The marriage remains stable and loving. The couple simply adds other people for the fun of it."

"You can find people to do that?"

"Many. Far more than you'd assume. You pass them every day in the market, or at the mall. We're everywhere."

Roxy looked skeptical.

"It's true, I assure you. Is your husband here with you? My name is Maxwell. My wife, the pretty blonde in those photos, is Jean. I know she'd love to meet you. Is your husband present or did you come to this shop alone?"

"I'm Roxy. Tom is around here somewhere."

She chose to shield me so I played along, thumbing one of the novels.

"You came looking for adult movies?" Max asked.

"Not really. We came looking for a toy to use in our bed. Something bigger than my husband, but realistic. I don't like the ones that look like lipstick."

Max couldn't believe his good luck but masked his excitement well.

"I understand," he said. "I think we should swap phone numbers. You never know? We might become friends."

Roxy considered his idea.

"All right," she said. "What's yours? I'll send you a text."

She withdrew her phone and he rattled off numbers. She typed a message and hit send. He read her message and chuckled.

"You think I have a nice cock. Thank you, Roxy. You're quite pretty yourself. I know Jean would agree. Do you enjoy women as well as men?"

"I don't know. I've only ever been with my husband. Well, except for one other man, but he doesn't count."

"Why doesn't he count? That sounds like an interesting story."

"He slipped us a drug that made us horny. He kept us for days, fucking me every time he could."

Maxwell looked stunned.

"Have you gone to the police?"

"No. No way. I liked it. I miss it. I feel lucky that it happened to me."

"Lucky?"

"Yes. I've never had so many orgasms or cum so hard in my life. That man opened my eyes. I would never have even entered a shop like this before. I would never have spoken to a stranger, like I am with you right now. I was frightened of everything, afraid of looking stupid or foolish. Now I get it. If I ever see that man again, I'll thank him."

"Your candor is refreshing, Roxy. I'm happy I met you."

"Me too, Max."

He stuck his hand out for a shake but my wife hugged him instead. She stepped away and held the DVD case up to look at the pictures and compared a nude Max standing next to a clothed Max.

"Nice cock," she said again.

He chuckled.

"You have me at a disadvantage, Roxy. You've seen me nude but I've not seen you. That's not fair. You have my number. Send me something to even the score."

"You mean like a picture? Of me? Naked?"

"Yes."

Her jaw dropped.

"You want me to send you a picture of myself naked?"

"Yes. Is that so hard to believe? Look at your outfit today: short skirt and tight top. You turn every man's head. You're very pretty. "

"My skirt is not that short."

"You're sexy."

"Oh my God."

"You have lived a sheltered life. Everyone does this nowadays. There are millions of naked photos zipping through the air around us right now."

"My husband once asked to take one of me but I told him no. Now I think I'll let him. I might even send it to you."

"This could be the start of something fun."

"Nice meeting you, Max."

"Nice meeting you, Roxy."

Max took his movie selections to the register. Roxy turned towards me.

"Can you believe that?" she asked, amazed. "That was crazy."

I took the DVD case from her hand. The still photos were taken from the movie within and showed an attractive couple fucking in various positions. The man, Max, had a large penis. The woman, Jean, was pretty. One close-up photo showed a large cock in a woman's mouth, her red lips stretched around the shaft. She sucked hard on it. Roxy pointed at the penis, touching the DVD case.

"Weird that I just met that guy, right?'

"Yeah. Strange to think these are real people doing this stuff."

"I want to fuck. Now. Let's pick a toy and go home," she said.

"Too bad there's not a Maxwell toy. You could pretend he's fucking you."

Her jaw dropped again.

"That's an amazing idea, Tommy."

"Which? A penis modeled after Max or Max fucking you?"

She froze. She studied my face.

"Well, if you're going to go there, Max fucking me would be super-hot. He's handsome and sexy and I've seen him naked, so, yeah, Max fucking me would be amazing. Thanks for suggesting it. Do they make dildos modeled after men in porn?"

"They do. Just big names though. I doubt Max has one. His movies are in the amateur section."

"Can we check? It would be sexy to fuck a toy that's based on someone real."

"Sure."

I gestured towards the massive display case of replica dicks.

"I gotta pee first," Roxy said.

She aimed for the bathrooms. I quickly scanned the toys on display and as I guessed, there was nothing based on Max. I used the pictures to find one that looked like him but failed.

Then I saw him at a display of scented body creams and incense.

I don't know why I did what I did next. Pure impulse, I guess. I hurried to him and introduced myself and rattled off my recent conversation with my wife.

"Do you have such a product?" I asked. "She'd love it."

"I don't. But I have an idea, if you're open minded enough for it."

"Go on. I'm cool."

"The shop has booths for viewing movies before you buy. Take them my DVD and go to booth ten. There's a hole in the wall to booth nine. It's almost invisible in the dark. I'll be in there and once my movie starts to play, I'll stick my cock into your booth. She can blow you or fuck you while I'm right in front of her. Not the same as a dildo but I bet my dick waving in her face turns her on. What do you think? Would she like that or freak out?"

"I think that sounds wild. I think she'd love it. Our sex life has dropped off lately and I think that would jolt her. Let's try."

We shook hands and I hurried back before Roxy returned. She did, and we continued to view our choices behind glass.

"I have an idea," I said. "Let's take the Max and jean DVD and ask the guy at the register to play some for us. We can see Max in action and then come back and choose the toy that matches."

She was all for it but most of her excitement was for the prospect of watching Max. If we found a replica dildo to match the man, that would be icing on the cake. We made the arrangements and I told the man booth ten. Roxy and I walked to the dark end of the shop and found our booth. I motioned Roxy inside. The space was small, with a simple bench on one side and a television monitor on the other. I locked the door. I spied the hole in the wall just like Max said. My hands were trembling when I pushed the big red button marked play.

The action started on the screen. Max entered his home like he'd returned from work and Jean met him at the door in lingerie. Roxy joked that she'd start doing that for me, which I said was a great idea. Jean said he looked stressed which he admitted to, so she dropped to one knee and opened his fly. Out came his cock.

"Nice one," Roxy murmured.

Jean slipped the man into her mouth and began to suck. Max began to grow bigger. Veins rose and the skin darkened. He shoved his pants out of the way, freeing his hairless balls. His pubes were closely trimmed, almost shaved, and Roxy mentioned she liked how it looked. Jean continued to suck and lick and stroke until she had her husband rock hard.

"That's a nice cock," Roxy said. "If we could find a dildo like that I'd love it."

I was about to respond but Max chose that moment to ease his penis through the hole connecting our booths. I don't know what I was expecting but I wasn't expecting him to be as hard in real life as he was on screen. He looked huge. The wall eliminated everything except the hard penis and the lack of other distractions meant all my attention was on his dick.

Roxy did not notice our intruder. She was transfixed by what happened on screen. There was a moment, a small window where I could have hustled her out of the booth and she would never have seen that large, erect penis, but I didn't take it.

"Sit on my lap," I said.

"Why?" she teased. "You getting hard?"

"Something like that."

I grabbed a hip and tugged. She let me pull her over, landing her ass crack directly on my swelling dick. She playfully wiggled around, giggling at what she felt in my pants. She tried to look over a shoulder at me but I pushed her away, keeping her attention forward.

I heard her gasp and felt her tense and I knew she'd seen him.

"Tommy," she whispered. "There's a dick coming through the wall."

She gawked. She looked from the cock in her face to the cock on screen and back again, rapidly putting the puzzle-pieces together.

"That's Max," she muttered.

She turned to meet my eyes. I grinned, but I was more nervous than confident. She hadn't figured everything out but she'd guessed enough and I wondered if she'd find it fun or if I'd gone too far. I soon found out. She left my lap to crouch between my thighs. She unzipped me and slipped my growing penis in her mouth.

It was my turn to gasp. Her mouth was a furnace. She sucked softly and I closed my eyes. The feeling was fantastic. I opened my eyes, because half the pleasure from a blowjob is seeing your dick in a pretty girl's mouth, and gasped again, this time for a very different reason. Roxy had wrapped her fingers around Maxwell's cock and stroked him in time with her head bobbing on me. Her hand looked small holding his shaft.

This was unexpected. Roxy and I had never discussed her touching another man. I should have said something but I didn't. Her mouth shut me down. It was just her hand and after what we went through with Hog, why would I care about her hand? Hog had forced himself on us but this was all voluntary.

She pushed her lips all the way down and my hips rose as the pleasure climbed. Good God, for a woman who hated to suck dick to transform into this cock-gobbling succubus was pure Heaven. I groaned and tried to reach the back of her throat, forcing her to gag slightly. She straightened her cramped legs, bending at the waist and burying her nose in my pubic hair. The sensations were fantastic. Her tongue was a whirlwind inside her mouth, whipping my meat.

She groaned, loud and deep, like I'd touched something deeper than ever before. I looked down at her pretty face in my lap but her hair had fallen forward, hiding her. I hooked her strands behind her ear and saw an expression of blinding ecstasy, far too much from a cock in a mouth. Was she masturbating as she sucked me? I tried to see around her shoulders, aiming my gaze at her crotch. I noticed her butt was close to the wall.

It's a credit to her new cock sucking skills that it took me so long to figure out what was happening. When I did, a surge of blood turned my dick to cast iron. Her ass bumped against the painted plywood, her legs trembled. Her hand, braced against my bench, shook.

Her other hand was indeed between her legs, but she did not masturbate. She held her panties to one side. Her butt bumped the flimsy wall and my wife groaned deeply, stuffing my penis deep in her mouth once more. Her butt bumped the wall repeatedly and at last I understood.

Max fucked her.

When Roxy stood to get a better angle on my penis, her leg must have brushed his erection. Hell, he probably reached for her with it. I would have. She'd felt a big hard dick poking around back there and she'd yanked panties aside and grabbed his cock, guiding the man into her dripping cunt. He fucked her now while she fiendishly sucked my cock, a dick in both ends, a handsome and hung stranger pumping her cunt. My words came back to me.

After what we went through with Hog, why would I care?

I had no answer. I had no protest. I couldn't think straight with her mouth bobbing and sucking but even if I could, what would I say?

The taboo of infidelity had been shattered.

I grabbed her head and forced my dick all the way in. She moaned at my aggression. She opened her jaw and relaxed her throat and did her best to take every inch while Max pounded her tight cunt from behind. Had this been his plan all along? Probably. He was far wiser and more experienced than either of us. Roxy slammed her pussy down his meat and then shrieked with a mouthful, orgasming from a cunt stuffed full. On screen, his erection pumped Jean's wet pussy, but in real life, he fucked my wife.

All right, I told myself. If we were going to play this way, let's play.

I placed both hands on her head and began to thrust my hips, fucking her mouth. I tangled my fingers in her hair and held her in place and she whimpered, delighted. I listened to the joyous sounds she made, moaning and groaning as Max fucked her, and allowed my excitement to rise.

Here was truly the naughty element we missed.

My boiling climax surged. My dick expanded in her mouth and she knew it was happening for me. As usual, she tried to back away, seeking to avoid my load spewing into her mouth. She'd offer me her face and tits, like always.

Not this time.

This time I held her head fast. You're going to say nothing and guide Max into your soaked cunt? Fine. Then you are going to swallow my load, just like Nell said you should.

Roxy realized what I planned and instinctively struggled. I held her in place and pumped my cock. She tried to push away, realized she was trapped, and then a change came over her. Something happened. Some new deeper arousal seized her and she accepted her fate, relished her fate, loved and embraced my domination and moaned in orgasm as I began to spray all over her teeth and tongue. I spewed hot sperm directly down her throat and into her belly. I spurted steaming jizz all over her tonsils and taste buds. A stranger pounded her cunt as her husband exploded in her mouth and she loved it. She sucked, drawing my load up and out, and she swallowed, drinking my essence.

I had one of the best orgasms of my life.

I clamped my jaw shut and smothered any noise, but her vacuuming mouth rocked my world. She gulped and swallowed and swallowed again. Max heard our sounds of passion through the wall and his cock was a piston. Roxy gave herself up. Two cocks pumped her body, one at each end, and she turned herself over to the wild sensations shaking her. One high-pitched wail told me her climax was strong.

Max soon followed.

I felt sure this was a violation of swinger's etiquette, but we were all lost in the moment, so what the hell. I heard him through the thin wall as he groaned and grunted and began to fill my wife's womb with hot seed. Roxy was almost sobbing, with two men filling her at each end. She bounced between us, doing all she could to coax our loads.

At last he withdrew, leaving her to collapse to the dirty floor. Her panties were askew. I saw up her skirt and the milky cum oozing from her. She wiped around her mouth and licked her fingers clean, grinning at me like a wicked, wicked girl.

His deflating cock still stuck through the wall so Roxy grabbed his dick and licked away the oozing droplet from the tip. She sucked on the head and squeezed out a milky pearl, licking that away too. She released him and Max withdrew his penis from our booth. Roxy sat on my lap facing me, knees outside my legs, arms around my neck, and planted a deep and passionate kiss on my mouth. I tasted a mix of my semen and his but instead of disgusting me, it turned me on. Roxy was a changed woman and there was no greater proof of that than two men in her mouth at the same time.

"I love you," she exhaled. "Like, really, really love you."

"I love you too."

"This was crazy. Did you know? Did you know this would happen?"

"No. I knew something would but not what. Give me your phone."

"Why?"

"I'm going to take a picture of Max leaking from your cunt and send it to him. Get your tits out. You're about to send your first nude."

"Holy shit. Seriously? You'd send a man I just met pictures of me naked?"

"I'll leave your face out. He'll know it's you. He's in the booth next door getting dressed. It will be a nice memento."

She slipped from my lap and sat on the floor, spread her legs and lifted her skirt. The flash showed her messy pussy. She looked at the picture with a nod of approval and then stuck her eye to the hole in the wall.

"Wait," she told him. "Don't put it away yet."

She opened wide. Her mouth filled the opening. I saw dick flesh slid by and she closed her lips on him, holding his spongy shaft far back in her mouth. Her eyes closed as she savored his warm and throbbing meat. He began to pump his hips and her cheeks dented and expanded. There was no intention to make him cum again, she just wanted is dick in her mouth. She was experiencing a new kind of freedom, something we'd discovered together, something forced upon us by Hog but now embraced. I heard his phone chime, Roxy's photo arriving.

"You want to see what it's like?" Roxy asked me. "Take my place. Sucking cock is actually cool. I like it."

"No, thank you," I said.

He let her play with his dick a while longer and then withdrew, thanking her and leaving the booth. We dressed and straightened our clothes and headed for the register. Once there, we learned Maxwell had paid for the DVD. Roxy was thrilled. We drove home and she loaded the thing, eager to watch Max and Jean together. She stripped and told me to do the same. I joined her in bed.

Our new friends were fit and sexy and moved well together. She was thin, with smallish breasts but great legs and ass. Max tied her wrists to the headboard and each ankle to a bedpost. He went down on her and soon she writhed under his tongue. Roxy stared intently at the action on the screen and then put a hand on the back of my head. She pushed. I got the hint. She never took her eyes off the screen as I kissed a trail down to her pussy and licked her clit. She jumped but then pulled my face in tight.

I licked and sucked every inch of her, indifferent to the presence of another male from earlier. Like the taste of him in her mouth, I found the indisputable evidence of him in her pussy to be arousing and compelling. My heart raced as I devoured her, determined to get one more orgasm from my girl. I wet a finger and eased the digit up her puckered asshole. She squirmed and I sank deeper, sucking her clit and fingering her cunt. She wriggled like a snake as I tortured her with intense pleasure, climaxing like an earthquake and soaking our sheets. After that she wanted to cuddle fiercely, tangled together like puppies in a box. She almost purred with contentment. I softly kissed her neck and earlobes.

Something was happening for us, some foundational shift.  Hog had shattered our rules and opened our eyes. There was no way to go back. I wondered if that was why others who had fallen into the hillbilly's snare had never reported them, never brought the cops and the bloodhounds and the FBI to take them all in. Bud said some women came back for more. Would we?

I watched Roxy sleep like the dead. The idea, once nightmarish, now had appeal. I already knew what Roxy's answer would be.  


Chapter 10

Roxy was nervous. She shifted in the modified dentist's chair and grabbed my hand. She squeezed. Her palms were sweaty.

"Will it hurt?" she asked the artist.

"Of course it will hurt," he replied, voice gruff.

The man smoothed his long straggly beard and added the last few lines to the drawing he'd made, then turned the paper to show my wife. Her face lit up.

"Perfect," she said.

"I know. I've been drawing tats for thirty years. Show me again exactly where you want these."

He handed me the paper without looking at me, like I worked for him as an assistant. Roxy turned shy.

"I told you where."

"Look," he said. "There's telling and there's showing. If you want this done right, you need to show me."

Roxy glanced around the parlor. There was a man receiving a tattoo in a chair near the front, but we were all the way in the back. Roxy began to lift her peasant skirt.

"Did you shave like I asked?"

"Yes."

"Everything?"

"Yes."

He glanced at me for verification. I gave a quick nod.

"Do you have panties on?"  

"Yes."

He sighed, exasperated.

"Lady, I've got six more tattoos to do after yours. I already explained all this to you. Decide right now if we're doing this today or if you need more time to think. If you choose to proceed, get your head right. Cool?"

Roxy nodded. The man stepped away.

He was a giant. Enormous and fat, shaped like a bowling pin. He wore jeans and a denim vest and he was covered with tattoos, big and small. His beard hung to his crotch. He wore a red bandana to hold his long hair in place. He smelled like chemicals. He moved to a mixing station and began to measure inks. Roxy smoothed her skirt.

"Are you sure you want this?" I asked.

"Yes."

"He'll tattoo close to your labia, Baby. Close to your clit. That's going to hurt."

"I know. I know you don't want this for me. I know you think it's crude and crass, and maybe you're right, but I feel it's important. It matters to me. If I put the little baby angel wings down there and later change my mind, all I need to do is let my pubic hair grow. Even a little and the tattoo will vanish. I can hide the wings easily if I want. But if I don't want to, if they carry the meaning I believe they will, I'll love them. This is important to me, Tom."

"All right. I support your decision. I'll call him back. Remove your panties."

"Too awkward lying down like this. I'll let him do it."

I cleared my throat.

"Karl?"

He raised a questioning eyebrow.

"She's certain," I said. "Let's do it."

He returned to his seat.

"Take my panties off, Karl," Roxy said.

He pushed her skirt higher and pinched her underwear, drawing the light and delicate lacy thing down her legs. He handed them to me.

She'd gone to a salon and gotten everything waxed, not shaved, and her sweet mound was smooth and shiny. Just a hint of her inner labia peeked between her outer pussy lips. My mouth watered. I can't help it. She saw the look in my eyes.

"Behave yourself," she whispered, coy.

Karl adjusted the height of his chair and then the angle of hers. He was between her legs and inches from her little slit.

"You have a pretty pussy," he said, reassuring.

"Thank you," Roxy murmured.

She was mortified but determined. She had freed herself from the old version of Roxy and needed something symbolic to mark the event. She'd hit upon the idea of a tattoo and then worked on what and where. Small angel wings emanating from her clitoral hood was her final choice. I'd doubted she'd ever go through with it when she first told me of her decision, but here we are.

Karl raised a metal arm and lifted Roxy's leg. He set her foot in a stirrup and eased her leg away. He did the same thing on the other side, swinging her leg wide. Now she was spread open, exposed and vulnerable, her pussy directly in the man's face. He scooted his huge bulk closer. He asked for his drawing and I handed it to him and he rested the paper on her lower stomach. He drew an electric needle from the base of her chair and dipped the point in a small vial, pressing buttons to prepare. The device rattled and vibrated and Roxy jumped, so nervous she closed her eyes and laid her head back.

Karl leaned close, inspecting the site. His hot breath bathed her sensitive flesh, raising goosebumps. He drew a light finger along her skin, testing, and his beard brushed her labia, sliding upward. My wife shivered, and not from cold. Her nipples stiffened through her light top. Karl noticed, running his gaze over her like he saw her as a sexy woman for the first time.

"Point exactly where," he said.

Roxy slid her hand down her belly and over his drawing. She reached her pussy and slipped a fingertip between outer lips. She drew the finger back, following her slit up until she found her clit. She gently circled the little nub and then pulled back another quarter inch or so.

"Here," she said. "So the wings look attached to my clit."

I shook my head. My wife has bigger balls than me. This would hurt.

"Got it," Karl said. "Move your finger."

Roxy clasped her hands over her stomach. Karl moved his hand closer, allowing a knuckle to brush her pussy. Roxy sucked air.

"Sorry," the man mumbled.

"No, it's oaky. I'm just really sensitive these days."

"What do you mean?"

Roxy cleared her throat.

"My skin," she said. "My mind. Everything. I'm super tuned-in to my body and my psyche."

"That sounds awesome," Karl said. "This is a recent change?"

"Yes." She glanced at me before proceeding. "I used to be naïve and innocent. My mom taught me pleasure was bad and sinful and I was a bad person if I enjoyed it. My husband and I experienced events recently, with a man, that changed all that for me. Since then I've grown in leaps, my understanding of life and living changing drastically."

"Which brought you to me."

"Yes. That's what we do here today. I want to commemorate the birth of the new me. You will mark my body so I never forget, so I never return to my mother's way of seeing life."

"Cool. I dig that, man."

"Thank you. Embracing this new version of me has heightened my awareness, putting me in touch with my own skin and the real me. I'm super sensitive, like I'm eager to devour every sensation."

Karl smoothly dragged a knuckle up her slit. Roxy gasped.

"Yeah," she rasped. "Like that."

He stroked his long beard and then exhaled directly on her labia.

"Jesus," she murmured.

"Even that? You feel that too?"

"Yes," she rasped.

He leaned closer, like he intended to exhale on her again, but he planted his broad tongue at her asshole and licked up the length of her to her clit.

"Jesus!" she growled, grabbing the sides of the chair.

She made no move to stop him but then again, neither did I. Karl considered that a green light and closed his mouth over her mound. Roxy went rigid as if electrified. His jaw moved around and I knew that meant his tongue was in her, probing, exploring, tasting her sweet cunt. Roxy was at his mercy with her legs raised and her feet locked in stirrups. His fat tongue licked her walls. He pulled his mouth away and wiped his face on his arm.

"Goddamn," he said. "That is a wet and delicious pussy."

Roxy was trembling. She had her eyes squeezed shut, her lips rolled over her teeth. Whatever Karl's tongue did in there, he pushed a lot of buttons.

There was a frozen moment, a moment of awkward silence, where I looked at the big man and he looked at me. I don't know what he waited for but I know what he did next, fueled, no doubt, by my lack of protest.

He stood, opened his fly, and freed his growing cock.

Roxy had no idea. Flat on her back with legs spread and eyes closed, she awaited his painful dancing needle. He gave me one look and then grabbed his cock just behind the head. He leaned closer and wet his hand and rubbed the large helmet, then aimed at her hole and pushed, driving his meat halfway in. Her eyes flew open. Roxy arched her back off the chair and groaned. Karl dropped the needle gun on a tray and grabbed her hips. He leaned his weight forward, gasping as he drove his cock all the way in.

"Fucking tight," he moaned, pushing harder.

His big belly hid my wife. His jeans slid down his legs as his hips began to pump. The guys at the front of the shop realized something happened back here and stopped what they were doing to come watch, joining me.

"That your wife?" one asked.

"Yes," I admitted.

"Can I get some too?" he asked.

"No."

Karl shoved Roxy's top out of the way, feasting on her pretty tits and sucking her nipples. His hips rose and fell as he powered his thick cock in and out. Roxy gasped and groaned, pinned and used and loving it. She orgasmed quickly, overwhelmed at the unexpected encounter. Karl lasted only a short time too, clamping his jaw and shuddering as he unleashed a flood of stored sperm. He was shaken to the core, surprised and overcome, dazed. He staggered backward, his cock slipping free of her clinging pussy. A rush of semen followed his exit, splattering on the tile floor.

"That's intense," one of the guys watching said.

Karl leaned against the counter behind him, looking at Roxy like she'd cast a spell on him he'd only just broken. His wilting cock dribbled sperm. My wife was staring at the ceiling and breathing hard. I wondered if she waited for the next man to step up and take her but I wasn't in the mood to find out. I moved to her side and lowered her skirt and top, hiding her body.

"Maybe we get the tattoo another time?" I murmured.

She licked her dry lips.

"That's a good idea," she panted.

I turned to Karl.

"We'll come back to finish this another day," I said. "You can go on to the next client. We'll reschedule."

He nodded weakly, pulling his pants up and stuffing his cock and balls in. The two men wander away. I helped Roxy dress. A lump formed in my throat as her panties traveled up her legs and sealed his cum in her. That gets me every time. I asked for a bottle of water and Karl brought one from the back room. Roxy took a few sips.

"Can you walk?" I asked.

"Yeah. Just one thing before we go."

She left my side and approached Karl, rising on her toes to kiss his furry cheek. We collected our things. She waved at the men as we left. We reached the car and I started the engine and Roxy dropped her head to my lap.

"Drive," she said, opening my pants. "I know watching me always gets you hard. I'll suck you on the drive home but don't come. Let's save that for our bedroom."

I was happy to oblige. Her mouth these days is pure Heaven. She sucks cock like I'm doing her the favor. She likes to take as many inches as possible. She likes to gag and choke. She loves a hard dick in her mouth. I had to think of other things to avoid cumming too soon.

In our bedroom, we stripped quickly and jumped into bed. She stuffed me in her mouth again and I moved us into a sixty-nine. I love her pussy freshly fucked. I love how naughty she's become.

I had news for her, something to share I knew would rock her world. I'd been studying maps from our trip, accessing terrain and topographical charts from that day that changed us forever. Yesterday I'd studied aerial photographs and compared what I saw to the pictures she'd taken with her camera.

I knew how to return to Hog. I found their shithole shanty on a map and I could get us to the front door.

I could, but should I?

I ate her pussy and fingered her hole and drove her ever closer to a powerful climax. When I had her on the edge I slowed. She whined, eager to cum.

"Baby?" I muttered.

"Hm?"

"I know where Hog lives. I can take you back. I can hand you over and let him fuck you again."

Her orgasmic scream filled the room. She's never cum so hard.


Chapter 11

Brian upended the bottle and chugged. He passed it to Nell and she did the same. I knew where this was headed. Nell gave the bottle to Roxy, expecting she'd pass it to me without drinking. She was wrong. My wife took several gulps and held the bottle.

"What happened out there?" Nell said. "You and Tom have been different since you got lost in the woods. You're less afraid of everything."

Roxy took a drink and passed the bottle to me.

"If I told you," my wife said. "You wouldn't believe it."

"Try," Nell said. "Did you guys almost die or something?"

Roxy gave me a look. I knew she was dying to tell her best friend but worried it was a violation of our trust. Hog had fucked her brains out. Hog had fucked my wife so well, Roxy fought me during her escape. I was aware she thought of Hog sometimes while we had sex.

"I got a tattoo," Roxy admitted, changing the subject.

"What!" Nell cried. "My sweet little Roxy-girl got ink? No way! What? Where?"

Nell was looking all over Roxy's body. Brian scanned my wife too. Roxy's eyes pleaded for permission. I relented, giving my wife an approving nod. Roxy stood and reached under her skirt. She pulled her panties down and stepped free of them.

"Damn," Brian muttered, taking a hard drag on his joint.

Roxy sat cross-legged on the carpet. She tucked her skirt in her lap.

"I'm nervous, you guys."

Nell left her seat next to Brian to join my wife on the floor. She put an arm around her best friend.

"You take your time, Baby-girl," Nell said, patting Roxy's knee.

I drank whiskey and returned the bottle to my wife. She gulped some and leaned her back against my chair. She slid her legs out in front.

She lifted her skirt.

Brian and Nell instantly dropped their gaze to Roxy's bare, smooth vulva. Two small, delicate, elaborate angel wings rose, one to each side of her clitoral hood.

We'd gone back to Karl and his work had been masterful.

"Awesome," Brian mumbled, staring.

"That's gorgeous," Nell exclaimed.

She stretched a careful hand and touched my wife's mound with cautious fingertips. Roxy tensed, but in a good way. Nell looked spellbound.

"Sit on Tom," Nell murmured. "I want to see better."

My wife moved to my lap and opened her legs. I drew her skirt out of Nell's way. Brian stayed seated but gawked at Roxy's exposed pussy. Nell shuffled closer, scooting across the carpet. Her face got inches from Roxy's slit.

"Roxy," Nell whispered, awestruck. "That's so beautiful."

"The tattoo or my pussy?" Roxy teased, buzzed.

"Both. Why did you get wings? What do they mean?"

Roxy relaxed and her knees opened wider.

"Freedom," she said. "Rebirth. Tommy and I went into the woods as one couple but emerged as another. I like this new me better. I'm ready for life."

"What happened out there?" Nell asked again.

"Go ahead," I murmured in my wife's ear.

Roxy rested her full weight against me. Her knees parted farther and she sat a foot on Nell's thigh.

"We left for grandma's place a week early," she began. "We had plans to visit national parks and see the sights. Tommy had everything mapped."

"What went wrong?"

"We knew all the roads but not the trails. We got separated from our car. We got lost in the forest. Our phones didn't work. We wandered around until we met some hillbillies fishing where they weren't supposed to. They were worried we'd turn them into the cops so they promised to take us back to our car, only they didn't. They took us back to their little shithole shanty and the rest of their fucked-up family. Their place was a mess. I swear it was held together by tape and string. We were hungry and thirsty and they gave us lemonade but I didn't trust them. Tom had some and started acting crazy. They'd drugged his drink."

"Drugged? Like LSD?"

"Not exactly. More like Molly, but different."

"Different how? What do you mean Tom acted crazy? Like, angry?"

"No," Roxy said. "Horny. It was an aphrodisiac wrapped inside a Viagra. Tom got hard and horny and embarrassed me to death. Eventually we just went to bed. A storm hit and they refused to go out in it, refused to take us to our car until morning."

"You left out Hog," I said.

Roxy sighed.

"Who's Hog?" Nell asked.

"Hog was the hillbilly leader," Roxy said.

"He drank lemonade too," I added.

"Did he act crazy?" Nell asked.

Roxy hesitated but continued.

"Yeah. Tom had taken his dick out to show me how big and hard he was and this guy, Hog, did the same. He was like twice Tom's size. They both jerked their dicks in front of us."

"Holy shit!" Brian exclaimed.

"I was disgusted," Roxy said. "I'd never been so embarrassed in all my life. Tom and I went to bed. In the morning, we were eager to get away so we had some coffee and a light breakfast. That was the plan, anyway. Hog had spiked the coffee."

"You got drugged?" Nell asked.

"Huge dose. Double dose. I gulped without thinking."

"What happened?"

Roxy turned to look at me over her shoulder.

"Tell them everything," I said.

"I got crazy horny," Roxy continued. "I mean lose your mind over needing cock right this instant horny."

"Did you fuck Tom in front of Hog?" Brian asked.

"No," Roxy answered, looking at Nell. "I fucked Hog in front of Tom."

Nell's jaw dropped. Brian's jaw dropped.

"I fucked him on the kitchen table," Roxy said. "I fucked him on the kitchen floor. I whispered in his ear that he should take me to his bed and he did. Tom followed and watched. I fucked Hog all day. His huge cock melted my mind. I could not get enough of the man."

"Did you cum?" Brian asked, clearly drunk.

"Yeah," Nell joined in. "Did he make you orgasm?"

Roxy leaned close to Nell.

"I lost count, Nelly, and not just little tremors that tingle your clit. I'm talking earthquakes. I'm talking emotional hurricanes. His thick cock drove me insane. I came so many times and so hard. I spent the night with him again, fucking every time he got hard. When he wasn't hard, I craved cock so much I sucked on him like a popsicle. Christ. Just telling you now makes me remember what it was like and gets me horny. I loved that big piece of meat."

"You'd fuck him again," Nell concluded.

My wife didn't argue and neither did I.

"We spent days in that hovel. Eventually, they forgot about Tommy and stopped giving him the drug. They called it Juice. Tommy got his wits back and got Bud, another toothless hick, to help us get away. If he hadn't, I'd still be there, fucking Hog every minute of every day."

"How did you handle it, Tom?" Brian asked. "Some big-dick redneck giving it to your woman? I'd kill the fucker."

"You wouldn't. That's the thing the drug does. The Juice made me want Hog to fuck Roxy. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. I got turned on when she craved more. It was nuts inside that place, a living nightmare."

"Where'd they get the drug?" Nell asked.

"I think they grow it. I saw rows of the same orchid inside a strange greenhouse they'd built. I saw things in the kitchen that led me to believe they just soak the blossoms like tea and add the juice to any liquid."

"We could get rich off that shit," Brian said.

"You'd never leave the place," Roxy warned.

"So you guys got away and went to Grannie's and then came home and what? Went back to your lives?"

Roxy twisted to look at me again.

"Not exactly," I said. "We went to an adult store to buy a toy and met a man. He fucked Roxy through a gloryhole."

"Holy shit!" Nell exclaimed.

"Crazy, right? That drug opened our eyes and opened our minds. Roxy's new tattoo is a symbol of all that."

Nell lowered her eyes to my wife's pussy. She chewed on everything we'd shared over and over in her head. This was not the same Roxy she'd known for so many years. She looked up and met her best friend's eyes. They smiled at each other. My wife rested a hand on the back of Nell's head and gently pulled.

"Oh," Brian gasped.

Roxy pulled Nell's mouth down, guiding the woman to her cunt. Nell barely resisted, compelled by our story, driven by curiosity. Roxy slipped fingers through Nell's hair and brought her mouth to her slit. Nell slipped her tongue out and split my wife's labia, licking the soft wet smooth flesh.

"That's right," Roxy cooed. "Good. Keep going."

Nell moaned softly and opened her mouth. Roxy's pussy disappeared inside. I looked at Brian and grinned.

"Tell them more," Roxy told me, while watching Nell. "Tell them everything I did, and how you helped Hog fuck me."

"You helped?" Brian asked.

"I did. Roxy getting fucked was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. I don't know what the Juice did to me but Roxy getting fucked is still the sexiest thing I've ever seen. Hog's cock was a monument to masculine power. That cock has the right to fuck my wife. That cock has the right to fuck any woman, every woman."

Nell returned to licking Roxy.

"In fact," I said. "I told him to put his cock in my wife."

Brian looked amazed.

"That's right," I continued. "I told him to stuff her cunt. I told him to push every inch in. I even told him to shoot his hot cum in her."

Nell moaned. My words were hitting home.

"I wanted him to fuck Roxy as badly as Rox wanted to be fucked. It was crazy. The Juice changes your worldview. Fucking is all that matters. We spent days in his bedroom. The man is a stud regardless but dump a batch of Juice into your system and a stud becomes a demigod."

"We've got to get some of that Juice," Brian said. "Too bad you were lost and don't know where they live."

"When Hog came in me," Roxy said. "I felt it. Like, deep inside. He shot so hard I felt the blast of sperm hit my cervix. It was so erotic. I came again right away. The Juice makes dicks stay hard so he just kept fucking me. It drove me nuts. I got addicted to his cock in an hour. I think I'm still addicted."

My wife pulled Nell's head tight. Nell pushed her tongue deep and Roxy shuddered. Nell sucked Roxy's clit, swirling her tongue around the nub.

"Yeah," my wife muttered. "Like that."

I grabbed Roxy's top and lifted, exposing her gorgeous tits. I did the same to Nell, expecting a protest from her or Brian, but got nothing. Brian just stared at Roxy's breasts, seeing them bare for the first time. I was stiff in my pants so I eased Roxy to the floor with Nell. They kissed and then moved into a sixty-nine.

"Holy shit," Brian said. "I gotta do something. I can't just watch this."

He unzipped and took his penis out. I joined him. We slow-stroked as we watched our wives feast on each other's pussies. Roxy pushed fingers in and Nell arched her back. Nell eased a finger up Roxy's asshole and then sucked her clit hard. They were trying to make each other cum and it was glorious.

"Would you fuck Hog again?" Nell mumbled.

"In an instant," Roxy shot back. "Tom knows. If I ever get the chance, I'll fuck that man to death. You would too."

Nell moaned and returned to my wife's cunt. Roxy did the same. Brian and I jerked off as we watched, launching sperm almost at the same time when both women gave each other orgasms.


Chapter 12

We took Brian's Volkswagen van. We couldn't navigate the dirt and gravel roads as well but it did allow us all to travel in one car and bring all our gear. Brian wanted to bring guns but Roxy and I said that was a deal-breaker. We had no interest in harming someone. We just wanted to steal a flower and run.

We parked farther away which meant a longer hike, but it added to our secrecy. Nell is more of a city-girl so hiking was hard for her, but she stayed tough. We started at sunrise, armed with my maps and GPS. I had a good idea where we'd find their shanty.

We'd discussed our plan for getting in and getting out, but nothing beyond that. We had no contingency plan should things go wrong.

We followed the gravel road and stuck with it even after it turned to dirt and became overgrown. We reached a half-buried mile-marker and I led us into the brush. About an hour later we happened upon a derelict and abandoned house. The roof had caved and vines grew over everything, nature reclaiming her land. Smaller structures were no longer recognizable; vines and brush having swallowed those.

"Who chooses to live all the way out here?" Brian murmured. "You have no neighbors for miles. What if you get hurt?"

"Don't get hurt," Roxy joked.

"Should be a river over the next rise," I said. "If there isn't, we might be on the wrong path."

There was. We stopped to eat and drink and then set out again. We hiked through the brush and forest for hours.

"We're getting close," I said, finally.

We slowed, creeping forward. I aimed for a large pile of rocks and we hunkered down, peering over. Hog's shanty lay nestled in the trees and shrubs below.

"No dogs?" Brian asked.

"No. None we ever saw. They don't seem like pet-people."

"Except the pets they make of people," Nell sneered.

"Good point," Roxy chuckled.

"What's our best way in?" Brian asked.

"Maybe a diversion to draw them away?" Nell suggested.

Roxy shook her head.

"One guy is blind. Another is in a wheelchair. One guy lacks a hand. Chances are only Hog would respond and we'd have the others to deal with. They'd scream and Hog would come running."

"From what I remember of the layout," I said. "There are gaps in the structure they've covered with sheets of plastic. The greenhouse is at the back. We can slip from the forest, lift a sheet and sneak in. Everyone grabs one plant and we slip out again. Four should be enough to figure out how to make the Juice."

"Sounds good," Brian said, eager.

Roxy and Nell nodded in agreement.

"Let's go," I said.

We stuck to the bushes and tree trunks and overgrown shrubs. We reached the piece-meal house without incident. We crept along the outside. I studied the structure, remembering what I'd learned about the place from my time inside.

"Okay, guys," I whispered. "This is it. I'll pull that sheet of plywood away and you three slip in, then you hold it open for me. We grab the plants and reverse the steps on the way out and race to the van. Cool?"

"I'm excited," Brian said. "I feel like a kid."

"These guys aren't violent," Roxy whispered. "But we never saw them threatened. Everyone work fast and stay sharp."

We locked eyes all around.

Aside from my shirt snagging for half a second, we passed through the makeshift wall easily. There was a second wall inside but we found a gap through that and then we were standing in the greenhouse. Brian and Nell gawked at the strange setup.

"Who are these people?" Nell asked.

We got to work. Some flowers were too big to carry and some too small. We hurried around the rows of plants making our selections. I heard the televisions out in the living room. I moved my head too fast and dizziness washed over me.

"You okay?" Brian asked.

I nodded.

"Didn't eat enough this morning," I said. "I'm fine."

I grabbed my plants and he grabbed his. I turned to find Roxy.

Nell was topless, caressing her naked breasts and pinching her nipples. Roxy was trying to get her friend to move. Nell turned and grabbed Roxy's face and kissed my wife deeply. I looked at the plant in my hand. I looked at the hazmat suits on the wall.

"Shit."

I turned to Brian to warn him about breathing the air in here. He had his hard cock in hand, stroking as he watched the girls make out.

Bud appeared suddenly in the plastic-draped doorway.

"Hog!" he yelled. "We got company, Hog."

I took one step towards Roxy before realizing it was too late for that, and then took one step towards our exit, believing the only way I could rescue my friends was if I wasn't also captured.

I was too late for that as well.

Hog entered the room holding a rag over his mouth and nose, but then let it fall once he saw it was us. His gaze landed squarely on Roxy and he grinned broadly.

"You get that one," Hog told Bud, gesturing at Nell. "I get Roxy."

"Okay, Hog. Sounds good," Bud said.

Hog took a deep breath in through his nose, saturating his blood with the scent of orchid. He held it, waiting for the high to hit, and then exhaled.

"Mix lemonade," he told Bud. "We gonna fly."


Chapter 13

They fed us Juice, a big glass of lemonade each, and then sat back to watch the effect. When someone holds a drink to your mouth and then pinches your nose closed, you either swallow what they give you or choke and die. At least I resisted. Nell and Brian, afraid, gulped theirs. Roxy swallowed hers eagerly.

Was she pleased we were caught? She had a suspicious gleam in her eye.

They tied my wrists and Brian's too, because they didn't know him, but the women they left free. At Hog's command, Roxy and Nell shed their clothing. Brian did too, without being asked, once he was under the orchid's spell and they untied him. I was last to drink so I got the pleasure of watching those dear to me succumb without the benefit of feeling what they were feeling. I could have used the sexual rush. Instead, I was filled with dread knowing what was coming.

Bud unzipped his jeans and pulled his dick out. Nell latched her eyes to the thing and the Juice turned her into a fiend.

"Get over here, lady," he told her. "It ain't gonna suck itself."

Bud's dick is ugly. The thing has a lump and an odd bend. Nell didn't care. All she saw was a new cock that needed servicing and all she felt was the overpowering urge to drain it. She approached Bud and he grabbed her large breast with his one hand, rubbing and pinching and smiling like an idiot. Brian followed his wife, his expression a confused mess of lust, torment, conflict, and desire. He loved that Nell was so hot for another man's cock, but was confused why he loved it. The Juice in him wiped any rational thought from his head. When Nell sank to her knees and stuffed Bud in her mouth, all Brian did was begin to masturbate.

"Follow me," Hog told Roxy. "Hubby too."

Roxy grabbed my belt. I followed my naked wife and the big man down the dingy, cluttered hallway. We were headed towards his bedroom and I wanted to scream, I wanted to kick and fight. He led my wife back to the pit from which I'd rescued her. Coming back here was stupid. I hated myself for allowing greed to cloud my mind.

I still waited for the Juice to hit me. Impending doom weighed heavily. Roxy wore a mischievous smirk and nothing else, pleased to be in his presence once more.

"Lots of memories in this house," Roxy teased.

He stopped us in the hallway.

"Gonna make more," he rumbled. "Lick her."

He gripped the twine that bound me and pulled, shredding the bindings in a show of strength. He knew I wouldn't leave without Roxy. I could fight him or I could do as he commanded. Since a fight would end quickly with my crushing defeat, I crouched behind my wife and nestled my face between her butt cheeks. She giggled playfully. Hog told her to free his cock and Roxy acted like those were the words she'd been waiting all her life to hear. She bent at the waist and worked on his pants, shoving them down his legs. He kicked them away, now naked like her. His thick cock bobbed free and slapped Roxy under the chin. She opened her mouth and stuffed the head in, eager to give the man pleasure. She met his eyes with his cock in her mouth.

Roxy moaned like she has a clitoris on each tonsil. She slurped hard and swirled her tongue around the head. She held the fat shaft with one hand and weighed his big balls with the other. Her head began to bob, swallowing a little more cock each trip down. Soon she rammed his dick to the back of her throat.

My heart ached to see her this way. I wished the Juice would hit so the sight of her eager lust became less painful. I knew the drug would cloud my senses and fill my head with terrible ideas, but that would be better than witnessing Roxy's lustful desire for this man. Her pussy gushed in my face and not merely from the tongue-lashing I gave her. She was ready to have this man in her. Her body longed for his hard meat.

Hog was throbbing. His red cock was laced with fat veins. The Juice combined with Roxy's enthusiastic desire had him primed and ready to fuck. I remembered with frightening detail all he'd done to Roxy last time. Judging by how wet my wife was, she remembered too.

"Take me to your room," she said.

He stepped back, allowing my wife and me to get a good look at his pulsating hard on. His cock looked as thick as my wrist. The man's an animal. He chuckled at Roxy's lust. He snatched his pants off the floor and continued. We reached his door and he threw it wide.

We entered and discovered a man and a woman already on his bed, both naked. The man was tied to the four corners, wrists and ankles. His penis strained in open air, carefully avoided by his wife. She climbed all over him, licking and sucking and nibbling, but never enough to satisfy. Her eyes lit up when Hog entered the room and then went even wider when she saw us. She was an attractive redhead, mid-forties, freckles across her big swaying tits. Her husband was about the same age, a little chubby, with black hair.

"I was busy," Hog told us.

Red left the bed to come after Hog's erection. Her husband shouted for her to leave the man alone but she ignored him. Roxy took Hog in hand and steered his cock towards the woman's open mouth. Red closed her lips and Roxy dropped to the floor, sucking Hog's balls. Hog pointed for me to sit on the bed.

"Untie me," Chubby begged. "Come on, brother. These fuckers are crazy. They did something to my wife. I've got to get us out of here."

"Can't help you," I said. "Sorry."

"Why the fuck not? Don't be an asshole."

"He has my wife and, somewhere in this shithole house, they have my two best friends. We'll all need to ride this out."

"We've been here a fucking week already!" he snarled.

I looked at his throbbing erection.

"That's not my fault," he said. "They make me get hard."

"I know."

I patted his sweaty knee. Hog watched us talk while the two women licked and sucked every inch of his big dick. His eyes were cruel. I should be high by now. I should love the sight of Roxy with a dick in her mouth.

My lemonade had been missing a dose of Juice.

Hog wanted me to see Roxy and him together, unaffected by any drug. I would witness my wife willingly give herself to him and his fat dick with nothing to cloud my perception. He probably thought he was being kind the first time he met us, sharing his wonderful brew. No more. Now he would get her and I would get nothing but a hollowed-out heart.

Roxy put her back to Hog. She bent forward slightly, offering. Red ducked her head under to grab Hog's erection and guide it into my wife. Roxy pushed her hips at the man at the same speed her eyes got bigger and bigger. Red planted her mouth on Roxy's clit and sucked while my wife fucked herself on that solid penis. Chubby hated the sight of his wife's hands on another but, like me, couldn't look away.

Hog held Roxy at the shoulders, his giant body dwarfing hers. Each thrust lifted her to her toes. He drove deeper each time and my wife only urged him to fuck her harder. I knew I was in for a long night. His pumping hips filled the room with the sound of slapping flesh. Red and Chubby must have gotten him worked up before we arrived because he was ready to orgasm quickly. He walked Roxy towards the bed and bent her over so he could pound her little hole. My wife cried out in orgasm moments before he did too, impaling her deeply and spurting a flood of sperm into her womb. She wiggled her ass at him, enhancing her powerful climax.

He withdrew, still rock hard thanks to the Juice, and Red dove in, burying her face in my wife's crotch. Red ate Roxy until my wife orgasmed again, and then Red moved onto the bed, dribbling from her mouth Hog sperm taken from Roxy's cunt. Chubby shouted at her to stop but that only caused some semen to land on his tongue. He gagged and spit and tossed his head, trying to avoid her hot sticky gift, but he was trapped.

She moved into a sixty-nine with him and fed her husband pussy. Based on his reaction, I surmised Hog had already pumped a load or two in the woman. No matter. Chubby was bound and helpless and his wife's cunt came down on his mouth anyway.

"You came to steal our secret," Hog told the man. "You too," he said to me. "Now your women are forfeit."

Roxy rolled off the bed to kneel at his feet. She masturbated as she licked clean every curved inch of his dick. She bent him lower to suck semen from the tip and then worked down the shaft to slather his balls. She melted to the floor and spread her legs at his face. He shoved some boxes away and loomed over her, aiming his cock at her slit and sliding deep. Roxy curled her legs around his waist and hooked her heels under his ass. They began to fuck, slow and meaningfully.

I could wait and hope, or I could try something right now.

I left the bed under the pretense of giving their legs more room. I put my back to the wall, shuffling sideways. When I reached the door, I noticed the lock was still broken from when Bud had kicked it open.

I silently backed out of the room.

If Chubby hadn't already been tied to the bed, I would have landed in his spot. Dumb luck. I gotten away and taken Roxy with me and Hog did not like that. I sensed he planned on making her a permanent resident here. I suspected he'd make her his wife. I had to try something.

I inched down the hall, heading for the kitchen and any weapon I could find. I passed a room where Nell fucked everyone, Bud in her pussy and Brian in her mouth. Jeb and Jedidiah had joined them and Nell stroked their cocks, blind Jeb loved what she did to him, and so did wheelchair Jedidiah.

In the kitchen, I searched fast and found a baseball bat behind a door. I held onto that until I found a forty-five Colt revolver, black, on top of the refrigerator. I checked. It was loaded. I strode up the hallway to Hog's room.

Roxy was on top now, dragging her pussy up and down his stiff rod. Sperm leaked around his shaft and ran down the length of him. Her face was pure sensual bliss. Her eyes were closed and her face frozen in ecstasy. He did things to her no other man could. I watched, gun behind my back, until Roxy had an epic orgasm, howling from pleasure loud enough to fill the shanty. I let her ride until she turned weak and quiet and melted onto his massive chest. I had no doubt he was still hard as stone inside her.

"Enough," I muttered, raising the gun. "Time to go."

Red looked up but didn't budge. Hog spied the weapon and did the math. Some look in my eye gave him pause. I was right. I'd shoot him.

"All right," he said, nodding.

He lifted Roxy off his cock, followed by a slurp and cum dribbling. My dazed wife staggered towards me.

"Hog wants you to come with me," I told her.

"All right."

"I'm not leaving," Red said, crouching low over her husband, muffling his words of protest with her cunt. "You'll have to fight me to get me to go with you."

Hog got to his feet, rampant penis aimed right at me. He moved to stand beside Red, resting a hand on her back.

"Lady," I said. "I can't fight you and free my wife and friends." I looked at the man tied to the bed, mouth stuffed with treacherous pussy. "Sorry, brother. I can't save you. I twice got my wife out of this place. You must find a way to free yourselves."

"Go," Hog said, eyeing Roxy with genuine sadness.

I backed us out of the room. I interrupted Nell and her gang bang, gathering her and Brian to my side. I explained it was time to go and in their drug-addled state, they easily complied. We exited the way we'd entered, with a stop to collect our clothing and several plants.

"Three big flowers," I lied. "Hog wants us to take one each. I can't carry one because I'll be carrying the gun."

They each selected a pot and we slipped through the double wall. We followed our tracks through the woods, headed for the road and our van.

"Where's Hog?" Roxy whined, confused. "I thought we were going to meet Hog. You said Hog wanted us to come this way."

"He does. Keep walking."

I was nervous and on high-alert, ready for the big man to emerge from the forest swinging a tree at my head. Maybe they had another gun and I'd never even hear the shot fired. My head was on a pivot, scanning everything around me. We covered ground fast with no sign of him. Maybe he figured battling me for Roxy wasn't worth it. Maybe he saw the relentless determination in my eyes. Maybe he saw how I would never quit, never give up, never allow him to have her.

Then again, maybe he figured we'd be back again soon.


Chapter 14

Our run through the forest was chaotic. We got lost several times. Roxy and the others kept veering off trail, chasing some sound or stopping so Nell could suck Brian's dick. It was a nightmare. Eventually we hit the overgrown road and I hustled them towards the van.

I kept the revolver on my lap and the plants buckled in on the passenger seat. We could not risk damaging the orchids and the ride out would be fast and bumpy. Roxy and Brian and Nell rode in back, hands all over each other. The drug raced through their veins. I hit the button on the GPS device and followed the computer-generated voice telling me which turns to make. I glanced in the rearview mirror often, expecting to see a twelve-foot tall Hog coming after us. Instead I saw Roxy and Nell bobbing their heads on Brian's dick. He looked amazed.

The computer told me to turn right so I did and twenty feet later discovered a tree fallen across the road. Fuck. I U-turned and waited for the computer to recalculate my route. With new instructions, I stepped on the gas, ignoring the slurping and moaning behind me. I raced through the forest, blindly following the dark road ahead. Brian sounded like he was about to orgasm and I suspected his load would blast down Roxy's throat, and I did not want that. I did not want any of us to have that memory in our heads. Once that event occurred, or any event like it, our relationship dynamic with them would change forever. It already had some. I did not want it to escalate.

"Brian," I growled. "Make sure Nell gets your shit."

"But I want it, Baby," Roxy said.

Goddamn it.

"Yeah," Nell chimed in. "Brian has wanted Roxy forever. You should let him have her since she wants it too."

"You all need to shut–"

Nell screamed. Brian screamed. Nell pointed out the windshield. I spun around, expecting to see we were headed for a tree. There was no tree. There was a Hog.

The big man stood in the middle of the overgrown road, blocking the van. The computer, by selecting alternative routes, had redirected us close to the shanty. Hog had heard our engine and now blocked our path.

"Run him over," yelled Nell.

"Shoot that motherfucker," shouted Brian.

"No!" shrieked Roxy. "Don't hurt him. Let him in. Look in his eyes. He wants to come with us."

I studied the man. He'd thrown pants on. He stood in the darkness, illuminated by the van's headlights, shoeless and shirtless and as big as a grizzly. He wasn't angry.

He was hopeful.

"He told me he wants to get away from his family," Roxy said. "He wants his own life. Bud can take care of Jeb and Jedidiah. Hog wants to leave."

Hog stared through the windshield directly at Roxy.

"He wants you," I corrected.

"That's okay too," my wife pleaded. "Let him in."

Nell and Brian searched Roxy's face and relented. She looked so distraught, so forlorn. The pained appeal in her voice got to them. Her imploring tone touched them. I was unconvinced.

Hog lifted his arms, showing us empty hands.

"Please," my wife begged. She rested a hand on my shoulder. "Please, Tom. Let me have him."

Brian opened the sliding side door. Hog approached the van. If I was going to take a stand against this path, I needed to do it right now.

Hog left the glare of the lights. He climbed into the van. I had one hand on the pistol in my lap. He met my eyes for an intense but silent exchange, then he turned his gaze on Roxy. He slipped his thick fingers into her hair and pulled her mouth to his, kissing her with a deep passion. My wife turned to butter, sagging into him, returning his passion multiplied.

Fuck.

Hog fumbled at his jeans and Roxy helped, urgently opening his fly. She yanked his pants down his legs as Brian slid the door shut and Nell kissed her husband. Hog's big cock, still stiff from the Juice, flew up and waved in our faces. Roxy grabbed the thing with both hands and stuffed the head in her mouth.

"Drive," Nell said.

I reluctantly eased the van forward. I angled the rearview mirror to show me what transpired behind my seat. Hog braced himself against the roof and offered his hard cock to Roxy. My wife stroked his length with both hands, sucking so hard her cheeks dented. She was ravenous, attacking his meat like she needed to make up for time away from him. Brian rolled Nell onto her back and slid his penis in, but I didn't give a shit what those two did with each other. I only cared about Roxy. My eyes darted from the road to the mirror, from the road to my wife and her lover.

There was a bench seat farther back and Hog used his tremendous strength to scoop Roxy and carry her. He sat and opened his legs and my wife tried again to dive on his hard cock but he snatched her wrists and lifted. He pulled her onto his lap as their lips met in a fierce kiss. Her delicate hand, made smaller by his girth, sought and found the upright spear beneath her soaked cunt. She straddled him, her knees landing outside his thick thighs, and she guided that throbbing weapon towards her slit. I stared too long as her soft pussy lips spread over the head and slithered downward, enveloping him in scorching wetness. Her pussy opened wide, sheathing his shaft as her bodyweight forced her lower. Her long and satisfying groan filled our quiet van.

Hog rested his huge hands on her round ass and suckled her tits and she began to ride up and down. She was so fucking wet I saw his cock gleaming in the mirror. Veins stood out like worms all along his meat. Roxy dragged her pussy up and down until her puckered asshole clenched and she hugged him tight. Feminine grunts and growls informed me of her orgasm. So fast, so easy. His large balls rose. My wife hugged his head and began to work her pussy on his length. Soon her hips slammed his, ramming his big cock deep over and over. She was mewling and gasping and fucking the man with utter desperation. I asked myself how I could allow such a thing but then I caught a glimpse of her blissful face. She wanted him. She needed him. He did something to her. He reached parts of her, physical and emotional, that I simply did not. She craved him with every bit of herself and I humbly did not have the ability to deny her something she so desperately longed for.

I made sure the road ahead was safe and then leaned over to the plants in the passenger seat. I breathed deep, pulling fragrant air in through my nose. A weak dose, to be sure, but it helped reduce the emotional agony of watching your wife throw everything she had at another man's rigid cock.

Roxy pulled her pussy off him entirely and turned to face forward. She reached under to find him again and met my eyes. So much longing. I thought she might say something like thank you for giving me this but no, no time for that. She sat and her cunt flowered around him again. She used her weight to drive the man into her guts and I slipped from her thoughts like a wisp of smoke. Her jaw went slack and she pumped her hips and grabbed her tits, fucking herself on him again. I watched in the mirror as her face slowly scrunched and another orgasm consumed her. Her cries of pleasure were enough to trigger Nell on the floorboards and both women's shrill cries plus the dose of orchid were enough to turn my dick hard.

Hog let Roxy fuck him for a while but he was too much the aggressor to let it go on for long. He likes doing the fucking. He lifted Roxy again and put her knees on the bench and, bent over from the low roof, held her body and pumped her cunt from behind. His thick cock was a battering ram and she loved it. I had a view of his ass and broad back and heavy swinging balls and I realized for him, Nell didn't exist. No other woman did. For reasons I did not yet understand, he'd attached himself to Roxy as zealously as she'd attached herself to him.

He began long-stroking her, almost all the way out before driving all the way in. Roxy was a writhing, contorting mess. She growled and gasped and moaned as his cock worked magic on her. She wiggled her body at him, desperate for the hard fucking he gave. I saw little of her behind his big body but I heard her cum again. Her toes were curled into little fists. Hog responded to her constant moans and pumped faster.

"In me," she gasped, sensing his approaching climax. "In me. Deep."

He twisted her arm behind her back and pinned her to the seat. His hips hammered away at her. I wanted to see the moment he inseminated and my eyes were darts from mirror to road to mirror, so I slowed the van. I stopped. Hog was a jackhammer and Roxy relished every hard thrust.

"In me!" she begged.

His balls lifted. His cock grew thicker. I turned in my seat and freed my dick, jacking as he pounded.

"Take it!" he cried, and unloaded, blasting gobs of sperm into her womb.

His orgasm shattered him. He pumped seeming gallons of semen from his nuts. Roxy squirmed her ass against his pelvis and kept his big cock buried and the man gushed batter far up in her. They made animal sounds. Their bodies convulsed and jerked.

The orchid had given me just enough of a boost so that I spurt straight up, semen landing on my chest and stomach, drenching my shirt. I jerked fast, eyes glued to the horrific and erotic insemination of my beloved wife. His body spasmed and shuddered as his hot fluid sprayed. Tremors shook him, gradually reducing until his weight rested on her back. She slid her sweaty body off his cock and slithered around to slip him into her mouth.

He was still hard and would remain so on the long drive home, fucking my wife again and again until we pulled into our garage and hurried to our bedroom.

Nell and Brian drove away and left us to our fate.

I discovered there is a big difference between watching a man fuck your woman as his captive and watching that man fuck your woman in the bed you share with her every night. She discovered that difference too, often orgasming so hard she blacked out, body and mind inundated and overwhelmed by pleasure to great to contain.

She didn't love him and she never would but he owned her when it came to sex. Roxy was a fiend, granting the man no respite. She drained his balls over and over until, finally, his cock softened and refused to grow erect.

We sandwiched her between us when we all slept, her contented little grin telling me that our story with Hog had only begun. We'd entered his world and found ourselves, a new, truer version of ourselves. Now he was in our world. I knew Roxy would care for him and nurture him and show him all he'd missed.

A day may come when he leaves us and returns to his family in the woods, but the look on Roxy's face told me that day was a long, long way off. She had him home now. She felt safe. We had him and his knowledge and three plants of our own.

We were just getting started.

End.
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