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Chapter One

Dan Moore’s wife was turning thirty five.  For many people, hitting any of the five year milestones feels like exactly that - a milestone.  And usually not a pleasant one.  But for Maggie there was the added baggage of career anxiety. 

“It’s just a year,” Dan told her.  “And you look as beautiful now as when I met you!”  Which was no lie.  In fact, if anything she had aged into her looks.  Maggie had always looked younger than she was, and when they’d first started dating, when she’d just been twenty two and Dan twenty seven, she’d appeared young enough that he would get reproachful looks from strangers whenever they kissed in public.  Probably they’d thought she was under-age.  She still didn’t look her age, but she definitely looked more a woman than a child now.  Which should have been a good thing.  Except...

“You don’t understand,” Maggie told him.  “It’s not the same for men.  You can get roles when you’re sixty.  Jesus, you can still get the romantic lead in your sixties!  But we live in a world where Reese Witherspoon is told she’s too old to be fuckable at thirty seven.  I’m no Reese Witherspoon!”

“You’re hotter,” Dan promised.  But she waved away the compliment.

They were both in the film industry, both working actors.  Until six years ago they’d lived in a small town a few hours outside of Toronto, but when they’d both realized they were serious about the career, and they’d both grown tired of a six hour round-trip commute for a five minute audition, they’d made the move to Hollywood North.  It had been the right move, had improved the quality of both of their lives, even though the sale of their old home had only been enough for a down payment on a much smaller place in the city.  Neither one of them had the careers they’d once envisioned, and both still had to work a day job to support themselves.  But they each landed a couple commercials a year, and the odd guest starring role on one TV show or another. 

And Maggie definitely didn’t look her age, was a long way from unfuckable, even by twisted Hollywood standards, but Dan understood her anxiety, because she was right - there was a cruel double-standard in the industry.  The only half-joking rule of thumb was that if an actress hadn’t made it big by thirty five, she wasn’t ever going to do it.  Men...   men had no expiry date. 

“Just let it go,” Maggie said.  “I’ll get over it.  It’s just something I have to go through every year.”  She was drawing her auburn hair back into a ponytail, weaving it through the gap in the rear of her ball cap.  She had stretched a mock army T-shirt, camouflage patterned, over her larger than average breasts.  The way the shirt hung like an untouched drapery on the bottom half only served to reinforce Dan’s point, highlighting her flat stomach and thin waist.  And the spandex shorts she donned for her Saturday morning run, which didn’t so much lift as were lifted by her exercise sculpted ass, hammered it home.  “You wanna run with me?” she asked when she saw him staring, and he shook his head.

“No.  I’m cultivating my Dad bod.  I know my hit.”

“Fucking men,” she said, shaking her head, but she was smiling. 

He followed her to the front door, stepped out onto the porch with her.  It was a warm summer day, the morning sky the blue of undisturbed lake water.  A light breeze made the tree in their front yard whisper, almost disguising the trundle and rattle of the neighbour’s not-yet-started lawn mower, as it was pushed around the side of the house by Raymond, the neighbour kid.  At eighteen, he didn’t yet have to resort to such extreme measures as Maggie did to maintain his body.  His metabolism burned triple cheeseburgers down to zero calories after about three exhalations, and whatever exercise he got at school was enough to keep him lean and chiselled.  He played on the basketball team; both Maggie and Dan knew this from Raymond’s mother and father, who never stopped bragging about it.  He was a good kid, though, not quite so vocal or needy as his parents.  He nodded to both of them when he saw them on the porch, and Maggie lifted a hand back.

“I’m getting out just before the noise starts,” Maggie said to Dan and he shrugged and smiled.

“Yeah, but it’s a hot day, Magpie.  Kid’s bound to take his shirt off.  You’re missing out.”  It was a tease he always enjoyed bestowing, reminding her of the time just over a month back when he’d caught her, standing at the back upstairs window, watching Raymond, shirtless, wend that mower back and forth through his back yard.  She’d been absorbed enough in the view to not even hear Dan as he approached, and though she’d denied it had had anything to do with attraction, he’d noted the rise and fall of her chest, her accelerated breath.  And her blush when she’d realized Dan was present.

She blushed again now, told him lovingly to can it, and started off at a trot down the driveway.  Dan watched her go, and so did Raymond, he realized, the kid’s head turning to follow Maggie as she jogged off down the street.   The kid didn’t bend again to the mower until she was out of sight.  Dan wondered if she would still feel quite so old if she knew she was literally turning the head of a high school senior.  Not fuckable my ass, Dan thought, and he chuckled as he headed back into the house.

Maggie was only gone a little more than half an hour, and in that time Ray got the full lawn done.  Neither his yard, nor that belonging to Dan and his wife were particularly large - real estate is pricey in Toronto.  But despite the fact that he’d done the front yard first, and the backyard second, he dragged the mower back out to the front lawn to gas it afterwards.  Dan, watching from the window for his wife’s return, wondered why at first, but it didn’t take him long to figure it out. 

The kid saw her coming, running the street from the direction she’d left, and he stripped off his shirt to wipe at his sweated brow.  His chest was nearly hairless, and it wasn’t powerful, but what musculature he did have was all defined.  He was a tall kid, too, and Dan was sure he had the eye of many of the girls in his school.  He stood as she came up the driveway, pretending just to notice her as her run dropped to a jog and then to a winded walk.

“Hey,” he called out to her, just a pleasant greeting, one neighbour to another.

“Hey,” she grunted back, but Dan noted the way her eyes slipped up and down his body.  He could hear the conversation easily through the open window.

“Just wanted to say, I saw that restaurant ad you’re in,” Ray told her.

“Oh, yeah,” she chuckled.  “Whatever, it pays the bills, right?”

“No!” Ray insisted.  “I was going to compliment you on it.  You were great!”

“I say ‘You’re welcome’ twice.  I don’t think I’ll be up for any Oscars because of it.”

Maggie had never been good at taking compliments.  But the truth was, she and her husband were both in a career where the average person pursuing it would literally not score a single day’s paid work the entire year, and where getting three or more paid days in a year meant you were way ahead of the curve.  Her one day on that ad would net her a few thousand, and if it renewed, a few thousand more.  Dan had done an ad a couple years back that had renewed every three months for more than a year.  His one day on it had netted him nearly twenty thousand dollars, in the end.  So, yeah, the ‘You’re Welcome’ ad was an accomplishment.

“Well, I thought it was cool,” Ray said.

“Thank you,” Maggie demurred.  “Hopefully there’ll be another along soon.  For today, though, I’ve earned a bit of rest.  You’re done mowing?  Gonna tan out back for a few hours, maybe read, and then demand Dan mow our lawn, too.”

“Yeah, I’m done!  You rest!”  Ray nodded at her, then bent back to the task of gassing up his lawn mower. 

Maggie headed inside to find her husband waiting for her, grinning.  “What?”

“Just-”  Dan gestured outside.

“Yeah, yeah,” Maggie said, shaking her head.  But she was smiling too, the indulgent smile she always donned when her husband teased her.  Especially when he was right about whatever he was teasing her about.  “I caught the shirtless show after all.”

“A show that was engineered for you,” Dan said.

“No, it wasn’t!”  She waved him off, pried off her shoes.  “And you heard what I said out there?”

“What?”

“About you mowing the lawn later.”

“How come you get to lounge and I have to mow?”

“How come you get to play Xbox every night and I get to cook?” she countered.

“Right.”

“Not till I’m done lounging, though.  I can’t breathe out there for like an hour after you cut it.  Allergic or something.”

“Well, I could always wait till tomorrow.  Or better yet get Ray to mow it while you watch!”

“Keep it up!”  She was heading off to the shower to get the sweat of the run off her.  “I’ll make you mow it twice!”


Chapter Two

After her shower, Maggie threw on a white string bikini, grabbed up a romance novel she’d been enjoying and headed for the back yard.  The yard wasn’t large, but it had the shade of a single tree, and it was encircled by a high wooden fence, providing privacy.  It was Saturday, so she had today and tomorrow to unwind before having to be back at her front desk job at the local dentist’s office.  Dan had no such luxury - he was a real estate agent, and the weekends often had him out of the house on showings.  He was still home for the moment, though, planning to kill a couple hours with one of his video games, then tackling the lawn before heading out that afternoon. 

She stretched out on a lounge chair, out from under the shade tree, flipped her book over to glance at the illustration on the cover.  Typical powerhouse of a man in torn shirt, clutching typical hot heroine in torn dress.  Neither Dan nor the neighbour kid looked like the man on the cover, but she did find it secretly flattering to have both of their attention, even if the kid’s was fleeting.  And cards on the table, she, herself, didn’t look too far from the woman on the cover:  red hair, large breasts, tiny waist.  Which only reinforced her earlier point - men didn’t have to be prime physical specimens to advance in their careers, not even in the film industry.  Maggie fought daily to look like a romance cover heroine, and she was, by that virtue, qualified just to greet customers in a restaurant commercial...  twice.

She sighed and opened the book to her folded page.

Inside, Dan did indeed have the Xbox on, but he wasn’t playing.  He was on his cellphone, talking to Maggie’s best friend, Carrie.  “She needs it this year,” he said.

“It’s bad?” Carrie asked.

“Yeah.  And the party’ll help, I’m sure, in the short term.  But she’s got 35 stuck in her head like a cursed number.  I don’t know what else to do.”

“I don’t know.  Lift her spirits.  Remind her she’s beautiful.  Tell her you love her.”

“I do all those things every day.”

“I know,” Carrie sighed.  “You’re one of the good ones.  I dunno, then.  Try something new.  She likes new.  She likes adventure.”
“Yeah,” Dan agreed.  He was climbing the stairs up to their second floor bedroom, planning to take a look out the window at the object of their discussion.  “It’s not like we can afford a trip overseas or anything, though.”

“There are other sorts of adventures, Dan,” Carrie said.  “Tell you what:  you brainstorm, and I’ll brainstorm.  We’ll see what we come up with.”

“Alright.”

“And mow the damn lawn like she asked!”

Dan laughed.  He had mentioned it to her at the start of the conversation, and she had a similar sense of humour to his wife.  Probably why the three of them got along so well.

“When she comes in, I’m on it,” he promised.

They said goodbye and he hung up.

He leaned against the window and looked down at his wife.  She was stretched out on her favourite lounge chair looking like a movie star.  He wasn’t at her fitness level, though he hadn’t slipped too far.  His midsection was doughy, but not round, his pecs no longer as firm as they had once been, but without enough fat to let them sag.  He knew how lucky he was to have married his best friend, but he’d hit the bonus draw on her looks.  He thought, not for the first time, that maybe he ought to start joining her on her daily runs, or on more than just the occasional trip to the gym.  He knew he wasn’t the sole reason she maintained her appearance, that her career was maybe the primary determinant, but it didn’t mean he shouldn’t try to reciprocate.

He was mulling this over, enjoying his aerial view of her gorgeous, barely concealed body, when he caught movement from the next yard.  It was Raymond, emerging from his house into his back yard.  His shirt was off again.  He was dressed only in a pair of shorts, wasn’t even wearing shoes.  But it was a hot summer day, and Dan would have casually dismissed it if it weren’t for Ray’s manner.  He was moving slowly, shutting the door behind himself with unusual care, seemingly trying not to make a sound, and glancing furtively from side to side.  He had the backyard to himself, the house to himself, actually, because Dan had seen both the kid’s parents leave earlier.  And his yard, like Dan’s own, was enwrapped in a high wooden fence, so there really wasn’t anyone Ray needed to hide from...  well, except for Dan, Dan supposed.  The other surrounding houses were one storey only - Dan’s was narrower than the others, but taller.  And Ray didn’t think to glance upward, probably wouldn’t have seen Dan if he had, with the sun glaring off the window.

He crept from his back porch, toward the wooden fence that divided his yard from Dan’s.  What the hell was he doing?

Maggie was just starting to lose herself in the novel when her cell phone rang.  She sighed, annoyed, picked it up from the grass beside herself.  Her agent didn’t usually call on weekends, but she kept that phone always near at hand, because you never know.  It wasn’t her agent, though.  It was Dan.  Calling from inside the house.  She thumbed the answer button, sighed, “What?”

“Listen,” Dan said.  “Don’t speak too loudly.  Keep your voice down.”

“What the fuck?  What-”

But he cut her off.  “Shhhh...  Just listen to me for a second, and when you respond, do so quietly.”

“Kay, you’re freaking me out.  Is there a raccoon gonna bite me or something?  A snake?”

He chuckled.  “No.  You’re safe.  I’m calling to let you know you have an admirer.”

“What?”

“An admirer,” Dan said again.  He was still at the window, still looking down on his wife, and on his surreptitious neighbour. 

She sounded half-annoyed, half-entertained, but her voice was dutifully pitched lower when she asked, “Is it you?”

“No,” Dan said.  “Well, I’m an admirer, too.  But, don’t freak out, and don’t look.  I’m telling you this because it’s a compliment...  Ray is watching you sun bathe.”

“What?”  She half-sat up, craned her neck around.

“Don’t look,” Dan laughed.  “You’ll spook him.  He’s in his yard, at the fence, looking through a hole or something.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean, why?  Because he’s eighteen and you’re a smoking hot woman in a bikini.  He’s just copping an eyeful of some skin.”

“Whatever,” she laughed.  “He has eighteen year olds he can look at.”

“He doesn’t know any eighteen year old as sexy as you.”

She laid back down.  She had sunglasses on, so he couldn’t see which way her eyes were looking, but she was smiling.  “Well...  are you gonna stop him?”

“Do you want me to stop him?”

Her smile broadened as she considered it.  He could see her blushing even from up on the second floor.  She rolled to the side, toes outstretched toward the fence behind which young Ray hid, one leg over the other in a way that tilted her ass more in that direction.  “I mean,” she said quietly, “I guess he’s not hurting anything.”

“No, he’s not,” Dan agreed.  In fact, he was accomplishing what Dan alone could not - making his wife feel young and desirable again.

“Then I guess let’s let him look,” Maggie said.  “Where are you?”

“I’m over your head, in our bedroom.  Don’t look up here, though, I don’t want to draw his attention.”

“Alright...” Maggie said.  “You’re gonna watch him?”

“I can.”

“Then call me back if he does anything else.”  She hung up on him.

Dan chuckled to himself.  There were only two “anything elses” that could happen.  Either the kid would grow bored and head back inside, or...  things would escalate.  But apparently Maggie had no intention of letting him grow bored.  Down below, she had rolled onto her back, was laying now with legs thrown wide, feet down on the grass, knees bent, giving Ray a perfect view up between them to her bikini covered mound.  She’d picked up her book again, was reading or pretending to read while her free hand played with her hair.

Behind the fence, Ray had definitely taken notice.  Dan saw him shift to a position he could maintain comfortably for longer, and settle in for, perhaps, the duration of Maggie’s outdoor presence.  His face was pressed to what Dan could only assume was a knothole.  There were a few of them along the fence, nothing Dan had ever paid any mind before.  From Dan’s angle he could see most of the kid’s body, right down to his knees on the grass.  He saw Ray throw another couple of quick glances around, even leaning back, to look down along the fence toward the wooden gate that let onto their front yard.  If his parents pulled back into the driveway, Dan thought it unlikely the kid would have a vantage to see it from where he was, but he’d be able to hear them almost certainly.  He must not have seen or heard anything that alarmed him now, though, because he put his eye back to the knot hole... 

Maggie’s phone rang again a moment later and she answered this time a lot more quietly and calmly.  “What’s up?”

“Um...” Dan began, trying to figure out how to phrase it in such a way that it might not spook her.  “He’s uh...”

“What?  Is he still watching?”

“Yeah.”

“Good.”

“And he’s...  enjoying the view.”

“Good.”

“Visibly enjoying the view,” Dan emphasized.

“What does that mean?”

“He’s got a hard on.”

Maggie was silent for a long moment.  “You can see that?”

“Yes.”

“You can see that from where you are?”

“Yeah,” Dan said again.

“And...”  Her voice dropped so quiet that he had to ask her to repeat herself.  The second time, he understood:  “He’s got a boner?”

Dan laughed.  “Yes.  He does.  It’s tenting his shorts out.  I guess he likes what he sees!”

“What do I do?” she asked him.

“What do you mean?”

“Are you okay with this?”

“He’s still not hurting anything, right?”

“No,” she agreed. 

“Does it turn you on?” Dan asked.

He saw her head tilt back momentarily, looking up toward his window, but she caught herself quick.  “What?” she asked him.

“The neighbour boy is staring at you in your bikini.  And you’ve made his dick hard.  Does it turn you on?”

“Is there a right answer to that?”

“There’s no wrong answer.”

“I mean, it’s flattering...”

“Does it turn you on?” Dan asked again, and though she hesitated briefly before answering, and her voice was unnaturally quiet, and the answer was only one word, he could identify the tone as something he usually only heard in the bedroom, when she was really getting into what he was doing.

“Yes.”

“It turns me on that it turns you on,” Dan told her.

“Yeah?  So...  what do I do?”

“Do you want him to just keep looking, or do you want him to do more?”

“You think he’ll do more?”

“I know when I was eighteen, it didn’t take much to make me do more.  I’m sure he could be enticed.”

“How?”

“Why don’t I hang up and you improvise?”

“No,” she insisted.  “Stay on the phone.  I wanna know what he’s doing.  And you can coach me.”

“Alright,” Dan said.  “Roll over on to your front.  Show him that pretty ass of yours.”

She did so, dutifully.

“Now.  Untie your top.”

“What?  I’m not doing that!”

“He’ll only be seeing your back.  Untie your top, drop it on the grass beside you.  I’ve seen you sunbathe like that out there before.”

“Not with somebody watching, you haven’t.”

“Just pull it off.  Quick, like a Band-aid.  Just the knowledge that your tits are out will probably be enough to get him going, even if he can’t see em.”

“You think?”

“Only one way to find out.”

She sighed, but Dan suspected that was for his benefit, to mask the fact that she wanted to do this.  He watched her untie the strings, then arch backward to draw the top fully away and drop it on the grass.  He shifted his gaze back to the kid.

“Well?” she asked.

“He’s definitely interested.  But he hasn’t taken the bait.  He’s probably afraid of getting caught.”

“Yeah, he should be, the little fucking pervert,” she whispered.  Then, “So, what do I do?”

Dan smiled at the irony of his wife labelling Ray a pervert when she was trying to figure out ways to drive him to greater heights of perversion.  She was into this.  When she started talking like that, you’d better believe she was into this.  “Well, the way I see it,” Dan told her, “you’ve gotta give him something too good to pass up.”

“Like what?”

“You could roll back over.”

“I’m not doing that!”

“Or you could lower your bottoms.  Sun bathe your ass.”

“I...  seriously?  You want me to do that?”

“Why not?”

“You’d be okay with me showing off my naked ass to some other guy?”

“It’s not some other guy.  It’s Ray.  And you’d be showing it to me, too.  Ray’s not the only one who’s hard.”

“Really?”

“Really,” Dan confessed.  “And looking down on you from up here, I’m pretty tempted to take matters into my own hands, if you follow me.”  She still hesitated though, so he said, “I’ll tell you what.  If he starts to do anything...  interesting...  I’ll keep the call going, but I’ll film it for you.”

“What?!”

“Would you like that?”

She didn’t answer, was surely too embarrassed to do so, so he probed further with, “If you don’t want me to do that, tell me.”

She still said nothing.  What she did do was place the phone down on the grass beneath her lounge chair, and reach down with trembling hands to undo the draw strings at the side of her bathing suit.

He barely heard her whisper, “Last chance to stop me,” but since she no longer had the phone at her ear, short of yelling, he couldn’t signal the go ahead.  She must have taken his silence as consent, because he watched her peel that bottom part away, too, even raising herself momentarily at the hips to tug it out from beneath her and deposit it in the grass, beside her top.  His wife was now completely naked, laying on the lounge chair in their back yard with her ass pointed at their peeping eighteen year old neighbour.  When she brought the phone back to her ear he could hear how shaky her breath was.  “Is he still there?” she asked.  Her breath was coming as if she had just finished one of her runs.

“Oh, yes.”

“Is he watching?”

“He is staring at your naked ass.”

“And...?”

“And...  it’s time to start filming.”

“Seriously?!”  The glee in her voice was impossible to miss.

“Yeah, gimme a sec.”

He pulled the phone away, hit the speaker button, told her, “I’ve got you on speaker on my end.  So I can film.”

“Okay.  What’s he doing?”

“One sec,” Dan said again.  He brought up his camera app, switched to video, zoomed in on Ray hidden behind the fence, oblivious to all else in the world but Maggie.  Dan relayed to her, “He’s massaging his cock through his shorts.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Holy fuck.  You’re filming him?”

“Yeah.  You can watch later.  But for now, he’s watching you.  And rubbing his dick.”

“Are you rubbing yours?”

Dan smiled.  He hadn’t been, only because he’d been focused on his job.  But he brought a hand down between his legs now and said, “Yes.”

“Take off your pants,” she commanded him.  “If I’m naked, you have to be naked, too.”

He chuckled, told her to hang on, but did as she’d asked.  There was already a damp circle in his underwear where his pre-cum had been leaking as all this unfolded.  He told her.

“Masturbate for me,” she told him.  “And tell me what to do.”

“Spread your legs,” Dan told her, taking his dick in hand.  “Let him see more than just your ass.”

“Okay.”  She propped her head on one of her hands, letting her legs slip casually apart, as if she were merely daydreaming.  As if this wasn’t all a plan directed at Ray.  

“Oh, yeah,” Dan said.  “That worked.  He’s very interested.”

“Why, what’s he doing?”

“His mouth dropped open when you did that.  I think he can’t believe he hit the fucking jackpot.”

“Yeah?  Fuck, Dan, I’m so fucking wet.  Is he still...?”

“Playing with himself?  Oh, he’s gonna fucking break something.  Hold on.”

“Why, what?”

“He’s stopped.  He’s looking around.  He’s getting up.”

“Why, what’d I do?”  She threw a dismayed glance over one shoulder toward the fence.

“You didn’t do anything, don’t look.  I think he’s just making sure he’s alone.”  Ray had stood from the fence, gone sneaking back toward his house.  Dan saw him stand on tiptoe to look in through a window that let onto his living room.  Dan had been in Ray’s backyard before, for barbecues and other gatherings, and from there, Dan knew, Ray would be able to see clear to the other side of the house, to what Dan hoped was still an empty driveway.  And it must have been, because the kid came tiptoeing back to his knothole.  Kneeling again.  And...

“Maggie?” Dan said.

“Yeah?”

“He just pulled down his shorts.  He’s got em down to his knees.  He’s-  whoa...”

“What?”

Ray’s dick was standing straight up, emerging from the untamed thicket of his brown pubic hair.  It was long, longer than Dan’s own, with a bulbous head that looked from where Dan stood to be as big around as a golf ball.  The shaft canted slightly to one side, though Ray drew it straight when he took himself in hand, fitting his eye back to the hole.

“His dick is...”

“Big?”

“Yeah.”

“You’d better be fucking filming this.”

Dan laughed, zoomed his phone in closer, making sure she’d get to see details. 

“Is he still jacking it?” Maggie whispered.

Yeah, she was more than a little turned on.  When she stopped avoiding saying certain things but instead chose straight up crudity to get her point across, she was turned on.

“Yeah,” Dan confirmed.

“Are you?”

“I am,” Dan acknowledged.  “Do you want to?”

“Can I?”

“It’s your body.”

“I fucking need to,” she told him.  “I’m burning.  Don’t judge me.”

“No judgement,” Dan promised.  “Make that boy cum.”

Maggie rolled over on the lounge chair.  Ray and Dan both lost the view of her ass, but they gained her large tits, nipples surely as hard as their cocks were, and the full frontal view of her naked pussy, slit glistening obscenely under the sun.  She brought her free hand to her breast, tugging urgently at one nipple.  She whispered into the phone, “Come out here and join me.  Fuck me while he watches.”

“No, he’ll bolt if I do.”

“You think?”

“Yeah.  Plus you wouldn’t get to see him squirt.  You want that on film don’t you?”

“Fuck, yes, I wanna see him squirt.”

“Play with your cunt.  I’ll tell you when he cums.”

So she abandoned her breast, hand diving straight between her legs.  She threw her knees wide, planted a single finger on her clitoris, started shimmying it back and forth.  “Is he watching?” she demanded in a gasp.

“Honey, he only has eyes for you.  He’s jerking himself crazy looking at the girl next door he’s been lusting after forever.”

“Am I a slut for doing this?”

Dan grinned.  There was the final sign, as if he’d needed one.  Maggie was a good and proper wife, but talking dirty was a sure-fire way to get her turned on, and when she was really feeling it, all she wanted to hear was how depraved she was.

“You’re a filthy slut,” Dan promised.  “You’re naked outside, and the kid next door is watching you rub your clit.”

“Oh, fuck, I’m filthy,” Maggie whispered.

“How close are you?” Dan asked her.

“Close.  How close is he?”

“Close.  Any second.”

“Yeah?  Can you see him clearly?  I’ve seen him with his shirt off, but I want to see his dick.  I want to see him blast his cum, and I wanna know he’s watching me while he does it.”

“You’ll get to see him clearly,” Dan promised.  “Here, I’ll zoom in more.  Fuck, Magpie, I’ve got his dick in close-up for you.  You can count his fucking pubic hairs if you want to.”

“Yeah?  Is he looking at me and jerking his cock?”

“He’s jerking it like there’s no tomorrow.  His balls are bouncing up and-” 

“Fuck, Dan, I’m gonna cum.”  Her voice rose, she wasn’t even trying to hide what she was saying now, and really why bother?  It must have appeared to the kid that she was having phone sex with her husband.  So she announced it even louder, not for his benefit, but because it was the truth:  “Oh, Dan, I’m gonna fucking cum!”

“Me too,” Dan said, trying to hold the phone steady for her.  He braced it on the window sill, so she wouldn’t miss anything.

He saw her hips rise from the lounge chair, pussy thrust toward her peeping neighbour, single finger still flicking back and forth like a windshield wiper on overdrive.

That’s when Ray started cumming, blasting his load all over the fence, the grass, his thighs.  Maggie even thought she heard him grunt, definitely heard as his forehead thumped against the fence.  The knowledge of it sent her over the edge even before her husband could confirm, “He’s cumming!”  But his announcement reinforced what was going on to her, and her orgasm was almost blinding in its intensity.  She wasn’t often a squirter, but it happened now, scattering fluid toward the fence behind which Ray hid, even as her pussy lifted higher, finger grinding at her clit, her body a tripod built on flexed toes and bent neck.  “Ah, fuck!” she cried out, loudly enough that Dan would have heard her even without the phone. 

His own hand was a blur at his cock, and he jetted his semen all over the wall beneath the window, stray drops and streams hitting the hard wood floor and his own pants down at his ankles.

The three of them came down from their orgasmic highs separately but in synch.  When Raymond had settled, he locked his eye with the knothole once again, afraid to move for fear she’d hear him, and afraid to miss anything his wild and sexy neighbour might do next.  Dan focused on him, his dripping cock, to make sure his wife would have her fill.  And Maggie lay in a collapsed, exhausted heap on the lounge chair for several long seconds. 

She finally brought the phone back to her ear, whispered, “I can’t believe I just fucking did that.  Is he still there?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, fuck.  He fucking saw me.  I’m so embarrassed.”

“Don’t be embarrassed.”

“He fucking saw me squirt.  Oh, fuck.”

“He did, and he loved it.”

“Yeah?”

“I have the video to prove it.”

“Right.  You saw him?”

“And so will you.  Come inside, and I’ll show you how our young neighbour made himself squirt while watching you make yourself squirt.”

She chuckled as she gathered her clothing from the ground.  She stood, ass facing Ray now, said to Dan, “Keep your pants off.  I’m gonna need to cum again.”  She ran inside.


Chapter Three

Maggie sprawled out on the sofa, still naked, her husband’s face down between her legs.  She made him lick her to orgasm not once but twice, all while watching the video Dan had made on his phone.  Even after that she hadn’t had her fill.  When Dan took off for the afternoon to show a house, she hooked the phone up to her computer so she could watch on a bigger screen, and fingered herself to another two orgasms watching her eighteen year old neighbour watching her and beating off.  She hadn’t felt this nasty, this depraved or this aroused in a very long time.  For the rest of that afternoon, she forgot all about her upcoming birthday.

By the time Dan got back, anxiety had begun to set in, though.  “What if he tells someone?” Maggie asked.

“He’s not gonna tell anybody,” Dan assured her.  “You don’t tell someone when you do something like that.  You think I didn’t used to jerk off to my cute neighbour?”

“Really?”

“Lisa Albrecht.  Didn’t know the meaning of a window shade.  I never told a soul, till just now.”

“But how am I supposed to look him in the eye again?”

Dan shrugged.  “Don’t look him in the eye.  That’s not the part of his body you seem most interested in anyway.”  He laughed and she swatted him lightly on the chest, but it must have worked.  She was smiling.

Maggie’s birthday wasn’t till Wednesday, but he had organized a party for her tonight at a nearby bar.  Everyone had weekday employment, so celebrating on the actual date would have been either impossible or made for a very short party.  He caught the turned on grin she threw at the neighbour’s house as they pulled out of their driveway.  It seemed the last of her anxiety had faded.

Some of her friends were already there when they arrived, and there were cheers and welcoming hollers as she made the rounds, hugging each in turn.  Dan went up to the bar to order a few pitchers for the table.

He saw Carrie emerge from the pack, walking over to him, smiling broadly.  She was another beauty who kept herself in shape for the same reasons his wife did.  The acting world was both cruel and demanding, especially for women.  She had long blonde hair that cascaded in curls down over her shoulders and back.  Blue eyes, a beaming smile, another tight body, though with considerably smaller breasts than her best friend.  “How’s she doing?” she checked in as she drew even with Dan.

“Better,” he assured her.

“Yeah.  She seems happy.  Unusually so.  What happened?”

“What do you mean, what happened?  She’s just happy to see her friends.”

“Nope.  I know Maggs, and that’s not normal happy.  That’s ‘I have a secret’ happy.  What happened?  If you don’t tell me, I’ll just get it out of her.”

Dan laughed.  “If there was a secret, which there isn’t, I can assure you she wouldn’t share it with you.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised how much we share.  Did you do that thing with your tongue she likes so much?  Is that why she’s happy?”

Dan blushed furiously, demanded, “What thing?”  He did have a signature move, or series of moves, but he was a little alarmed to know she talked about it with her friend.

“See, we share.”

His pitchers arrived, and he gathered two by the handles, Carrie grabbing the other two.

“There’s no thing,” he assured her.

“Don’t be ashamed of it!” Carrie laughed as they walked back to the table.  “The tongue thing.  She’s not.  And frankly, it sounds like a good time to me!”

He shook his head.  Carrie flirting overtly with him was nothing new - the girl had been undressing him with her eyes since the first time they’d met, and he was certain Maggie only put up with it because she knew that neither Dan nor Carrie would ever allow anything to actually happen.

Carrie edged up next to him as they were putting the pitchers on the table, whispering, “Seriously, whatever happened, keep it up.  Because it’s birthday week and our girl’s smiling.”

Maggie was still smiling by the time they went home.

They made love that night and Maggie’s orgasm, her sixth of the day, was more intense than usual.  Afterward, as they curled together in the bed, her head on his inner shoulder, one of his hands playing with her hair, he asked her what had worked so well for her in bed tonight.

She shrugged, said, “It’s been a hot day.”

“Sure,” Dan agreed.  “But what were you thinking about?”

“Nothing,” she insisted.

But Dan knew her even better than Carrie, and he knew when she was lying.  Not that he was upset about it - she’d been fantasizing, is all, just as he often did when they made love.  Till death do us part, but there’s nothing in those vows about what you can picture while your spouse thrusts their hips at you.  They didn’t often discuss their fantasies, at least not the ones that popped into the head spontaneously while they were together and naked, because what if the details weren’t something you wanted to hear?  But he’d already shared his wife with another man today, visually, at least, and he was pretty sure he knew where her mind had gone.  So he said, “You know, there’s a good chance that whatever you were thinking about is the same thing I was thinking about.”

She chuckled, answered with certainty, “You weren’t thinking about this.”

“You weren’t thinking about Raymond?”

She shrugged.

“Maybe picturing him watching you, picturing what he saw?”

“Is that what you were thinking?” she asked.

“Yeah.  You?”

“I was...  extrapolating.  The might have been scenario if I hadn’t rushed inside after.”

“The might have been scenario?” he probed.  “The one where maybe you approach him, invite him inside, let him experience what he only saw before, but now from up close and in person?”

She craned her head back to look at him, caution in her eyes, trying to suss how much truth might be too much here.  But he was smiling, and it looked like his aroused smile, so she rolled the dice, said, “I wasn’t picturing us going back inside.”

He laughed, countered, “It wouldn’t be safe out of doors.  You getting caught going at yourself out back, well, that might be embarrassing, but it wouldn’t be more than that.  You getting caught with the eighteen year old neighbour boy...  that would be a scandal that none of us would live down.  That would bring down careers, both in the film world and in our day jobs.”

“So, I’d have to bring him indoors, you’re saying,” she checked in.

“That would be safest,” he agreed.

“Maybe up to the bedroom here,” she said and he nodded.  “Then what would happen?” she asked, her voice slipping back into those registers that let him know she was turned on again.  Christ, she’d cum six times today already, but keep up this conversation and she’d been going for number seven.

“Hypothetically?” he asked.

“Hypothetically,” she agreed.

“Hypothetically, I’d probably be hiding in the closet.  I’d wanna watch it all go down, but I wouldn’t want him to know I was here.”

“Why not?”

“I’d wanna see what the kid was like when he didn’t feel pressure to perform for the observing husband.  I’d want to see my wife cut loose without that pressure, too.”

“Interesting.  And...  what if it wasn’t hypothetical?” she asked.

He considered it, responded, “I’d probably still be in that closet.  Still want to watch.”

“And maybe film it?” she asked him.  “So we could relive it together later?”

“Maybe,” he agreed.

She turned her face back up to him again, eyes really searching his, afraid to misread.  But they were already halfway down this perverted rabbit hole together, so once again, she took a chance and just asked, “Am I misreading you?”

“What are you reading?”

“Like, maybe you’re offering me a birthday present unlike any you’ve offered before.”

He hadn’t been.  Certainly not when they’d started the dialogue, anyway.  As the visual had taken hold in his mind, though, he had been surprised to feel less jealousy than expected, more arousal.  So he told her that.

“How much arousal?”

He took her hand, dragged it down to his penis which had climbed back up to its tallest stance as they’d talked their talk. 

“Very interesting,” she said again.  “You wanna take it for a spin?”

“I want to try an experiment,” he told her.  He took her hand off his penis, guided it over to her pussy. 

“I already tried that experiment earlier,” she assured him.  “In the backyard.  And twice more while you were showing the house, if I’m honest.”

“I want you to try it again.  You close your eyes, and really picture what we were talking about.  Raymond, up in this bedroom with you.  Me watching from the closet.  And see how it works out for you.”

“And what’ll you be doing?”

“I’ll be doing my own experiment, here beside you.”

“Then you’ve gotta picture something naughty that you want.  To keep us even.  Like, maybe Carrie up here-”

But he cut her off with, “No.  I’m going to picture the same thing you’re picturing.  To see how it works out for me.  That’s the experiment.”

She gave him a sly look, once more trying to ascertain what he was really feeling.  “This experiment isn’t going to blow up in my face, is it?”

“I don’t think so.  But I want to find out.”

So she settled back against him, closed her eyes as he’d asked, and set her hand to work between her legs.  A moment later she could feel his body rocking with his own efforts.  It didn’t take long before the visuals and sensations began to do their work. 

Possibly for Dan, too, because he asked a couple minutes later, not ceasing in his own action, “Are you picturing it?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

“Are you picturing him laying on top of you, naked?”

“Behind me,” she corrected him.

“That long cock of his-”

“Yes, that long cock jammed up inside me!”

“He’s fucking you.  He’s fucking you hard.”

“So hard!”

“And you know I’m in the closet the whole time watching.”

Remarkably, that was the phrase that did it.  Her body heaved, folding up at the waist, head pulling quick away from him, hair left to dangle on his shoulder.  The bed bucked and jolted as she yelled out her climax.  And that was enough for him, his cock spasming in his hand, squirting a meagre load (his third of the day) up onto his stomach, and gumming in his pubic hair.

She collapsed back onto him afterwards, breath still coming fast.  She fluttered a hand to feel for him, for his spent penis, the mess he’d made on himself.  She grinned at that, asked him, “Successful experiment?”

“Very interesting,” he said, echoing her earlier statements.


Chapter Four

It was the first thing they talked about in the morning, after she emerged from the shower, and sat to the breakfast he’d made.  She said, “Um...  about last night.  What we were talking about...  are you still...?”

“I am,” he said.  “Is that fucked up?”

“No more fucked up than that I’m still into it.  Would we really go through with this?”

“Do you want to?”

“Not if it’s gonna net me a divorce.”

He chuckled.  “It won’t,” he promised.  “I’m offering.  I’m not going to fault you if you accept.  That’s on me.”

“Okay...  How would we...?  I mean we don’t even know if he’s interested.”

“You saw the video.  He’s more than interested.”

“Then, how?”

So they hatched their plan.

On Sundays Raymond’s folks were gone for the duration of the day and the evening.  They were heavily into the church thing, actually belonged to multiple church organizations, and had dragged their son with them for the first few years that Dan and Maggie had known him.  The kid had stopped going a couple years back, so if Maggie was going to try and pull a Mrs. Robinson act, today was the day.

They first cleared out the bedroom closet, so Dan would have his hiding spot.  They hauled their clothes into the spare room, laid them on the bed, pulled out their box of adult toys, various dildos that Maggie had maintained since college, the handcuffs they would occasionally use, especially Dan, who loved it when Maggie would tie him to the bed.  That last was a fantasy they hadn’t enacted in some time, and when Dan brought it up Maggie promised that she would owe him after today, so he could expect a reward involving those handcuffs soon.  They tucked a chair into the closet, so Dan would have a place to sit.  They would leave the folding door just slightly open, allowing him to peer through the central gap without being seen.

They decided against him filming manually, since he wanted to be hands free for the performance, and didn’t want to have to worry about camera shake.  They also worried about the glow of his cell phone being visible in the otherwise dark closet.  So they would position it on a book shelf, to be concealed between two books.  When (if) Dan saw Ray and Maggie heading for the house, he’d hit record, hide the phone, and then get to his hiding spot. 

Maggie donned her bathing suit again, the same one as yesterday to immediately provide Ray the visual reminder of what he had seen the day before (as if he was in any danger of forgetting).  Then they waited till Ray emerged from his house, coming to the back yard as he often did on Sundays, basketball in hand, practicing shots at the hoop his family had mounted to the back of their house, over a stone patio.

Maggie and Dan then emerged together into their backyard, talking loudly enough that they’d catch the attention of Ray, but not so loudly as to make it obvious they were trying to do so.  His dribbling and shooting stopped almost immediately, so they knew they had his attention.

“When will you be back?” Maggie asked Dan, following the script they’d come up with.

“Not till really late.  Midnight?  One AM?”

“Okay.  So don’t wait up, in other words.”

“Don’t wait up,” Dan agreed.  “What’re you gonna do with your day?”

“Was just planning on sunbathing and reading.” 

“Alright.  Enjoy, then.”  

The first steps of their plan had gone smoothly.  Maggie’s announced intention to sun bathe would hopefully fire up the boy’s imagination and hopes for another hot show.  All the kid likely needed now to take the bait was a sense of safety.  So Dan walked around the house, climbed into his car and drove away.  But he had no intention of staying away all day.  He parked just a few streets over and jogged back to the house.  If Maggie was following her end of the plan, she would now be reclined on that lounge chair, reading, and giving Ray something to look at.  If Ray, the only wild card, was following his end, he’d be glued to the fence once more.

Dan definitely felt the run home.  He wasn’t in his wife’s condition, and it reinforced his resolve to join her in her exercise.  He slipped back into his home through the front door, quietly.  Without the return of his car, Ray would have no reason to suspect Dan’s overheard plan of staying away all day wasn’t in force.  Dan was winded by the time he got inside but still nearly sprinted up the stairs.  He dug his phone out of his pocket as he ran, and then crept to the bedroom window overlooking the back yard, in case the sudden motion of him there should attract the kid’s attention.  He peeped out.

Maggie was sprawled on the lounge chair, legs spread, book held open in front of her face in one hand, to ensure the kid wouldn’t fear being seen, other hand just idly tickling across her mound, still safely concealed behind its cotton jail.

And Ray...  yes, he was back in position.  He was wearing different shorts than the day before, and still had his shirt on because this peeping session, unlike that of the day prior, had been impromptu.  But he was hard already, hand once again toying with the tent of his erection.

Dan texted Maggie: Ray’s at fence.  I’m at window.  Go!

She leaned to the side to read his message, and Dan, from his position above, caught the flicker of the grin that passed her face.  She pulled her hand from her crotch region, set aside the book, undid her bikini top and pulled it off without flourish, displaying her gorgeous breasts to the boy next door.  The lounge chair was kept at a slight incline, so she laid herself back on it, eyes concealed behind her sunglasses but turned to survey the fence.  She thought she could see the knot hole behind which Ray hid, but the boards were tightly enough joined that they prevented her seeing anything else.  The kid would have gotten away with it all, if Dan hadn’t spotted him from above.  Of course, without Dan spotting him, Maggie would never have provided the show she did, so Ray’s peeping would have been much more innocent.

She played with her tits, trying to goad the kid into the next step of their plan.  She needed his shorts down again, needed him unable to run when she confronted him.  Dan would text her when it was time.

Her own ministrations were starting to work on her, though, and whether the kid was ready or not, she proceeded with her own play time.  She didn’t remove her bikini bottoms this time, but tugged them to the side, her naked cunt pointed straight at her neighbour.  She brought down one finger to play with her clit again.  She was just getting into it when her phone buzzed once more.  Dan’s message was succinct, consisting of just one word:  Now.  Before she could lose her nerve, she launched herself from the chair and ran straight at the fence.

From above, Dan saw Ray’s panicked reaction.  His shorts were down at his knees again, his long, erect penis in hand, but he pulled the hand away, planted both his hands to either side of him, ready to run if he needed to, but afraid to make noise and give himself away.  But the gig was up.

“I know you’re there,” Maggie said to him, and if he needed any proof, she put her eye to the hole he’d been previously using to peep on her.  She found herself staring at her terrified teen neighbour, his mouth a comical O of surprise, but it was his penis that stole focus.  It was no more than two feet in front of her, canted slightly to the right, throbbing with its need.  She’d seen the video, but up close and in real life, she could confirm that Ray’s cock was definitely larger than Dan’s.  Dan was probably about five and a half inches erect, but Ray had around an inch on him.  Where Dan’s cock head would end, Ray’s was just beginning.  His dick was thicker too, not much, but visibly so.  And his helmet, like a swollen mushroom cap, looked wider as well.

He saw her, knew he was caught, and she saw a dozen different excuses pass through his mind.  None of them reached his lips, though.  All he got out was a frightened, “Uh...”

“Nice dick,” she told him, and that got a reaction.  His hands flew to cover it, though apparently he hadn’t yet recovered the use of his legs, because he didn’t try to stand, didn’t try to get his shorts up.  “Ah, don’t cover it up!” she chided him.  “I wanna see it!”

He didn’t know how to respond, had yet to mount any defense.  Maggie and Dan had rehearsed a few conversations, but so far this wasn’t unfolding as any of their practice sessions had, and confronted by the dick she’d been thinking of for the last day, she found that most of her side of the conversation had fled her head too.  So she asked, “Why were you spying on me?”

“I wasn’t!” he gabbled.

“Your dick says otherwise, Raymond,” she told him, and that finally got him unstuck.  He leapt to his feet, pulling his shorts back up.  He looked like he was about to bolt, and that definitely wasn’t the reaction she was going for, so she called his name sharply, once, the way his mother might to chastise him.  He froze in place.  “Come here,” she commanded, and when he didn’t respond, she took on gentler tones.  “I’m not mad, Ray.  Come here.  Down to the knothole.  Talk to me.”

It was a weird way to hold a conversation, but the kid was surely feeling out of options, so he crouched, bringing his face back to the hole.  She smiled at him, and he tried to return it, but was too nervous.

“It’s okay,” she assured him.  “I’m not mad.  In fact...  I liked it.”

“You...?”

“Liked it,” she said again.  “I wanted you to watch me.”

“Why?”

“You’re an attractive guy, Ray.  And I’m flattered that someone as young and cute as you wants to look at me.  Do you find me attractive?”

“Yes,” he answered, his voice trembling. 

“Have you ever been with a woman?” 

He didn’t answer that, just stared nervously at the one eye she was presenting at the hole.

“Do you want to?” she prompted him.

“You mean...?”

She turned her eye down to the erection that was concealed by but obvious behind his shorts.  “Do you want to use that thing?” she asked him.  “Because I want to use that thing.  And if you come over, I’ll let you use that thing on me.  Right now.”

“Seriously?”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Okay.”

She smiled.  “Give me five minutes.  Just to put on something enticing.  Then come around the back door, okay?  Not the front.  Knock and I’ll let you in.”

He nodded, she smiled again, and she skipped inside, scooping up her top, book and phone on the way.  She charged up the stairs as eagerly as Dan had.

Dan turned to face her as she entered the bedroom.  He hadn’t heard the conversation, but he had seen her come in alone and had seen Ray head back into his own house.  He said, “He didn’t want to?”

“Oh, he’s coming!” she assured him.  “I think it’s his first time, I just wanted to put on something nice.  Lingerie?  You’re still okay with this, right?”  She was rooting through her drawer hastily, so the question was offhand, but when he hesitated, she looked to him, fear on her face.  “Right?”

He nodded, smiled.  “I was just waiting to see what you picked.  I’m very okay.”  He gestured to the front of his own shorts, tenting only slightly less noticeably than Ray’s had. 

“Good.  Me too.”  She pulled out a sheer white mesh, babydoll gown, stripped off her bikini bottoms.  Ray stood and stared, drinking her in.  “Set the camera up!” she ordered him.  “I want to be able to relive this with your cock in my hand!  Or your cock somewhere else!”

He snapped out of his reverie, grabbed up the cell phone.  He already had it in airplane mode, to be sure it wouldn’t take an incoming call and give itself away.  He hit record, and hid it between the books.

“Now get in that closet!  And not a sound out of you!”

He grinned and ducked into the closet, but she called his name one last time before he could settle inside.  He poked his head back out.

“Seriously,” she checked.  “Last chance.  Promise me this is okay.”

His smile widened and he told her, “You look fucking hot.”

The rear door bell rang, and she jumped, but she turned her eyes back to him again, waiting for the words.

“I promise it’s okay,” he said.  She smiled back at him, and as the closet door edged closed, she rushed back down the stairs, wearing nothing but the sheer gown, which extended only as far as her upper thighs.

Ray was waiting on the back porch, wearing the same clothes, looking nervous as hell.  His erection had faded, but his eyes widened and she saw one of his hands twitch instinctively toward his groin, just for a moment, when he saw what she was wearing.  In the bright light of the back yard, she may as well have been naked, so completely transparent was her garment.

“Come in,” she said to him, and stepped back to admit him.

“Um...  your husband, he’s-”

“Gone till late tonight.  You don’t have to worry.”

“Do you...  do you do this often when he’s out?”

“No,” she assured him.  “Just you.  Only you.”  It was true, but it also spoke to his eighteen year old ego, and she saw him puff with pride at the information.  “Come on,” she said, and she took him by the hand and guided him upstairs.

Everything was in position, she saw.  The camera couldn’t be seen, the closet was nearly closed.  Dan would have a perfect view of the bed, so she guided Ray to stand in front of it. 

“This is your bedroom,” Ray said, and she chuckled and confirmed it.  “I wondered what it looked like.”

“Really?” she said.  “You’ve thought about my bedroom?”

He nodded.  “Well, more about you in your bedroom.”

“Doing?”

He shrugged, blushing. 

“Do you want me to show you the kinds of things I do in my bedroom?  Or do you want to do those things to me?”

“To you,” he whispered.

“Good answer.”

She stepped into him, had to raise herself on tiptoe slightly to kiss him.  It was an immediately foreign feeling, as Dan was the only man she’d been with in years, but it was exhilarating for that newness, and doubly so because she knew Dan was just a few feet away, watching.  Ray kissed decently enough, but he didn’t know what to do with his hands, so she took one of them, raised it up to her breast, folded his palm over the sheer mesh fabric.  He disengaged the kiss when he felt it, leaning back to look at what he was doing.  Her nipple was upraised behind the gown, and the slide of the fabric over it, as well as the feel of his hand, larger than her husband’s, made her shiver.  Ray gave over to his own instincts then, bent at the waist and took her nipple into his mouth, fabric and all.  He sucked at it, ran his tongue over it, even gently took it between his teeth.  Maybe it wasn’t his first time.  Or maybe he just caught on to things quickly.  She guided his head to her other breast, so he could do the same there.  She moaned and he lifted his eyes to her, looking for approval.  He had it.

In his closet, Dan was already naked.  He had stripped off completely as his wife had run downstairs, to make sure he’d have self-access without making noise.  His dick was as hard as he was sure Ray’s must be, but he kept his hand away, not wanting to cum too early.  She had turned her body profile to the closet, and he could see what the kid was doing to her, could see the look of abject lust on her face.  Yes, it would be all too easy to get off to this live and forbidden porn, unless he was disciplined.

She pulled Ray’s face from her breast and he moved to pull the gown from her shoulders but she stopped him.  “Ah-ah.  You first.”

“Me?”

“My bedroom, my rules.  Be a good boy, and then you’ll get your candy.”

She had never talked to Dan like that, but then he was five years her senior, and this kid was seventeen years her junior.  Ray didn’t seem to mind, though.  He peeled off his shirt quickly, danced out of his shoes.  He sat on the bed to peel off his socks and Maggie stood before the window, the gauze of her gown glowing, her gorgeous body silhouetted before sunlight.  He yanked down his shorts and underwear together, sat naked, legs spread, cock hard and upright. 

“Stand up,” she ordered him, and he got to his feet without a word.  “Come stand in front of me.  I want a look at that thing.” 

He moved directly before her, penis jutting towards her, begging to be touched. 

She turned him by his shoulders, making sure Dan would get the full side on view of his penis, then toured around, drinking in his young body.  She trailed a finger over his waist, his taut ass, then finally let it drag lightly up his hairy balls, his long shaft.  She took his dick head between finger and thumb, told him, “You’ve been bad with this thing.  And not just today. You were a very bad boy with it yesterday, in your back yard.”

His face drained of colour, and he almost stepped away, but she had him by the tip of his dick, and had him with her eyes, too, lustful and dominating.  He said, “You saw that?”

“No,” she lied.  She’d seen the footage multiple times, but he would never be allowed that knowledge.  “But I know what you were doing.”

“You were doing it, too.”  His voice was a whisper.

“Yes.  Because I knew you were watching.”  She let her hand slide further down him now, his full shaft sliding up through her grip, again surprising in its simple difference to the one penis she knew so well.  “Do you do that often?” she asked.

“Not in the back yard,” he said.

“Inside?”

And he nodded.

“Do you think of me?”

Another nod.

She smiled, said, “Good.”  And she got down on her knees to give his cock a proper inspection.  His pubic hair was wilder than that of her husband’s.  Dan kept his neatly groomed, but Ray didn’t seem to have taken any such effort.  It was lighter in colour than Dan’s too, a brown with hints of gold.  His balls were drawn up tight in his sack.  His shaft was thickly veined.  She let her hand slide its length several times, asked him, “Do you think of me doing this to you?”

“Yes,” he breathed.  He was trying to watch her work, wanting to be both audience and participant in the live-action sex show he was a part of, but his eyes kept closing of their own accord, and his head kept tilting back on his neck. 

“Do you think of me doing this?”  She took his cock head into her mouth, jaw stretching wider than she was used to.

Now his eyes clenched, and he unconsciously thrust his pelvis at her as he said again, “Yes.”

She chuckled, his dick head still in her mouth, slid her lips carefully down on him.  She wasn’t sure she loved his added girth in her mouth - her jaw hurt a little just trying to accommodate him.  But she knew one place she was sure she’d love it, so she popped him back out, ensuring he wouldn’t cum too early.  She gave his shaft a few more licks and a kiss, then stood and kissed him again, the taste of his cock and pre-cum still on her tongue.  She sat on the bed, reclined backwards on it, hips at its edge.  She said, “My turn.  Lift my gown, Ray.” 

In his closet, Dan was loving the show.  His wife had many tell-tale signs that could indicate her state of arousal.  Talking dirty was a common one, wanting to be called a slut or a whore.  But she had this other side, too, one that she didn’t bring out too often, and one that Dan always enjoyed.  She had to be in the right mood to simply take control, but she was doing it now, issuing orders rather than requests.  He could see the rapidity of her breath.

Ray went to his knees in front of her, folding back the hem of her gown gently, almost prissily, laying it neat across her stomach.  He was staring with an almost hypnotized gaze at her glistening vagina.

She asked, her voice a husky whisper, “Do you like it?”

“Yes,” he promised.

“What do you want to do to it?”

“Kiss it,” he said.

“You want to kiss my cunt?”

He simply nodded, eyes never straying.

“Then do it,” she told him.

He bent at the waist, lips touching just lightly on her labia, and she groaned.  He leaned back to soak in the visual again, his hand automatically stealing in to his cock, but she saw him, commanded, “Hands off your dick, Ray!  That’s for me.  That’s only for me.”

He did it without question.

“Good boy,” she praised him.  “Now kiss me again.  Harder.”

He planted his lips between her legs again, grinding his face before leaning back to check with her for approval.  She smiled at him and he smiled back.

In his closet, Dan gave up on resisting.  He allowed his hand to slide in to touch his penis, enwrapped himself in only the lightest grip, not wanting to pop off too early.  He teased himself with this feathery stroke while he watched his wife and the neighbour boy.

“Do you know how to use your tongue on a girl?” Maggie asked Ray.

Dan was sure Ray would say yes, whether it was true or not, wanting to appear knowledgeable and skilled in her eyes.  But more than that, apparently, Ray didn’t want to disappoint.  And a clumsy performance would disappoint.  So he gave her honesty, shaking his head.

“Then do what I say, and I’ll teach you,” Maggie told him.  “Run your tongue slowly up my full slit.”

Ray bent to the task.  Dan saw him reach for his dick again, saw too when he caught himself, forcing his hand away.  Christ, the kid had been in their home for all of eight minutes, and Maggie had already turned him into an obedient sex slave.

“Good,” Maggie crooned.  “That’s good.  Try flattening your tongue out more, let me feel all of you tasting all of me.”  He must have obeyed, because she shivered, her chest rising and falling obviously with the force of her pants.  Her voice shook and occasionally stuttered as she continued:  “Now, keep doing that while I explain.  Sometimes, you’re going to want to mix that action up.  You can try slipping your tongue inside me.  Give it a good lick, like-”  He followed her instructions and she gasped, then said, “Yeah, like that.  Just sometimes.  Then back to the outside.  You can slide up one side of my lips, or the other, or flatten that tongue out and give me the full treatment.”  She had propped herself up on her elbows, was looking down at her tall, young servant.  She groaned, flicked her gaze to the closet behind which her husband hid, half-grinned at him, before getting lost in the lust of it again.

“Very good,” she told him.  “You’re a fast learner.  Now, when you’ve got the girl good and primed, like I am now, you’re going to want to turn your attention to the clit.  Do you know where that is?”

Ray didn’t pause in his oral ministrations as he shook his head.

“It’s at the top of my slit, where the lips join.  Just under the hood.  You’ll feel a bump-”  Her breath hitched when he found it, and she said, “That’s it!  Good boy.  That’s it.  Now, you’re still going to want to mix it up once in a while.  Keep me on my toes, and keep my toes curling.  But try flicking your tongue fast over that spot, like a snake, and see what happens.”

Dan smiled in the closet as the boy followed her orders and she gasped and brought a hand to the back his head.  She was, he realized, walking Ray through the steps Dan himself used to orally pleasure her.  The tongue thing that Carrie had referenced.  She was passing Dan’s skillset on to Ray. 

“Oh, fuck, you’re good at that!” she commended him.  “There’s just a few steps left, and you’ll be a fucking master.  Next we’re going to add your finger.  Just one.  Your middle finger.  Your fuck off finger.  Keep going with that tongue, but slide that finger up inside me.  Yessss...  like that.  You can go deep like that, in and out, just like you’re doing.  But you don’t have to.  There’s a spot just inside, on the soft wall of my pussy closest to your face, that if you-”  She arched her back, threw her head back against the bed.  “Yup!  You found it.  You wanna keep nailing that.  No - keep the tongue going, too!  If you’re really feeling ambitious, you can slide your other hand up to play with my nipple, too.”

He stretched his left hand up, found her breast, pinched her nipple through the fine mesh of her gown. 

Dan watched on in amazement.  In a matter of minutes, under his wife’s tutelage, Ray was mastering techniques it had taken Dan years to build up.  And she wasn’t finished.  She must have been over the edge with lust, because her next command was one she only issued to Dan rarely.

“The next one,” she said, and had to collect herself to continue.  “The next one, you wanna be careful with.  Make sure the girl wants it before you try it.  But I want it.  So you keep doing everything you’re doing, but you’re gonna add your pinkie now.  Find my asshole with it.”

Surprised, he withdrew his face just an inch and said, “Really?”

“Keep licking!” she commanded, and he resumed straight away.  “Yes, really.  Keep doing everything else you’re doing, but with the hand you’re using on my cunt, you want to extend that little finger, and feel for my asshole.  Oh, fuck, yes, there it is.  Now, sometimes the girl’s gonna want you to stay outside.  Just put pressure there, off and on, while you pulse the other finger in and out.  But if she’s feeling really slutty, she’s gonna ask you to push that little finger into her ass.  Not too far, and not fast at first.  But inside, just a little.  Do it to me, Ray.”

He penetrated her ass to the first knuckle, then, when she didn’t object, pushed further, all the way to the second.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she cried.  “Now!  All at once!  You want to pulse those fingers in and out.  Keep hitting that spot just inside my pussy.  That’s my G-spot, Ray.  Keep hammering it.  Both fingers, in and out of my holes.  Keep playing with my tits, too.  Oh, you’re a fucking maestro!  Now...  Really grind your tongue into my clit.  Full force.  Use your neck muscles!”

The kid was earning his fuck, that’s for sure. 

“That’s it, Ray!” she cried at him.  “Harder!  Faster!  Fuck!  Harder, faster!”

Dan pulled his hand away from his cock again, because he could see his wife was about to go off and he would follow suit when that happened if he didn’t take precautions.  He gripped his chair instead, eye locked to the gap, and watched as his neighbour kid used both hands and his face to bring his wife to orgasm.

“Harder, faster!” she panted, her voice rising in pitch, back starting to arch again.  “Harder, faster!”  Then, suddenly, and unexpectedly, a command she had never issued to Dan:  “Pull your face away!”

Ray did, his right arm still pistoning, left pulling hard at one of her nipples.

“Ooooohhhh, fuuuuuuuuckk!” she shuddered out, and then her body was spasming on the bed and her cunt was jetting again like it had yesterday, another squirt, something Dan had only seen twice before in all their years of marriage, her ejaculate spraying fountain like up over Ray’s shoulder.  The kid turned and watched it fly, still hammering her as her body shook, and she groaned wordlessly now, a second lesser fountain spraying a moment later, then a third, then a trickle.

He asked, “Do girls always do that?”

But she was past being able to answer for the moment, was cumming too hard, then collapsing on the bed, panting.  She reached down with both hands pulled his hands from her, just lay there breathing, eyes shut, while he stared at her body, his face amazed.

When, a minute later, she’d regained some measure of control, she panted out to him, “No, not always.  I only do it rarely.  Only when I cum really hard.”

“I made you cum really hard?” he asked proudly.

“You did,” she told him.  “And now, you’re gonna do it again, but this time with your cock.  You’re a virgin?”

Ray was definitely past the shame of any such admission.  He had made her cum really hard.  He was a champion.  He confessed with a nod.

“That’s good,” she told him.  “I’m on the pill.  You don’t have to worry.  And if you’re a virgin, we don’t need to worry about a condom.”

She sat up, forced herself up onto the bed on all fours, facing the closet.  “I had a dream about you last night,” she told him.  It had actually been a fantasy while she’d been fucking her husband, but dream was easier to sell, because it didn’t necessitate bringing up Dan.  “And in it, you fucked me with that jumbo cock from behind.  I want you to do that now.”

“Okay,” he said simply, and he climbed onto the bed behind her.  Her legs were slightly apart, and she was presenting anatomy he’d never seen from this angle, and he reached out instinctively.

“Leave my asshole alone, Ray!” she barked at him, and Dan had to stifle a laugh.  “We’re done with the ass.  This is all about my cunt and your cock.  Now, I am very well primed.  You’re not gonna wanna jump straight to this stage with the next girl, you’re going to want to take your time, get her ready.  But everything you just did to me with your mouth and hands means I am wet as fuck.  So all you wanna do is slip that cock in, easy at first, but then you can pick up the pace.”

He pried her open, fit his wide cock head inside her, then pressed all the way home.  Her mouth dropped open and her eyes shut as he did it and, concealed in the dark of his closet, Dan knew it was time.  No more need to wait.  He took his dick back in a firmer grip, tried to match the kid’s pace.

“Good, Ray.  In and out, in and out, and I’m good to go, so you just take it at whatever pace you want.  But faster will get me there quicker, and you too probably.”

“Faster’s okay?” he asked.

“Faster’s fucking great.  Grab my hips, and make us both cum, Ray.”

All three of us, Dan thought. 

The kid was thrusting hard at her, her boobs bouncing and swaying beneath her, still in their mesh entrapment, head tilted back, eyes open again, watching the closet, making sure Dan couldn’t be seen, and at the same time wanting some connection with him.   She was panting again, grunting as the kid’s big cock slammed in and out of her.  “Oh god, yes,” she groaned involuntarily.  “That’s it, Ray, Jesus I’m gonna cum on your huge cock!”

“Yeah?” Ray said.  “I’m gonna cum in your cunt, Mrs. Moore!”

That announcement, filthy in how succinctly it summed everything up, was enough for all three of them.  Ray’s cock spasmed inside her, shooting her full of his hot sperm as he barked, “OH, fuck!”  Maggie’s jaw clenched, both knees unlocked, legs shaking behind her as she fell full force to her elbows, cumming as she growled through her teeth, “Jesus!”  And, silent in his closet, Dan’s dick surged, spraying his jism up over the inside of the closet, a single droplet even finding the exposed crack, running visibly there.  He couldn’t do anything about it, though, so he’d just have to hope Ray didn’t see it.

As her orgasm subsided, Maggie lay flat on the bed, Ray’s dick still stuck up inside her.  He laid atop her, his chest pressed to her back.  All three of them were silent for several minutes.  What she finally said, to break the silence was, “Well, kid...  you’re not a virgin anymore.”

He laughed and said, “Nope.  I guess I’m not.”


Chapter Five

Dan was stuck in the closet till the kid vacated the house, so Maggie pretended to get a text from Dan, saying he’d be home earlier than expected.  She explained to Ray that there was no way to be certain how early that meant, and he should probably head home right away.  Ray got dressed and Maggie threw on actual clothes to see him out.  While they were still downstairs, Dan crept out of the closet to stop the recording.

She came back upstairs to find him naked, phone in hand, checking the playback.  She rushed past him to draw the bedroom curtains, ensuring Ray wouldn’t inadvertently see Dan if he went back out into his yard again.  Then she sat on the bed, face flushed, looking for her husband’s reaction.

He said, “The recording looks clean.  Well, not clean, filthy, but, you know, it’s all there.”  He looked up, saw her wide eyes, promised again, “It’s okay, Maggie.”

“I squirted!” she said.  She was smiling, but she was still worried over her husband’s reaction.  “I fucking came so hard I squirted.  You saw that?”

“Sweetie, I saw everything.”

“And you enjoyed it?  Not just the experiment, but the reality?”

He took her by the hand, guided her to the closet, pointed out that she wasn’t the only one who had squirted.  She laughed and said, “Okay, you enjoyed it.  Still.  I owe you a little something.”

They downloaded both videos from Dan’s phone to the computer, so they could keep them forever and not risk the evidence in public.  Neither wanted to look away from the screen as they watched the newest, so they sat side by side on the bed, hands in each other’s laps, pulling another orgasm out of one another.  They watched again later, and, both separately and together, a couple more times the next day.  He asked her more than once if she wanted to have Ray over again, but her only response was, “Maybe not just yet.  And I still owe you.”

She got an audition for Tuesday afternoon.  It wasn’t a leading part - those typically went to Americans, even on Canadian shows.  The running joke was that if you wanted a big part on Canadian television, step one was to move to Los Angeles.  Only it wasn’t really a joke.  Still, the role wasn’t a day player, either, but a recurring twenty something in a new police procedural.  “I won’t get it,” Maggie insisted.  “I’m too old for it.”

But she had always looked young, and the events of the weekend had almost magically stolen still more years from her.  She looked refreshed and happy and, yes, younger, perhaps because she looked refreshed and happy.  Dan told her so, and she tried to wave it off with her usual pessimism, but something had changed.  She was one day shy of thirty five, but she no longer felt it.  When she got home, she reported that the audition had gone well, but who knew?  They tried to gauge off the feedback they got in the room, but both of them had felt they’d aced auditions in the past and still not gotten it, and both had come home depressed after bombing one only to find out the next day that they did book it.  So, neither tried to second guess anymore.

As a bonus, she saw Carrie at the audition, and that always left her in a good mood.

On the day of her birthday, Dan had made reservations at Maggie’s favourite restaurant.  He was driving her to work, and he reminded her of this as they pulled out of the driveway.  Ray and his parents were coming out of their house at the same time, and Maggie waved at them.  They all waved back, though Dan chuckled at the way the kid’s eyes dropped when Dan waved, too.

“If it’s all the same to you,” Maggie told him, as they drove off down the street, “I’d rather stay home tonight.”

“What?  This is my gift to you!” he insisted.  “You don’t want it?”

“Can we reschedule?”

“Sure,” Dan said.  “You just not in the mood?”

“Quite the opposite,” she grinned at him.  “I know you enjoyed this weekend, but circumstances being what they were, I’m willing to bank I enjoyed it more.  I told you, I owe you.  So tonight I thought maybe just you and me, a few pairs of handcuffs, some realized fantasies...?”

“Well, I’m not arguing with that!  Consider dinner rescheduled!”

Dan had two houses to show that day, and the hours crawled by.  He got home before Maggie got off, though, so he had time to drag their box of toys out of the closet, and savour the upcoming evening.  He picked her up from work, asked again about dinner.  “I’m super into this, but it is your birthday.  I feel kind of guilty that I’m the one getting the present.”

“You already gave me a huge gift over the weekend.  And I’m going to enjoy this, too, I think.  Call it another experiment.”

“We’ve done this before,” he reminded her.  “I always love it, so not questioning, but not an experiment exactly.”

“Sure,” she agreed. 

She suggested he shower when they got home and he asked, “Why, do I stink?”

“No,” she laughed.  “But I want tonight to be something special for both of us.  So make yourself look your best.  I’ll do the same.”

It was the first time she’d ever made the request before sex, and he found it odd, but he followed through with her wishes.  He groomed his body hair, shampooed for the second time that day.  It was a hot summer, so a little freshening up wouldn’t hurt, he supposed.  She got in after him, took the time to put on make-up.  She was going all out.

They had a simple dinner, just grilled cheese, but they accompanied it with wine, so he was feeling relaxed by the time the meal was done.  They both brushed their teeth then she told him to head upstairs and strip and wait for her.  He heard her talking briefly on the phone while he was removing his clothes - maybe her agent?  Maybe work?  It was too brief and perfunctory to be family.  Then she came up to meet him, ordered him to lay on the bed, spread eagled.  They didn’t have a bed frame, so there was technically nothing to cuff him too.  He still liked the cuffs for effect, so they had come up with a work around a couple years back.  Cuffs on the wrists and ankles, nylons tying each of those cuffs to the legs of the bed.  They’d tried using the nylons directly once, sans cuffs, and it had worked, though to properly secure him the knots had to be cinched tightly enough that it was less comfortable than the cuffs.  Their workaround was better.

When she had him secured to the bed, penis already starting to rise, she leaned in close with a blindfold, tied it around his eyes.  Yeah, she was giving it her all tonight. 

“Comfortable?” she asked him.

“Yes.”
“Well, you look good.”  She gave his by now erect penis a loving pat, told him, “Just hold that pose.”  She chuckled.  “I’m going to slip into something you’ll like.  And when I get back, we’ll slip you into something you’ll like even more.” 

He grinned, listened as she went to her chest of drawers, opened the top one that contained all her lingerie.  He heard her gathering her selection and walking out of the room.  He thought he heard her head downstairs, too, but if so, it was only momentary.  She was back in the room less than two minutes later, ready to play.

“Well, well, well,” came her voice from their bedroom doorway.  “Look what I’ve found.  All trussed up and helpless.  My, what a lovely cock you have.” 

He felt her weight settling onto the bed between his legs, her hair tickle along his shin, his thigh, his midriff, as her face slid up along his body.  He could smell her perfume, both her favourite and his.  Her lips grazed his chin.  Then her hands were sliding where her hair had ventured, up over his legs, avoiding his penis deliberately - she always like to tease him when she had him helpless.  She leaned in close to kiss him on the mouth, a forceful ardent thing.  Then she whispered, “Thank you for this weekend.  I hope this brings you one tenth the pleasure you brought me.”

“You don’t-” he began, but she put a finger to his lips, commanding silence.  Her weight shifted off the bed, and he heard her step back to the foot.  Then her weight was back, her hands roaming his body again, massaging him, exploring him.  He could feel the tremor of her excitement in her fingertips.  She kissed his legs, his stomach, coming ever closer to the part of him that yearned for contact.  It was her fingers that went there first, wending with his short cropped pubic hair, tickling over his balls, and at last enwrapping and stroking the shaft of his penis.  She gripped him firmly and stood him straight so she could kiss his engorged head, a maneuver she’d never used before.  Then she released the hand and engulfed his cock with her warm mouth, and he knew only pleasure.  Her tongue slipped and slid along his shaft before she released him, licking several times at his balls.  Again, an action she’d never specifically taken before, though he liked it.  She must have seen his smile, because after a moment she leaned in close, her mouth next to his ear, and whispered, “Did you like that?”

“Yes,” he assured her.

“How much?”

“I loved it.”

“Do you want more?”

“Oh God, yes.”

“Good.  That’s what I wanted to hear.  I’m going to consider this a birthday present to both of us.”  She kissed him again, fervently, then turned his head to the side so she could get at the rear ties of his blindfold.  When she pulled it off he was looking into the adoring eyes of his wife, her head canted at a weird angle, most of her weight still down on her knees between his legs.  “I love you,” she told him, and smiled. 

“I love you, too.”

She was still smiling at him when he felt that glorious mouth return to his penis, and he gasped, turning his gaze sharply downward, realizing suddenly that they were not alone.  Blonde hair bobbed at his hip level, and when she craned her head back to smile at him, he realized it was Carrie.  Carrie kneeling between his legs, a thread of saliva still connecting her mouth to his penis. 

“What the fuck?” Dan gasped.  It wasn’t a horrified gasp, more just bewildered and surprised.

Carrie kept her blue eyes on his, a hint of a smile playing at her lips as she ran her tongue up the length of his dick.  Dan swivelled his gaze back to Maggie.  She was kneeling on the floor beside the bed, dressed only in a black set of garters and stockings.  She was smiling too.

“Surprise,” she told him.

Carrie sat back on her haunches.  The overhead light was still on and her hair glowed angelically beneath it.  Complimenting that image, she was wearing white, but was otherwise dressed as his wife.  White garters, white stockings.  Her blonde pussy was fully open to his gaze, her small tits exposed and pointing straight at him. 

“Maggie’s described your penis before,” she told him, grinning.  His cock was still wet from her mouth as she took him in hand again.  “And I must say she was right.  It’s the perfect size.  I like it.”  She gave him a few playful tugs.

Dan couldn’t find his voice.

Maggie laughed and said, “He’s finally at a loss for words!”

Carrie replied, “So let’s give him something else to do with that mouth.  Dan, Maggs says I get to fuck you.  And I’m really looking forward to that.  And I know your whole tongue thing requires the use of your hands, and you don’t have those right now, but I’m gonna come up there, and I want you to make do with what you do have access to.  Just your lips.  Just your tongue.  Show me what Maggs has been talking about all these years.”

She shuffled forward, one knee at a time, legs spread over his torso.  She was careful as she reached his shoulders, allowing Maggie to take some of her weight so she didn’t hurt him.  She stopped with her pussy directly over his face, looking down past her tiny tits at him.  “Don’t make me cum,” she ordered him.  “You stop when I tell you to stop.  The first time I cum, it’s going to be with Dan Moore’s cock up inside me.  Like I’ve thought about a thousand times.”

She lowered herself onto his face, and he opened his mouth to taste her.  She was different from his wife, sharper and sweeter in taste.  And it wasn’t just her tits that were smaller.  He hadn’t been with anyone but Maggie in a long while, and he was experiencing the same thing she had with Ray, the simple wonder of the fact of difference.  Her vagina was smaller than Maggie’s, her clit, too, just a fraction the size of that of his wife’s.  But she groaned just the same when his tongue found it.  Looking past the wisps of pubic hair in front of his eyes, he could see she was leaning against the wall over his head, staring down at him, revelling in the realization of a long-term fantasy of her own.  She gasped after just a few seconds, lifted her cunt out of his tongue’s reach to catch her breath, and he turned his head to the side.

Maggie was now sitting in the room’s only arm chair, one leg thrown over each arm.  The fingers of her right hand were down at her pussy, massaging her clit in a clockwise circle, her eyes down to lusty slits as she watched her best friend hovering naked over her husband’s face.

“Are you going to join us?” he asked her, and she shook her head slowly, that playing hand never ceasing. 

“No.  I’m going to watch.  I’m going to play out my own experiment.”

“Eyes front, lover,” Carrie commanded, and he turned his head straight again, watching as she descended onto his lips. 

He unconsciously strained at the handcuffs, wanting to touch her, but she was right, he had only his mouth, so he encircled her clit in his lips, applied a little suction and then flicked at it with the tip of his tongue.

It didn’t take long before she heaved herself out of reach again, juddering out, “Oh, fuck me, you’re good at that.  Gimme a sec.”  She allowed the threat of her orgasm to subside, said, “One more time for good luck,” and dropped her cunt onto his tongue again.  But she lasted even less time this round.

“Told you he was good,” Maggie chuckled.

“Yeah, I need a minute,” Carrie said.  She swung her legs off him, crawled down the bed, laid her head on his hip.  She took his dick in hand again, raised it up, eyes travelling its length, down again.  Like she was memorizing him.  She squeezed him, slowly stroked him, propped herself on one elbow to watch the way his balls moved with each tug.  She pulled him upright, kissed his head again, a trademark Carrie move apparently.

Dan checked over to his wife again, ensuring she wasn’t having second thoughts, but she was clearly enjoying what she was seeing.  At one point she even got up and went to their toy box, pulling out a long, flesh covered dildo.  She brought it back to her seat, cast her legs over the arms again with a practiced ease, and sank that rubber cock full depth up in her.  She grinned at Dan, said to Carrie, “I need to cum.  You gonna fuck him, or what?”

“Yeah,” Carrie sighed.  “Just savouring the moment.”  She gave his dick another kiss, then got back to her knees, threw her legs over him.

“This counts as my birthday present to you too, you know,” Maggie told her, and she smiled.

“It’s the best present I ever got.”

She took his dick back in hand, stood it straight once more, shuffling her body to ensure her opening was directly above him.  Maggie couldn’t resist a closer look, slithered off her chair to the side of the bed, one hand holding her dildo in place.  Her mouth dropped open in delight as she watched her friend sink onto her husband’s cock.

Dan’s eyes rolled back at the wondrous and unfamiliar sensation of her tight cunt swallowing him.  Both girls saw the reaction.  Both smiled.

“How does it feel to have your dick inside another woman?” Maggie asked him.

He tried to answer, could only nod.  She laughed, and Carrie said, “Feels good on this end, too.”

Carrie began her slow ride of him, and Maggie leaned in close, watching his dick disappear and reappear.  She was unconsciously matching the motion, dildo in and out in synch with her friend.  When Dan groaned she grinned and threw Carrie a glance.

“He’s earned this,” Maggie told her.  “You make him cum hard.”

“I think,” Carrie began, her breath coming quick, her hips already accelerating, “that he’s gonna make me cum first.  But I’ll get him there one way or the other.”

But Dan wasn’t going to last long, either.  He would never have initiated something like this, but Carrie had occupied more than a few of his fantasies.  This was his first time inside her, but he’d been there before in his mind, sometimes even while riding his wife.  And with the epic visual of her compact body writhing and pulsing atop him, her tiny pointed tits, her pussy almost as tight as his own grip when he masturbated, with all of that plus the visual of his wife on the floor at the bedside, fucking herself with her toy without a hint of self-consciousness, and the added fact that he was tied to the bed, couldn’t have stopped these women if he’d wanted to...  he was deliberately holding back, hoping not to cum before Carrie could get hers.

Her pace was picking up, and Maggie was slamming her dildo in and out of herself now, right hand back at her clit, flicking it the way she had while the neighbour boy had watched her. 

Dan could smell the co-mingled scent of their pussies, similar but identifiably different.  He started unconsciously meeting Carrie’s thrusts, so she was no longer just grinding into him, but slamming down on his pubis and bouncing back from the force of their contact.  She started to gasp, and the sound of it, the way her face was screwing up, her mouth forming an almost pouty circle drove Dan to the edge even faster.

But she did, as forecasted, beat him to the punch.  She stammered out, “Oh, fuck, Dan, I’m gonna cum.  Ooooh, I’m gonna cum!”  Then her cunt was clenching around his dick, like a slick and eager hand, and that sensation, different from anything he’d felt with Maggie, drew his orgasm out of him.  His wrists seized at his constraints, neck muscles visibly standing out as his eyes clenched shut, and he growled, head straining forward.  That sight finished Maggie off and her eyes shot to the ceiling, her body trembling in place as she came around the rubber penis inside her. 

Carrie laid her body atop Dan’s when she had finished, head laid on the pillow beside his.  She kissed his ear and Dan realized she had donned his wife’s perfume, to keep the initial ruse going for as long as possible.

“How was that?” Maggie asked after all three of them had caught their breath.

“Can we go again?” Carrie laughed.

Dan smiled, said, “Maybe after you get me out of these cuffs.”

But Maggie said, “No, no.  I know how much you like them.  You’re not going anywhere just yet, Mister Moore.  You’re our toy tonight.  So yes, Carrie, you can go again.  But I’m next.”

The two girls took their time with him, teasing, kissing, till his erection returned.  Then Maggie climbed aboard and fucked him while Carrie took her turn in the arm chair, watching and masturbating.

After her second climax of the evening, Maggie said, “Happy birthday to me!”


Epilogue

Their dinner reservations ended up being used for an evening of celebration.  Maggie booked the part on the cop show - three days in the current episode, with the promise of two more episodes to follow.  All in all, it was likely to form her biggest payday to date, and she’d be earning it playing a twenty six year old girl.  Combined with the events of the previous week, she wasn’t feeling too terrible about turning thirty five anymore.

Maggie slept with Ray again just twice more after that, once with her husband hiding and watching, once when he was at work, though she had his blessing.  Why not?  They were both enjoying Carrie’s company on an occasional basis, though neither of them had discussed opening their marriage further.  After that, Ray left home for college, and wouldn’t be back till the following summer.

Dan started joining his wife for her morning runs, and accompanying her on occasion to the gym.  His own acting career was still going strong, but seeing his wife’s hard work pay off had inspired him.  He couldn’t always keep up, though.  She did have a head start on the exercise and five years of youth on him.

When his birthday approached, Maggie hinted that maybe he needed a little rejuvenation the way she had...  maybe they could find someone in her early twenties?  But Dan declined.

“I’ve got a side chick,” he said, “courtesy of my wife.  And the thirty five year old I married is apparently only twenty six.”

She laughed at that.

“Seriously,” he said.  “I don’t want anyone else.  Do you?”

Maggie considered it, shook her head.  “I mean, I guess I’ve got a side chick, too.  And I can’t think of anything better than growing old with my smoking hot husband and my best friend.”

“What about Ray?” Dan asked.  “You know there is such thing as summer vacation, even for college kids.”

“True,” Maggie acknowledged.  “Lucky my birthday falls in the summer.”

“Happy birthday to you,” Dan said.

“Happy birthday to me,” she agreed.


Reviews are really important to independent authors and they help get the right story to the right reader.  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a rating or review for it!  It would mean a lot to me :)

You can do so by directly clicking whichever of the following links applies to you:

In the US:  http://www.amazon.com/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In the Canada:  http://www.amazon.ca/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In the UK:  http://www.amazon.co.uk/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In Australia: http://www.amazon.au/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In India: http://www.amazon.in/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In Germany: http://www.amazon.de/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In France: http://www.amazon.fr/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In Spain: http://www.amazon.es/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In Italy: http://www.amazon.it/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In the Netherlands: http://www.amazon.nl/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In Japan: http://www.amazon.jp/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In Brazil: http://www.amazon.br/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9

In Mexico: http://www.amazon.mx/review/create-review?&asin=B08LVMXBD9
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Hotwife at Club Mirage

We just moved to a new city and discovered that our apartment overlooks the rooftop pool of a sex club. Watching those people from our window is hot enough, but now my husband wants me to go down and join them. I would refuse, but since the accident, he's been paralyzed from the waist down, and I really could use some attention. But the stuff that goes on there is so wild... and so addictive... from a sex swing in the bar, to a fetish dungeon, to personal classes in how to do anything and everything in the bedroom... I'm going to agree to this. I can't say no. But will our marriage ever be the same?

Stripper Wife

After my husband cheated on me I never dreamed I'd end up becoming a stripper behind his back. But what can I say? I love getting naked for a room full of men, love even more what they let me do to them in the back room. And with my eighteen year old mentor, Desani, at my side? I can do anything I want!

Wife's Private Glory Hole

My husband and I are in a sexless marriage, so when we started up a book store adjoined to a neighboring porn shop, and I accidentally knocked myself a peep hole through to one of their private viewing booths, I knew I had to keep this a secret from him. Through this hole I can see men doing all sorts of nasty things... but watching isn't going to be enough for long. I need a bigger hole. Something that will let me touch those men and more... But how long can I keep this a secret from my husband? And will this be the destruction of our marriage... or its salvation?

Watchful Wives

Since learning that my best friend, Carol, has a private video of her hot husband pleasuring himself, I have been perpetually horny. Pete was my number one crush growing up, and while I’m happily married to Bill, he still occupies my fantasies. Now Carol’s offering me a deal: she’ll share the video with me... if I make one of Bill and share it with her. What’s more, our friends are in on it now too, with the same ruleset. That’s four women all conspiring to film our husbands intimately and share those videos without their knowledge. The thought of seeing those other men I know so well is unbearably sexy. But can I do this to my husband? And what if any of them ever find out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden, voyeuristic desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.

Summer Games

Kyle and I are the senior counsellors at our summer camp, so when the camp director has to leave for a few days, he leaves us in charge of training the new counsellors. Bad move. We run through the games he wanted us to, but with a twist: the winner of any game can make anyone on the other team do whatever he or she wants. I mean, we're just seven horny teens and one twenty year old... what could possibly go wrong with this plan?

Jack's Punishment Part 1: Jack in the Box

Jack Nelson is a senior at the co-ed private school of Ridgeview Academy. He's a brazen flirt, but when he propositions Ms. Wells, the pretty new teaching assistant, in front of the whole class, has he gone too far? Maybe so, because he soon finds himself coerced into serving as sexual education tool for his female classmates. He's promised that every effort will be made to protect his identity. But as angry as she is, can he really trust Ms. Wells?

Initiating Charlie

Charlie's been described to me as gorgeous by every female friend I've ever had. It's been hard for me to see it, of course, because we've been raised practically as family.

At eighteen, both of us have headed off to the same university - a perfect chance to reinvent ourselves. I'm even joining a sorority, although the final initiation is supposed to be wild. Turns out, he's joined a fraternity, too. In fact, our organizations are paired. As are their final initiations...

Initiating Charlie is a taboo erotica novel about what happens when a young woman is given power over a young man, and a consequence free opportunity... to do whatever she wants.
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