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Chapter 1

The master bedroom was upstairs and consumed about a quarter of the second story. Ridiculous. Way too big for my wife and me. The balcony alone was bigger than our current apartment bedroom. My mother’s brother, my favorite childless uncle, had bequeathed his hillside mansion, the surrounding grounds, and all club memberships, to me. The place was absurdly opulent. Grandiose. I knew Uncle Stanley was rich but I had no idea he had been this rich. In my youth, I spent more time with him than my piece-of-shit father, but there was much about the man I did not know.

“Oh my God!” I heard my wife, Elsa, cry out from downstairs. “The kitchen is huge! The island is bigger than a dining table!”

The fading sound of heels on marble told me she moved deeper into the house. I opened the French doors to step onto the balcony. Beyond the backyard was the ninth hole of Cypress Point country club, one of the most exclusive golf courses in the world. Too bad I don’t golf. Tall eucalyptus trees and emerald swards separated the mansions from each other. My closest neighbor had a full-scale grotto and swimming pool half encircled by lush jungle. A dozen life-sized marble statues stood in silent contemplation. About twenty lounge chairs and a handful of cabanas told me my neighbors had a propensity for social engagement. Perhaps Elly and I would become friends with them.

We were in way over our heads. A few new friends would be nice but neither Elsa nor myself knew how to live at this level. We had no idea how to exist in an affluent world like this. We are from poor white trash stock, big families with no money. Neither of us went to college. We were out of our depth and afraid we’d make fools of ourselves. Uncle Stanley knew that about us and so he paid for everything. Everything. Fees and taxes and memberships, all paid for years. Elsa and I had considered just selling the place and banking the money until we came here and walked the home. We knew in an instant we’d be staying.

“David, the bathtub is gigantic!” I heard Elsa faintly cry.

I smiled. I moved to the parapet and looked down. The hillside was steep and my view, fantastic. Beyond the trees and the golf course and the rolling hills was the deep blue Pacific Ocean. Uncle Stanley and I spent a lot of time out there, sailing his schooner, Snoopy, until we left land far behind. He’d send a car and mother would bundle me up and off I’d go. The open ocean was the only time I ever saw him relaxed and happy. Snoopy presently sat at a marina awaiting my decision regarding her, too.

I let my gaze drift over the scene. This would be our panorama until we were old and gray. Elsa and I had a fortune dumped in our laps but, if I’m honest, I’d rather have Uncle Stanley back. He was my true father. Money can’t compare.

I rested my elbows along the railing, feeling suddenly sad.

“The tile floors in the bathrooms are heated!” Elly shrieked.

I smiled. My wife probably did not share my preferences. Heated tile floors are hard to beat.

Across the broad expanse of grasses and trees, at what would be considered my closest neighbor, I saw twin sliding glass doors part and a man emerge. He spoke on the phone and while he was too far away to hear, his body language told me he was upset. He wore a white, knee-length robe and waved his arms in agitation. The breeze blew his shoulder-length blond hair. He paced the deck while he fought, making points and gesturing forcefully. The wind played with his robe, swirling the ties like kites, loosening their grip until a gust of wind blew his robe open.

I saw he was tall and skinny and tanned, and his long penis swung around like a white snake. I quickly turned away. I would hate for him to see his new neighbor staring. Curiosity brought me back. I casually turned my head as if I had no idea he was there. My discretion was unnecessary. He seemed not to care at all. I suppose he had no reason. His mansion was surrounded by trees and hills, except in the back, which meant I might be the only person able to see him. He had no idea I was on my balcony so he felt secluded.

I watched him maneuver a lounge chair until it faced the sun. He continued his rant, pulling earbuds from the pocket of his robe and switching over. He shrugged the robe to the ground, eased his feet from slippers, and seated himself on the edge of his chair. His penis hung many inches over, pointed at the beautiful stained concrete. The automatic sliding doors opened again and a nude woman, petite, with long black hair and large breasts, emerged from the house.

She was even less concerned about her nudity than he. She pulled a chair for herself next to the man and dropped to lie in the sun. I was embarrassed for her but she seemed perfectly at ease.

The man finished his call and removed his earbuds, setting them on the table.

The couple spoke briefly and then he reclined as well, relaxing and soaking up the delicious California sunshine.

The sliding doors opened again and a muscular naked man emerged carrying a tray of drinks. He moved like a butler, bowing stiffly and acting proper. He served two tall glasses and then waited for further instruction. The couple, who I presumed were husband and wife, ignored him, conversing casually like none of them were nude. Interesting neighbors.

After a time, the husband stood and walked to the grotto’s edge. He continued to speak with his wife, but now I saw his body in motion. He moved like an athlete, albeit a wiry one, and I wondered if he was in his youth. Walking produced another effect as his cock swung between his legs like a hefty pendulum. How big was he that I could notice his size from this distance? About eight inches?

Probably. His shaft rested on his large ball sack. I shook my head. Scrutinizing a man’s penis was a strange use of my time. Our neighbors skinny-dipped. So what?

I turned my attention to the far end of the balcony. Uncle Stanley had a large telescope affixed there, complete with a motor to turn in time with the earth’s rotation. I knew I’d be spending some long night out here scanning the planets.

There was an apparatus attached that allowed for various cameras. I’d seen my uncle’s astronomy photos. They were award-winning. A ten-foot by ten-foot picture of Saturn adorned the den wall right now.

On a whim, I unlocked the gears and swung the telescope at my neighbors. The husband stood with his feet in the water, swinging his arms like he warmed up for a swim. His wife now sat upright, placing her empty glass on the butler’s tray.

She patted the man’s penis like a dog’s head and then reclined again.

That’s a sexual harassment charge waiting to happen, I thought. 

“There’s a motorized dumbwaiter to the wine cellar!” Elsa exclaimed from somewhere in the house.

It was time I returned to my wife. I locked the telescope and closed the French doors behind me. I found her in the library, marveling at a large book of Stanley’s photos.

“Have you seen these?” she asked.

“Many times.”

“He was an incredible talent. He had an artist’s eye.”

“He did, and a saint’s heart.”

She stopped turning pages and came to hug me.

“You miss him.”

“I do. He was the best man I knew. My father was useless but Stan stepped up and saved me. Now I learn he’s giving us all this? I was lucky to know him.”

“Like I’m lucky to know you.”

We hugged in my uncle’s library and I wondered how long it would take before the place felt like ours. How many days would pass until I felt like I was standing in my library? I may never feel that way. I may never want to feel that way.

“Should we go meet the neighbors on either side?” Elly asked.

I squeezed harder.

“Maybe later. Maybe tomorrow? I don’t know how rich people do it. Are we supposed to wait until we happen to run into them at some community event?”

I considered telling Elsa what I’d seen of our nudists neighbors to the west, but decided against it. I’d invaded their privacy by watching them in the security of their own backyard, over the high wall and through a telescope. Better to bury what I knew and act surprised when we did formally meet.

“Tomorrow works for me,” my wife said. “I say we keep almost all of Stanley’s furniture. He had exquisite taste. We can bring a few of our things to make this place feel homey but I’m happy tossing out almost everything we currently own.

Let’s give it away. It’s all cheap stuff.”

“I agree.”

“Let’s go see the master bedroom.”

“I already did.”

“But not with me, did you? No.”

She took my hand and tugged me back upstairs. I hoped our neighbors were

finished tanning or at least clothed, but when my wife and I stepped out onto the balcony after surveying the bedroom, I saw they still sunbathed. I did not draw Elly’s attention to them and she did not notice. I felt a little dishonest, like I was keeping something mildly important from her, but dishonesty lost out to the guilt I felt about intruding on them in the first place. In time, Elsa would spy them sunbathing nude on her own. I didn’t need to gossip about it. We enjoyed the Pacific view together and then she announced she was hungry.

“No groceries in the kitchen,” I said. “Do we visit a restaurant or have something delivered?”

“Delivered. No way am I ready to go out and face the public around here looking like this. I’ll need to do hair and makeup every time I leave the house. I’m sure the wives around here are fabulous.”

“I’m sure they’re not as pretty as you.”

“Shut it, David. I’m fine with my looks. I know I’m not gorgeous but I’m smart and I have a big heart. I’ll take those over looks every time.”

“Me too.”

“So you’re saying I’m ugly?”

I froze. Elsa laughed.

“I’m cute,” she said. “That’s fine. I know these women will have had all the surgeries needed to be stunning. Either that or they were born that way and snagged a rich husband because of it. Let’s find a pizza place and have one delivered.”

I pulled out my phone. In minutes I had placed an order for a medium pepperoni.

I gave them our address and disconnected. I stared at my phone.

“What’s wrong?” Elly asked.

“Nothing. That’s just the first time I’ve given this address as ours.”

“Big moment.”

“Big moment,” I agreed. “I hope the pizza is good.”

“I’m sure it will be outstanding. These people probably have high standards about everything. I suspect we’re living in the land of Karens now. If rich people don’t get exactly what they want, they cause a scene.”


Chapter 2

Elsa, thank God, is a sound sleeper.

I am not.

The faint sounds of classical music drifted in through the French doors and I stirred, rising from our huge new bed to wander to the balcony. The time was well past one in the morning. Our neighbors to the west were entertaining guests.

I saw people waking about the patio or floating in the grotto but the dark made details impossible. I had the idea to use the telescope again, feeling like a pervert, and unlocked the gears to swing it around.

The sight left me stunned.

Everyone was nude. A dozen or more people wandered about as if nothing was unusual. I saw bodies of every type. Husband, with his long hanging shank, spoke to a small circle of naked men and women. My view landed on one of the statues I’d noticed earlier and I realized they were fully nude and anatomically correct. More than correct. Both male and female sculptures had exaggerated physical features. The female’s breasts were large and buttocks round, the males had substantial penises hanging. I’d missed those details before.

I moved the telescope around and soon discovered people having sex. A man sat along the edge of a jacuzzi while a woman bobbed her mouth leisurely on his erection. Another woman pointed her toes at the stars while a muscular black man repeatedly drove his penis deep. Her hands clawed at his broad back.

Another woman stood with legs spread, sipping from a tall glass, while two men, kneeling, one in front and one from behind, ate her pussy and ass. I watched for several minutes before I realized that woman was the wife of the house. I swung the view around to the husband again. He watched his wife receive that oral attention and did nothing, continuing his casual conversation with others.

Our neighbors were more than nudists. Our neighbors were swingers.

I moved the telescope around the gathering, watching, playing the voyeur.

People paired for a time, enjoying some pleasure before moving on. A woman knelt before the husband and lifted his cock to her mouth, blowing him while he entertained guests. He grew erect and I zoomed the lens. His penis was long and thick, capped with a large head. She tried to induce orgasm but he eventually pushed her away. Everybody chuckled. Ha ha Karen, you little minx. The men eating his wife brought her to climax and then drifted off in pursuit of new adventures. The muscular black man finished with his lover and was walking near the wife when she hooked his arm and spun him around. She bent at the waist to suck his still erect penis and then turned away from him, offering her pussy from behind. My heart hammered in my chest when he held her hips and sank his large black cock into her. The husband left his group to come stand and watch from only a few feet away. How could he stand the sight? To watch another man fuck Elsa would break me. I’d be crushed beyond repair.

I kept my eyes glued to that action though because the wife was a hot petite babe and this was live interracial porn. A small part of me worried Elsa would wake and I’d get caught but a louder part of me told that part to shut up.

The black man owned that woman. From the moment he first pushed his large dark cock into her, she was his to use. He held her hips in both hands and rocked his length deep. I could not see minute detail but my imagination supplied all I needed. Her small frame obscured by his massive one fired my lust. He’d been erect after the first woman, saving his climax for later. He’d walked away from her with a curved spear seeking his next target. His cock was thick and hefty and I wondered how that diminutive woman took all those inches. I watched her and soon learned. She writhed on the end of his meat, rising often to tippy-toes as he plowed her from behind. She reached for her husband and hugged his hips, her face conspicuously held away from his penis, like she wanted her man to know she wasn’t interested in his dick right then. She kept an ear pressed to his hip and held on for dear life, bent over and vulnerable. The big black man started slow but built speed and passion until he fucked the wife like a true stud. I occasionally caught her cries of pleasure drifting to me on the capricious wind.

I heard her cry of orgasm.

My eye was riveted to the lens when her body clenched and her head snapped back. Her jaw went slack and an eerie wailing floated across the open grasses.

She held her husband tightly as this dark stud pounded her hole, turning her to jelly. I gawked in utter amazement. How did the husband not fall over dead?

How did he not start a fight with his wife’s lover, despite the obvious outcome?

No, he did none of those things. Instead, he tilted his beloved wife’s chin up and kissed her, kissed her as she climaxed impaled on another man’s cock, kissed her as she howled with pleasure. It was unfathomable.

The worst was yet to come.

I expected the black man to move on to the next woman like he had after the first, but he did not. He spoke to the wife, ignoring the husband, and slowed his long-strokes after she enthusiastically nodded yes. I soon learned what she’d agreed to as he shifted his hands to her shoulders and began a deep and rhythmic pumping of her pussy. He’d sink every inch and hold himself there for a heartbeat before withdrawing and sinking again. I realized he sought a climax of his own and I was right. He held this steady pace until his head tilted back and he gazed at the stars overhead. After several strokes, he pushed all the way in and bellowed like a bull in the ring. He was ejaculating inside the wife, inseminating this married woman right in the face of her husband. If the husband’s acceptance of her penetration had been unfathomable to me, his acceptance of her fertilization blew my mind.

“No way,” I muttered, alone and in the dark.

It was inconceivable. I simply could not give it a place in my view of the world’s order. What man would do such a thing? The big black man thrust and held and thrust and held, over and over as he pumped hot sperm into the woman. I was dumbfounded. Stunned. I returned to myself enough to swivel the telescope around the grotto. I wondered about the reaction from the crowd. I was stunned again to see sex happening all over the patio. The mating of the wife had triggered an avalanche of lust, tremors running through the crowd as excitement grew and needed release. People fucked and sucked everywhere. The only person not engaged with at least one partner was the pathetic husband. He merely provided a backstop for his wife to accept that throbbing black cock.

I glanced through the French doors to make sure Elsa remained asleep and then swung the telescope to the wife again. She was on her knees cleaning that big black cock with lips and tongue. Her husband held her hair. The black guy watched her do it, smiling at her submission. She finished, kissed the head, and then stood, turning, to plant a deep and passionate kiss on her husband’s lips.

They made out to what I could only imagine was semen-flavored kissing. I couldn’t imagine the intensity of what they felt. The wife lifted the husband’s penis and slowly stroked him. He grew but she had no plans to satisfy him. She worked him until he was about half-erect and then she left him there, wandering off to join a threesome of one woman and two men.

I had seen enough. I spun the telescope out to sea and locked the gear mechanism. Unbelievable. My mind tumbled down a well. I got the sneaking suspicion there was a world I knew nothing about, a world with sexual rules far different than what I knew. How many in our community knew of the scandalous neighbors to the west? How many at that party would I meet later, drinking sparkling water at some clubhouse event? I sent my eyes around the resort.

Surely some in attendance lived in homes nearby. My naiveté embarrassed me. I felt like a kid amongst adults, like they all understood a deeper truth while I still operated by the rules I’d learned in high school. I resolved that if the moment ever arrived where I was confronted with the knowledge of what went on, I’d act wise to it, experienced. I refused to embarrass myself further by being the only child in the room.

I rubbed my crotch. I’d leaked precum onto my flannel pajamas. I’d never awakened Elsa for sex and I was not about to do that now, but I was horny. The emotional complications were too much to think about but no way could I watch raw sex that hot and not get aroused. I eased my penis through the button fly and began to stroke. I fixed my eyes on that exotic place across the field, that place where orgies happen. I left the telescope alone but closed my eyes and remembered. I pictured the hot little wife stuffed with dark meat. Her lust was real. I could almost smell her arousal from here. I jerked off remembering all I’d seen and quickly found myself hard and pulsating. I jerked faster, eager to cum.

I’d seen so much. My balls tightened. I pictured that black cock in the loving wife’s mouth and an orgasm seized me. I spurt hot semen against the stucco parapet. I remembered her howl of pleasure and shot again and again. I smothered any sound, clenching my jaw and biting my lips, as I poured a bucket of semen onto the concrete. My legs turned weak. I caught myself against the wall.

I finished and tucked my dick inside. My load would be gone by morning, evaporated, all evidence vanished. I cautiously reentered our bedroom and moved to the bed. A too-warm Elsa had pushed the covers down to her waist and her lovely breasts spilled from her tank top. I stared, wondering if I could manage another orgasm so soon. She looked sexy but I decided no, I was done for now. I filed this night away as one in a million and slipped into bed. She stirred, pulling the covers part way up but leaving a nipple exposed. Her breasts are palm-sized but the nipples and areola sit high, pointing upward, like they offer themselves for sucking.

I let her sleep.


Chapter 3

The doorbell to my uncle’s place, now our place, sounded exactly like I imagined the bells at, say, Norte Dame. I don’t know if Norte Dame even has bells, but if it does, they’d sound like my uncle’s door bell. Elsa and I burst out laughing.

“What the hell?” she asked. “Is that necessary?”

“We must change that,” I agreed. “I’ll answer the door.”

“Oh! Wait. Let’s do it together. It’s our first door answer ever.”

I extended my hand and she took it.

“How do I look?” she asked.

I gave her a good look. She wore baggy shorts and an oversized T-shirt, one of my old ones, and no bra. Her hair was piled on her head because we’d spent the day cleaning and moving furniture around. We were both sweaty and dirty and tired.

“Beautiful,” I said.

“You’re just in love. Your opinion can’t be trusted.”

We moved towards the door and she stopped in the huge mirrored wall in the foyer. She released my hand to fix her messy hair.

“I can’t open the door looking like this,” she said, stomping a foot.

“No time to change. They’re at the door. We are in our home. They should expect to get what they get.”

She didn’t like it but she took my hand again. I swung the door wide.

“Hello!” an older couple said. “We’re your neighbors to the west.”

I didn’t recognize them at first but then everything clicked.

Oh, the things I’ve seen you do. 

“Hi,” I said, extending a hand. “I’m David. This is my wife, Elsa.”

“Wonderful to meet you,” the woman said, warmly. “I’m Candice and this is my husband, Howard.”

He wore slacks and an expensive polo shirt. She wore a simple dress, pale blue. I knew the body under that dress and the serpent hiding in those pants, but I revealed nothing. They took my hand for a shake and then a quick hug. Like I said: warmly. We chatted about the house and Uncle Stanley and the community.

They were both in their fifties but already retired, although he said he still worked from home.

“Investing,” he said. “For fun.”

“I teach high school history, among other things,” I said. “Elsa teaches dance.

She has a studio in town.”

“Small business owner,” Candice said. “Backbone of America. I can see you are in great shape.”

“I might be but my business isn’t. I don’t know how much longer my studio will survive. The pandemic hit me hard.”

“I’m sorry to hear it.”

We invited them in. I expected they’d gawk, wondering how we decorated, judging what kind of people we were, but they didn’t. They were genuine and generous and interesting. I guess when you live a sexual life like theirs, you learn to accept people for who they are. They’d clearly accepted themselves.

They’d known Stan well and got choked up over his passing. They shared memories of trips to the lake and parties at the recreation center. The community was tight-knit, they said, with many dear friends.

As we strolled through our new home, I was constantly reminded I’d seen them both naked, naked, and fucking. I’d seen Candice take a big black cock and I knew Howard, as he stood there speaking with Elsa, hid a monster in his pants.

She had no idea the man with whom she was so engaged harbored a large cock only inches away. I felt a strange tension, a kind of stress, like I was worried that big dick was so potent it had the power to impregnate through clothing. I sensed danger. Absurd and irrational, I know, but I was anxious anyway. I kept a close eye on them and my anxiety grew when Candice took my arm and led me to the library while Howard asked Elsa to show him the master bedroom.

“I know Stan hung some of his astronomy photographs in there,” Howard said.

“Right?”

“He did,” Elsa answered. “We’ve left them there for now. I’m not sure they’re the right motif for a bedroom, though.”

“Show me,” Howard said.

I watched my wife walk away with the charming older gentleman hung like a horse. My mouth went dry. What could happen? Nothing. But that did not matter. Merely seeing her that close to the man tormented me.

Candice led me away. She asked a ton of questions: our plans for the house, any plans for children, any plans to join the golf club. I answered or deflected as well as I could, worried about Elsa and Howard, always, in the back of my mind. I tried to circle around to my wife but Candice was masterful, diverting me like a professional. We toured the place together and never once crossed paths with Howard and Elsa.

At last Candice and I returned to the foyer. Although she’d been charming and pleasant the entire time, I felt like I’d been interviewed by the CIA. We waited for her husband and my wife but they did not show. Candice withdrew her phone and sent her husband a text message. Soon we heard voices approaching. Elsa had rosy cheeks but was that from rushing back or something Howard had said?

I filed it away to ask later. For now, we all engaged in conversation again before wrapping up.

“We hope to see you Saturday?” Howard said.

I looked confused.

“What’s Saturday?” I asked.

“Howie and Candy have invited us to a party at their home,” Elsa said. “I agreed we’d attend.”

My stomach flipped. What kind of party, I wondered? Elly had no idea what she may have just agreed to. I should tell her what I knew about our neighbors but then I’d be forced to admit my embarrassing voyeurism. I’d spied on our new friends with a telescope, in the privacy of their own backyard. I was the pervert, not them.

“That sounds delightful,” I said. “How should we dress?”

“Casual,” Howard offered. “It’s a small affair. Just a few close friends.”

“Sounds great. See you then.”

We hugged goodbye and closed the door. Elsa melted into my arms.

“They’re so nice!” she said.

“So far.”

“They make an odd couple. Candice is beautiful but Howard is not a good-looking man.”

“He’s not?”

“Not at all. He is incredibly attractive though.”

“Wait. You just said he’s ugly.”

“Nice paraphrase, David. I said he’s not good-looking. Women are different. We use different criteria in choosing a partner. A man doesn’t need to be handsome to be desirable.”

“Desirable? Partner? What are you saying? You want to fuck him?”

Her shocked expression told me I’d gone too far.

“Where the fuck did you get that?” she asked, clearly irritated.

“You’re the one who said something about choosing a partner.”

“No, I said something about the way women make choices. I said nothing about a specific choice.”

“Sorry.”

“Howard is charming. He’s intelligent, witty, kind, and considerate. He’s intriguing, like he hides a secret from you and knows you’d want to hear it. Or maybe it’s more like he already knows all your secrets. I don’t know. Whatever it is, his confidence is off the charts but he’s not at all cocky. He’s self-assured without arrogance. Super attractive. Also, he had only sweet things to say about Uncle Stanley. I guess they were great friends. They’re thrilled the house stayed in the family.”

“Did anything happen while you gave him a tour?”

I regretted my words the moment I spoke them. Elsa studied my face.

“Tell me how a fifty-something year old man is making you jealous?” she said.

“I need to know. In all our years of marriage you’ve never been jealous even once. Now some old man gets you there?”

“He’s not that old.”

“David.”

I took a deep breath. Do I tell her what I knew about the man? What I knew about them as a couple? No.

“I’m sorry, Elly.”

“It’s kind of sweet, actually. I don’t want you to kill and boil my rabbit but seeing a little jealousy from you makes me feel good.”

“Feels pretty shitty for me.”

“I’m sorry, Baby. You’re right. Jealousy feels awful. I’m glad you asked about dress code for Saturday night. I would have worn the wrong thing trying to impress them.”


Chapter 4

Elsa, frustrated, waved her phone in my face.

“You do it!” she cried. “I hate technology.”

“Honey, it’s simple. You can’t hide from your phone your whole life.”

She tossed her phone on my desk.

“If you don’t do it I’ll pay some guy at the phone store to do it.”

I sighed.

“All right,” I said. “Let me take a look. How long have you had this thing? It’s ancient.”

“Since high school.”

My jaw dropped.

“Seriously?”

“I don’t have money, okay? I didn’t have money then and I don’t have money now. I take care of things and they last.”

I clicked on the text message she’d received from the phone’s manufacturer, warning of the need to update.

“I’ll try to do the download your phone says is required, but it might be time for a new phone.”

“I don’t want a new phone. I like this phone.”

I punched her pin and began to open screens.

“Do apps even run on this thing?” I asked.

“I don’t use apps,” she said. “I make calls and send texts. That’s it. I’m heading to the studio.”

I waved her away. She always does things like this to me. We kissed and she grabbed her car keys.

I was still working on the update hours later. I’d done some research and learned her phone lacked certain software. I had to locate what was missing online and manually install it in the proper folders. Tedious. I was searching for the correct placement when I found some archived pictures and video in a folder where they shouldn’t be. My guess was she’d tried to delete them ages ago, not long after they were created, but had accidentally saved them to an obscure folder instead.

I opened the first photograph and saw my wife, much younger, with a veiny penis in her mouth. The sight hit me like a fist. I stared. Elsa was no virgin when we met but she was no slut either. She enjoyed sex but we weren’t especially adventurous.

I had no pictures of my dick in her mouth on my phone.

Her first boyfriend had been some older creep, telling her everything she wanted to hear to get into her pants. That was my take anyway. I’m sure his side would be different. I checked the photograph information and the date and concluded yes, this was Elsa and her first guy. Taylor or Chad or something. The next picture was similar. All the pictures were similar. The dude was trying to take pictures while getting his dick sucked. No easy task. There was nothing sexy about them. They were dark and grainy and unfocused. They were too close or her hair had fallen in front. I had almost a clinical reaction to the rest of the photos. After the first, I felt no emotional upheaval at the sight of another man’s dick in my wife’s mouth.

That was not true of the videos.

Motion changed everything. Sounds changed everything. He was still a shitty cameraman but now I heard Elsa moan as he sank his cock into her. I heard her gasps of pleasure, her delight in the sensations his cock delivered. I heard her tell him to fuck her pussy and show her how much he loved her. Love? What a sweet, innocent, naïve thing to say. Was this her losing her virginity? A young couple might want to record that. It was this boyfriend that took it. She’d mentioned that years ago. I hit replay. I studied every move they made. After the initial rush of crushing emotion, I felt myself get aroused. It was raw, hot sex after all. We all have a past and I was no virgin either when I met Elly.

The screen on her phone was too small so I forwarded everything to my email and opened the files on my big monitor. Even the shitty pictures were exciting now. I noticed little things I’d missed on the small screen. I noticed the faint freckles across Elly’s nose. I noticed the strand of saliva which formed a bridge from her mouth to the head of his cock. I noticed so many intimate details my dick got hard. I paused the phone update to take time to stroke, watching the videos at half-speed.

I had videos remaining that I had not yet seen. I loaded the first and hit play and now I saw his dick clearly. Elsa had recorded this one. His cock curved up from his balls like a smooth horn of flesh. He was surprisingly big. Elsa, my wife to be, although we hadn’t even met yet at this stage of her life, wrapped her fingers around his thickness. She passed the phone to him as she lowered her open mouth to his helmeted cock head. I saw with perfect clarity, for the first time, how he filled her mouth. She was terrible at sucking but this was her first penis and it was big. She was terrible but her lack of skill made everything hotter. She struggled to do a good job and please her boyfriend and judging by the pulsating veins running along his length, she succeeded. She began to bob up and down, taking only a few inches, and he thoughtfully kept her hair back so the camera could capture her efforts. I jerked faster watching her suck that dick.

“Don’t stop,” he muttered.

Sorry, Dude, I thought. Elsa doesn’t swallow. She hates the taste. 

He rested a hand on the back of her head and she worked his inches faster, moaning with need. All at once his ass clenched and his legs flexed and he groaned loudly. Elsa gagged as the first blast of sperm hit the back of her throat and then she vacuumed his rod, sealing her lips around his shaft and pumping fast with her hand, jerking him off into her sucking mouth and swallowing his hot load. My jaw dropped. I was dumbfounded. Elsa whimpered with hungry need and sucked his boiling cum out of him. She swallowed everything as he writhed like a fish on land. She held on tight, sucking and jerking and guzzling. I couldn’t believe it. He seemed to cum forever.

At last he pushed her away as his penis became too sensitive. She fell back and he swung the camera to her face.

“How was it?” he asked, voice deep.

“Not great,” she teased. “But not as bad as all my friends warned me it would be.

Next time I’ll have a Diet Pepsi ready.”

Now I understood. Elsa doesn’t swallow cum now. She did before she learned to hate it. She did for this guy and maybe others, changing her mind about the practice somewhere between me and him.

“Next time?” he said. “You plan on sucking my cock again?”

She nodded enthusiastically.

“I like it,” she said. “Sucking cock is awesome. It’s fun. I like how hard you get. I love how I turn you on. I’ll suck your dick whenever you tell me to.”

The video ended.

I was horny as hell now.

I started the next video, a close-up of his cock approaching her young pussy. Her legs were parted and all I saw was his out of focus head growing ever closer to her waiting slit. The screen was filled with genitalia, male and female, but I felt a sense of anticipation. I was riveted. That wasn’t merely pussy. That was Elsa’s pussy. I felt a connection to the images on the screen. Their merging was inevitable and left me breathless. This was from years ago and she’d not even met me yet. She did nothing wrong. There was no betrayal here. Yet my heart raced. This was no anonymous porn sex. This was personal.

I jerked faster as I watched. I gasped when the tip of his dick split her labia and the head and shaft began to vanish inside. Stiff inches slid deep.

“Put the camera down and fuck me,” her young voice said.

She swatted the device from his hand. The screen filled with a close-up of a sneaker on the floor. I heard my wife-to-be moan appreciatively and I knew he was burying his hard meat in her. He must have turned it off because the screen went black.

I had many videos remaining unseen, but that was enough for now. I backed out and continued my search of her phone, finding more pictures and videos, and emailed myself everything. I went back and watched her suck his dick and jerked off. This was real porn, poignantly connected porn. I let my strong emotional reaction take over and soon launched long ropes of jizz as I orgasmed.

I finished updating her phone. I already knew I’d never tell her what I’d discovered. These pictures and videos were so old she’d forgotten all about them.

If I told her what I’d found I’d just be opening a can of worms, and, truthfully, I had no right to email them to myself. Nothing about updating her phone required me to watch these. Worst of all, I’d need to admit to her I’d watched them. What a train wreck that conversation would be. Beyond the sexual excitement of watching Elsa have sex, I wasn’t sure how I even felt about what I’d seen.


Chapter 5

Saturday arrived like a snail. Did I refrain all week from watching Young Elsa’s sex videos? No. I watched them every day and sometimes several times a day.

I’ve had sex with her a million times. I’ve seen a penis, my penis, penetrate her more times than I can count. I’ve seen her in every position, heard every sound she makes. I know what she likes and what gets her off. I expected that watching her have sex with another man would only be a slight variation on what I’d already experienced with her.

I was wrong.

To watch her have sex with someone else was surreal. Everything was amplified, every emotion ran wild. I saw his cock slithering deep into her body and my mind caught fire. The division between watching her fuck me and watching her fuck him left me breathless. It hurt to see. It was an agonizing sight. Yet, I kept watching the videos and gazing at the pictures over and over The videos I’d saved to watch later were the hardest to take. They’d figured out lighting and camera stability, angles and focus. Recording themselves having sex had become their thing and they’d gotten good at it. It was torturous to see but I watched over and over. I couldn’t stop myself.

At this moment, I watched her dress for the gathering with Howard and Candy.

She’d tried and rejected several outfits and I’d reminded her they said casual, but she’d shushed me. I threw on jeans and a polo shirt and sat on the corner of our bed. She’d tried pants and shorts and a dress and now zippered a floral skirt around her waist.

“We’re going to be late,” I droned.

“Shut your pie hole.”

She pulled on a tight solid green top and presented herself.

“Gorgeous,” I said. “As always.”

She smiled and took my arm. We walked the lovely street to our new friends’

place, laughing as their driveway was longer than the road. A handful of cars sat parked in the courtyard. Lamborghini, Ferrari, Rolls Royce, and Bentleys: statement cars one and all.

“What are we doing here?” Elsa asked. “I drive an Encore.”

“Let’s be social for an hour or two and head home. These are not our people.”

“That sounds good. I’m so nervous.”

“Me too. I keep reminding myself they’re people just like us except they have way more money.”

“I’m not so sure they’re people like us.”

I pressed the doorbell and heard gongs inside the house. The door opened and a tuxedo wearing butler greeted us. I recognized him from the telescope. I know what he looks like naked.

“David and Elsa,” I said. “We live in the house around the corner.”

“Of course,” he answered. “This way.”

We entered and followed. The decor was understated and nothing like the anatomically correct statues around the grotto in back. Here we had exquisite paintings and tapestries, expensive furniture and rugs. We followed the butler through a winding path until we arrived at a large room with windows on three sides. A dozen people stood or sat, talking, drinking. I was relieved to see them all clothed but I was surprised to see how attractive each was. Money does that, I guess. They all had time to exercise, a chef to cook their healthy meals, a personal trainer, and all the top cosmetic surgeons at their beck and call. These people were gorgeous.

Candice drifted away from the group and greeted us warmly, hugging both and kissing Elsa’s cheek. She took us around and made the introductions and I decided to lay the truth out there, sharing openly where Elsa and I worked and how we came to join tonight’s festivities. I admit I expected them to look down on us but nobody did. Or, if they did, they successfully hid their opinions. They asked engaging questions and answered with the same honesty I did. Several people knew Uncle Stanley and were genuinely sad to hear of his passing. The first hour flew by.

The second hour started like the first except everyone was even friendlier thanks to all the booze we’d consumed. An Arab sheik, wearing a traditional thobe and headdress, asked Howard if there’d be a performance tonight. Howard looked a little annoyed.

“Yes, but not everyone has been briefed.”

The sheik grasped Howard’s meaning and bowed slightly.

“Forgive me,” he said. “I am sometimes clumsy.”

Elsa looked curious and gulped more wine.

“What performance?” she asked Howard.

He glanced at me, clearly explaining before he intended. He smiled broadly and rested his arms across our shoulders. He led us a few steps away from the crowd.

“Candice and I sometimes hire performers, risqué performers, to entertain our jaded guests. As you can imagine, our friends have already seen much of what this world offers. We like to spice things up to keep everyone happy.”

Elsa had an alcohol buzz going.

“Risqué how?” she asked.

Howard looked at her with true affection.

“I planned on explaining all this in more desirable conditions,” he said. “But my hand has been forced. We present a stage show with beautiful actors. They are nude and they engage in quite sexy behavior. If this is not for you, Candice and I completely understand. Others will decline as well and they can exit the party with no judgements. Feel free to move to another part of the house. We are utterly accepting of the way some people might view such a performance.”

Elsa’s confusion continued.

“Risqué? You mean naked? Touching each other?”

“Yes, Elly,” he said.

She looked at me.

“I’d like to see that,” she said. “How about you, Honey?”

“Sure,” I said. “We’re no prudes. Risqué sounds intriguing.”

“Fantastic,” Howard said. “I’ll inform Candy. The show begins in thirty minutes out by the pool.”

He walked away.

“I’m sweating,” my wife said.

“It’s warm here.”

“Are you okay with this?”

I gave a little shrug.

“Why not? We can watch and if we get too uncomfortable, we can go into the house and wait.”

“Why would we get uncomfortable? He called the show risqué and sexy, not sexual. I doubt we’ll find something to get offended over.”

I couldn’t reveal how I knew the truth was something more.

“We’ll see,” I said. “I bet he has actors fucking.”

“You think?” My wife chewed on that idea. “I hope so. That sounds hot.”

“That’s the wine talking.”

“The rich do things differently, I guess. Real shit is always more intense than pretend shit. I hope they do bring out actors that fuck.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah. I think the wine has me horny.”

“Then let me get you a refill,” I said, lifting her glass from her hand.

Horny Elsa means I’ll have fun when we get home. I’ve been thinking about asking her to swallow. With enough wine in her, she might. I aimed for the bar.

The bartender asked who the drinks were for and I told him and he knew exactly what to pour. Impressive. He handed me fresh drinks and I returned, but my wife was not where I’d left her. I wandered like an idiot with two drinks in hand, searching.

I got the bright idea to ascend the huge marble staircase and look down on the rooms from above. I could cover almost the entire ground floor from up there. I found a good spot and started my scan, slowly swinging my eyes from left to right. I found her. She and Howard had moved to a small room off the main area.

The lighting in there was dim and they stood far too close. I took two steps for the staircase and then halted.

What would she do? Anything? If I interrupted, I’d never know. I strongly doubted she’d do anything except talk to the man but I had some time and a tickle at the base of my skull. I knew he was hung and she found him attractive. I knew she was horny and he was a swinger. Why not wait a while and watch?

When would all these factors align like this again?

So, I waited. Howard stepped closer and Elsa instinctively took a step back. He stepped closer again, clearly the aggressor, and this time she stayed put. His face was close to hers. They gazed into each other’s eyes. He gestured towards the patio out back and she waved a hand towards the bar, as if to say: What about David? Howard said something in response and Elsa took a minute to think and then gave a quick nod. Howard took her hand and led her through another exit to the back yard. I left the banister to circle the second-floor, trying to find a window that looked down on them. It was easy. They meandered towards the huge grotto, approaching their first statue.

Elsa stopped. Elsa gawked. Elsa mindlessly reached a dainty hand and brushed her fingertips along the downward curve of the polished marble cock from root to tip. Howard chuckled and gestured with his drink and Elsa stepped back to assess the sculpture and then laughed out loud. I shifted my angle to see why and discovered that yes, the male statues were all nude and anatomically correct, but up close like this I saw many, including the one my wife had just stroked, were modeled after Howard himself. Elsa was so embarrassed. She laughed and hid her face and laughed some more. She shook her head. Howard talked fast and Elsa seemed to disbelieve every word he said. He gave her his drink to hold and I read his lips.

Fine, he said. I’ll show you! 

He playfully and dramatically untied the sash of his linen pants. Elsa was whooping with laughter. She couldn’t believe his outrageous behavior. He lowered the front of his pants, low enough for his cock to swing free in the open air. My wife looked away, quickly lifting her eyes to stare at the sky, but he outlasted her, talking and waiting until she brought her gaze down to stare at his penis. She studied his dick and then, after too long a pause, aimed her gaze at the statue. Back and forth she went, assessing, staring at naked cock and then the marble version. She moved her face close to each, playing along, having fun and acting appropriately embarrassed, but also teasing the man. Her lips got close to him as she swung her head back and forth but he never tried to force contact.

She examined every inch of his cocks, comparing even the veins on each. Her mouth got so close sometimes I wondered if she grazed his flesh.

I’d hoped watching videos of her involved with another penis would reduce my apprehension when I saw her around Howard, but the opposite occurred: it was far too easy to picture her with him. My traitorous mind created vivid color video, borrowing from the video I’d already seen, to substitute Howard’s large cock for her ex boyfriend’s. Reality had supplied the framework. My imagination easily filled in the rest.

I’d been gone long enough. Too long. I hurried downstairs and asked an older man if he’d seen my wife. I pitched my voice loud enough that Elsa and Howard would hear me and take that moment to compose themselves, which they did.

“There you are,” I said, wandering out onto the patio.

I’d seen everything back here many times but pretended I was seeing it all for the first time. I walked and gawked and handed Elsa her drink, which she gulped. I ignored the fact that Howard was represented by most male statues and zeroed in on the females.

“Candice?” I asked, although clearly it was.

“Yes,” Howard proudly beamed.

I swung my finger around to a male sculpture.

“You?” I asked.

“Afraid so.”

I lowered my gaze to the arching penis, resisting the urge to set my drink on it like a shelf.

“Accurate?” I asked, providing a window for Elsa to tell on herself about what they’d done back here. She didn’t.

“Precisely,” he said.

“Impressive. You’re a lucky man to have a penis like that. Don’t you agree, Elly?”

She gulped more wine.

“I’d say Candy is the lucky one.”

We all had a good chuckle over her joke.

“Your timing is perfect,” Howard said. “The show will start soon.”

Chairs had been placed along the shoreline and a large pontoon raft floated just out of reach. A large tent covered the raft connected to a long cable that ran up to a crane and across to the house.

A gong sounded and guests exited the mansion to sit amongst the chairs provided. When everyone was seated, the surrounding lights dimmed to almost nothing and a soft blue spotlight hit the tent. The cable went taut and the tent lifted, revealing a golden cage beneath.

The bars of the cage were widely spaced and not truly intended to hold someone captive. Inside were two nude and heavily muscled men, one with short blond hair and the other with long black hair. Their hairless bodies were well-oiled and gleamed in the pale blue light and I noticed lubricant dripped continuously from tiny holes in the metal over their heads. The crowd cheered. They raised their fists in salute and the cheers grew louder. Their penises were rising quickly.

“Are they going to fight?” I asked.

“Yes,” Howard breathed. “Tonight we’ll see sexual forces on display: dominance, submission, and passion.”

The warriors stood passively but their dicks rose quickly.

“An extra ten-thousand dollars to the winner!” Howard shouted.

The men waved that they’d heard him and backed away from each other.

“Their penises are so hard,” Elsa commented. “Are they drugged or something?”

“They are indeed,” Howard said, eyes wild with anticipation. “They’ll give us a good show, I’m sure of it.”

I glanced at Elsa. My slightly intoxicated wife was mesmerized.

“Gladiators!” the sheik yelled. “I will grant the victor another ten-thousand!”

The gathering laughed. I scanned the crowd and saw eyes wild with anticipation there too. I checked again on Elsa, wondering what her reaction to all this would be. She looked enthralled, wide-eyed and amazed. She sat extra close to Howard and gawked at the unfolding spectacle.

This was some fucked-up rich people fight club shit.

The two men bowed slightly to each other and dropped into a fighter’s crouch.

They circled, wary, gleaming muscles coiled and ready, each looking for an opportunity to gain advantage. Elsa was locked on them, her gaze traveling their muscular frames, lingering on those penises straining to grow even more erect.

The men shuffled their feet, defensive hands raised.

The blond man pounced and grappled, hands locked behind the black haired man’s neck. Black threw an arm and freed himself, attempting a similar hold on his opponent. The oil hampered everything. They shifted their feet, striving to find balance, and slammed together again, but the lubricant changed the way they must battle. Strength mattered less now. There was no grip that held. Poise and stability seemed more important. They struggled, each trying to throw the other to the ground. The slick oil made any wrestling moves impossible and the crowd laughed as the combatants fought, their gleaming bodies slipping and sliding all over each other. Muscles strained to hold the opponent but hands slipped. Their throbbing erections snagged on arms and legs, thighs and elbows.

The two men went to the ground, each fighting for supremacy but each unable to gain advantage. We watched them struggled for long minutes, Oohing and aahing as it appeared one man would triumph, only to see his enemy slither free.

The crowd cheered.

The men backed away from each other, breathing heavily. Their gleaming dicks looked harder than ever. Their muscles had swollen from combat and Elsa was breathing fast through parted lips.

“How do you win?” she whispered to Howard.

“You’ll see,” he croaked. “The victor will be obvious. His victory will be complete.

The warriors slammed against each other again, each searching rapidly for a grip that held. Black attempted a leg-sweep but both men went to the floor. Blond initiated a choke-hold and hooked his legs around Black’s legs, attempting to roll the man face-down. He succeeded briefly but Black suddenly shifted his weight and used the lubrication to his advantage, spinning his body over Blond and using his weight to pin the slightly smaller man. Black used his knees to force his opponent’s legs apart while driving his hips forward. Black’s hard cock slithered between the other man’s butt cheeks. Blond threw all his fading strength at Black, desperate to be free of the pin. Black was ready. He used the man’s struggles to slowly position the head of his cock at the man’s sphincter.

Blond felt the danger and scrambled to be free but Black used his weight advantage and braced his foot against the bars of the cage. Black forced his enemy’s legs farther apart and the crowd fell silent. We all saw the gleaming cock head mash against the struggling man’s puckered butt hole. We all saw that wrinkled orifice spread and open, the tight ring slithering up and around the invading cock. Blond grunted and groaned from his efforts to save himself but his options had dwindled to nothing. Black had him pinned. Black was well braced and positioned. Blond could do nothing but feel the slow penetration of a thick hard cock gradually impaling his abundantly lubricated asshole. Black chuckled with triumphant glee. His ass flexed and Blond growled in frustration.

The cock head disappeared through the tight ring, followed by the slow encroachment of stiff and veiny inches.

“That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Elsa whimpered.

A murmur swept the crowd. Blond struggled mightily to escape but Black only pushed his thick cock deeper. Blond groaned at the intrusion. He summoned all his strength for a sudden burst but Black was ready. All Blond succeeded in doing was driving several more inches up his ass. He groaned at his inevitable defeat. The crowd grew animated as the contest wound down. Black sensed his victory.

Elsa was riveted to the drama.

Black again wedged his knees against the man’s inner thighs. He slipped an arm under the man’s chin in a choke-hold. He thrust his hips, stiff inches gliding through the man’s tight sphincter. Blond resisted but he was exhausted. Black flexed and sank deeper. Blond summoned the last of his strength to throw the invader off but failed. Blond, breathing hard dropped his head to the ground in defeat.

Black pushed his cock deeper still. He began to pump his hips, proving to us all that he was the undisputed victor. He thrust slow and deliberate, enjoying his conquest. Blond laid where he was, defeated, impaled and helpless. Black pumped faster and Blond could do nothing to stop him. We all watched in awe as Black fucked his now helpless opponent.

“He’s fucking him,” Elsa said, stunned.

Howard gazed at my wife with open lust.

Black began to grunt as his climax approached and a shudder passed through the audience.

“Do it!” the sheik called out.

Blond tried to free himself, tried to prevent the inevitable, but his weakened body had nothing left. He lifted his head to seek escape, just as Black roared in conquest, driving his big cock deep and ejaculating. He groaned with utter satisfaction, emptying his big balls inside the vanquished.

“Complete victory,” Elsa muttered.

Black kept his cock buried until he was sure every drop had been injected. He withdrew his still rampant and throbbing penis and faced the crowd. Many applauded his victory. He placed a foot on Blond and graciously accepted their praise and then he bowed and opened the cage door. He waved to us and dove into the lagoon, swimming away. Blond rested a moment longer and then crawled to the edge. He slipped into the water and swam away too.

Elsa looked astounded. She turned to Howard.

“That was amazing!” she gushed. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”

“Keep watching,” Howard chuckled. “We have much more planned.”

Thin cables lifted the cage away. Two nude women emerged from the house and walked the center aisle through the crowd to get to the raft. We ogled them. They were stunning beauties, with firm breasts and toned bodies. Like the men, one was blonde and the other raven-haired. Their bodies were covered in oil too but there would be no battle between them. They arrived at the center of the raft and kissed as their hands began to explore. These women had a real and palpable desire for each other. There was no interest in domination. These women sought to give, to please, to bring the other as much pleasure as possible.

For this display, the crowd went silent.

The women were gorgeous. They were the embodiment of feminine allure and mystique. They oozed sexiness and desire and we all quickly fell under their spell. They were keenly interested in pleasuring each other and they drew us into their shared lust. When they slithered into a sixty-nine position, my wife gasped.

She took my hand and squeezed. For a long time, I did not notice she’d also taken Howard’s hand. I presumed Candice, seated somewhere in the crowd, was fine with my wife touching her man.

The women crawled all over each other, oblivious to us. They weren’t here for us; they were here for each other. Their mutual attraction was real and it was strong, which only served to make what they did infinitely hotter. Their sex was real. When the blonde orgasmed, a shiver ran through us all. When the black-haired goddess orgasmed, the sight and sounds made my dick hard. We all watched, mesmerized, as they gave each other orgasm after orgasm.

At last their bodies could give no more. They collapsed in a tangle of gorgeous arms and legs. They kissed and slipped into the water, swimming away together.

The sexual tension hung in the air thick and heavy. Nobody spoke. Nobody moved. I wondered if that concluded tonight’s spectacle. I felt sure it did as the male on male and female on female seemed opposite sides of the same coin. I knew Elsa was horny. Her expression and body language made that obvious. We were all horny now. I hoped my wife and I would leave this place and go home to fuck like animals. I squeezed her hand.

“Maybe it’s time to go?” I murmured.

“Not yet,” Howard answered for her. “Now for passion.”

He turned his attention to the grotto. Bubbles rose just beyond the raft and water began to swirl. We saw the top of a head rise from the water followed by a handsome man, nude, erect and well-oiled like the others. A small platform beneath his feet lifted him and he rose posed like an ascending angel: head back, eyes closed, arms angled down and away from his perfect athlete’s body. Long feathers hung beneath his arms, like wings, shedding water. His erection was long and wide and pulsated. Howard had found the perfect actors to play these roles.

The platform stopped and the man stepped onto the raft. He lifted his arms and shook his wings, turning slowly so the crowd could see all his sculpted male beauty. After making a full circle, he stopped and faced us. Nobody moved.

“What happens now?” I whispered.

“We wait,” Howard said. “He’s there for the taking. I like to dangle him in front of the women in attendance to see who caves. I love to watch their resistance crumble. I can’t tell you how many marriages I’ve ended.”

Asshole. Although I suppose this was a case of if it can be destroyed by the truth, it deserves to be destroyed by the truth.

“What do you mean he’s there for the taking?” Elsa asked.

Howard leaned close to my wife.

“I always present a man like this to my guests. I chose a man hard to resist, a man every woman wants. I supply libations to lower inhibitions and I wait.”

“Are you saying any woman here can have sex with him?” Elsa asked.

“Yes,” Howard replied. “I love this part. It’s always such a delight. I never guess correctly. I leave it to the guests to decide, trying to anticipate which wife will break, but I’m always wrong.”

“What’s your guess this time?” Elsa asked.

“Diana, Preston’s wife. You don’t know them but she’s a lusty gal. Preston’s an

ass and treats Diana poorly. This will be the perfect opportunity to rub her his nose in it. Of course, Ashley may break sooner. She loves sex and her husband, Thurston, knows she does but can’t satisfy her. He’s wondering if Ashley will leave his side to take advantage of my offer. I offer a man like this every time.

It’s delightful to watch the drama play out. The tension is sublime.”

“You intentionally fuck with other people’s marriages?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Why do that?”

“Because I can. If a marriage can be destroyed, it should be. I reveal truth. But destroying marriages is not my goal. My goal is passion and everyone here tonight knows that. It’s why they continue to accept my invitations. It’s why you’ll both come back again despite what you’ve seen.”

The angel-man stood passively, surveying the crowd. His muscular body dripped water. His gently curved cock pointed at the stars overhead. Elsa turned to me.

“I want to do it,” she rasped.

“What?”

“I do. I want to be the wife this time. Let me.”

“Let you fuck him?”

“Yes. No. I’ll just be playing a role, like Howard’s actors.”

“Have you lost your mind?”

“Maybe a little, after everything I’ve seen tonight. Look at him, David. What a fantastic creature. I want to be tonight’s victim. Forget what Howard said. Our marriage is strong enough.”

I was about to launch into a tirade when I noticed something wrong with her eyes. She was squirming in her seat. Her eyes were unfocused, like she was high on something more than wine. I ran my eyes down her body and noticed her nipples were so stiff they poked through her lacy bra and top. Her legs were crossed but she had a hand stuffed in her crotch. She was crazy horny and had been hiding it until now.

“I want it so bad,” she said.

I looked at the angel and then scanned the crowd. All eyes were glued to the man. Before I could stop myself, I pictured him fucking Elsa, invigorated by the videos I’d watched of her with her ex. I’d already seen her with another man.

Imagining her with this man was easy. I shook my head and turned my attention to my woman and found her hopeful face staring at me. Her eyes begged, pleaded with me to allow this. Why wasn’t I shouting a definitive no? Why didn’t I grab her hand and lead her home? I was considering her request and I couldn’t believe I was considering her request. How strong were the drinks at this party?

Howard saw my hesitation and leaned back in his chair.

“Remarkable,” he said, assessing me. “I thought Elsa out of reach for now. I thought I’d need weeks to wear her down.”

“What was in these drinks?” I asked.

He ignored me. He stared at her. She rubbed sweaty palms on her thighs.

“Elsa,” Howard said. “Allow me to sweeten the pot. Your participation tonight would be all anyone talked about for weeks. I confess, it would be more than I’d hoped for. I know your studio struggles right now, and Stanley’s house comes with expenses. I will help. Act on what you’re feeling right now and I will make sure your studio survives. Make this a night we all remember. You’ll be the star.

Your loss of innocence will captivate us all.”

My wife turned to me. Her eyes implored. The grant of money would save her studio, yes, and I could convince myself that was the reason for granting consent, but it wasn’t. Not truly. Howard was shrewd. A refusal now doomed her business. He’d given me a clear path to do this for her.

“All right,” I croaked.

Elsa grabbed the back of my head and pulled my mouth to hers. The fierce kiss she gave told me all I needed to know about her inflamed passions. She released me and stood, left her chair and walked to the raft. The stunned crowd was silent. Her toes hit the water and the angel offered his hand. My wife stepped onto the floating stage. Their eyes locked. My wife stared at his handsome face and then lowered her eyes to his pulsating cock. He smiled. He turned her to face the crowd and then circled her like a stalking lion. If the tension had been thick before, it was tangible now. Nobody breathed. Nobody moved.

The angel began to undress my wife, moving around her. Elsa looked ready to crumble. Her legs trembled as she closed her eyes. Soon he had her down to bra and panties and while my wife has never been an exhibitionist, all our eyes on her left her quaking. He slipped the clasp and drew her bra down her arms. My wife’s breasts were exposed for everyone to see. Elsa wanted to shrink but forced herself to stand tall. The man lowered her panties and she stepped out of them.

He stood back. Elsa was nude. She sent her eyes over the crowd, watching us watch her. She was barely in control. The man turned her in profile to us and placed both hands on her shoulders. He pressed down and my wife obediently sank to her knees, which brought his cock level with her face. I knew what that meant and the stress was too much. I couldn’t do it. I opened my mouth to protest, studio be damned. Howard placed a gentle hand on my knee.

“Say nothing,” he said. “Take it from an older man with lots of experience. To deny her now, at this late stage, creates more problems than it prevents. Trust me on this.”

He delayed my protest just long enough. On stage, the angel pressed his erection down, forcing his cock level with my wife’s mouth.

“Let it happen,” Howard concluded.

As he spoke, the angel guided his hard dick into Elsa’s open mouth. I gasped. My wife closed her lips around his shaft, the head resting gently on her tongue. I was assaulted by fear and jealousy but also excitement. I could not believe what my eyes told me. The part of me that recoiled from this yelled at the part of me that was allowing it. The man softly pumped his thick cock back and forth, inching a little farther into her mouth each time.

“Why?” I croaked. “Why am I tolerating this?”

Howard moved closer, filling Elsa’s empty seat.

“That’s an excellent question to ask,” he said. “But when you answer it, be honest with yourself. Look at her up there. Has she ever looked so sexy? Has she ever looked so sexual? That’s your beloved wife. Has she ever inspired such lust in you?”

I couldn’t look away. Elsa did look sexy. This was infinitely hotter than the videos of her big-dicked ex. This was live, and in front of others. Shame mixed with arousal and regret. I felt too many emotions to sort through them all.

“I’d hoped to seduce her myself tonight,” Howard chuckled. “I never imagined her first step would be so bold. I’m delighted to be wrong but I still do hope to bed her.”

I barely heard him. The man on stage fed my wife his cock and Elsa was hungry for it. The man moved his hands to her head and slowly thrust his hips, literally fucking her mouth. She kept her lips sealed tight.

After a time, he helped her stand and for a flash I thought they were finished.

He’d made her suck his cock before us all. That alone would have been a worthy show. But no. He circled behind her and bent my wife at the waist. He lifted his cock and searched under her butt cheeks, moving his hands to her hips once he’d found her hole. He sank his cock deep and my wife arched her back and cried out. My mind sizzled and popped like electrified bacon. He was in her. He was inside my wife.

Howard patted my knee.

“Take it easy,” he said, reading my tension. “Look how much she loves it. Look how good he makes her feel. See how much pleasure he gives? She’s lost to madness right now. Perhaps you should let things run their course? There’s always tomorrow. You’ll talk and then make love and everything will be all right.

I assure you.”

My emotions were in turmoil but I had no idea what to do. My first thought had been to jump on stage and pull her away but he’d resist, a fight might ensue and I’d lose. He was stronger, bigger than me in every way. I’d lose face among my peers and neighbors, people that did not yet know me. All they’d know of me was the insecure guy that freaked out and got his ass kicked.

“Look beyond your fear,” Howard told me. “Watch her.”

I did. I had no options.

The angel-man moved Elsa to her hands and knees. She obediently waited for him to take his place behind her, watching over a shoulder as he approached, hard cock in hand. He was putting on a show of fucking my wife and Elsa welcomed it. She was the sacrificial lamb and loved it. He pushed a butt cheek aside to reveal her soaked slit and aimed his cock head for her opening. My throat closed.

“No,” I heard myself whimper. “No, no, no.”

He pressed the tip against her pussy hole and pushed, sinking an inch and forcing a gasp from my wife. He held her hips and fed the remaining inches. Her head dropped and her body sagged but her ass lifted, holding herself in place to take more cock. He pushed every inch deep and then slowly withdrew before sinking balls-deep again. Elsa shook her head in disbelief.

He grabbed handfuls of ass and began to stroke, butt flexing as he worked his hard cock in my wife. His fat balls swung to the rhythm of his hips and I watched as Elsa’s body slowly clenched, pressure building.

Her cry of orgasm pierced the night and pierced my heart. The crowd erupted as her wail of pleasure shot through us all. There was a flurry of motion as the gathering, overcome at last, began to touch and kiss their partners. The angel pumped my wife from behind and she soon cried out again, shaken by another massive orgasm. His excitement rose in step with hers and then he slammed his cock deep one last time and grunted over and over. I took several heartbeats to understand each grunt was a bolt of hot sperm pumped sperm into her. My temperature shot through the roof. My face flushed red.

“He’s cumming in her,” I growled.

“They’re cumming for each other,” Howard said. “It’s glorious. Dominance, submission, and now passion.”

The man held himself deep as he spewed, every muscle on his body taut. When he finished, he withdrew his still-erect cock and stood over my fallen wife. Elsa lay there panting. He rolled her onto her back and lifted her legs with both arms, resting them on his shoulders. His stiff cock found her flooded hole and he sank all the way in. Elsa gasped loudly, surprised to be filled again. He began to fuck her, splashy sounds of his semen and her wetness echoed.

He leaned over her, bending her legs over her tits. He slammed his hips until she groaned with each thrust. I doubted she could cum again so fast but I was floored when he did. He pounded her pussy until he moaned loudly and drove all the way in, blasting another huge load into her sopping womb.

She was limp when he released her legs and laid her flat on her back. He stood over her, still triumphantly erect, and gazed down at my wife. He gripped her ankle and rolled her over, face down, and then climbed on top of her prone body.

His stiff dick naturally slid up her thigh and into her soaked hole. Elsa began a protest, too tired and too tender, but he ignored her words and began fucking her again. Her tunnel was a dripping mess but he fucked her hard anyway, pushing himself to cum a third time. Soon Elsa joined his enthusiasm and began encouraging him, urging him to fuck her hard. She climaxed again, only moments before he did. He was spraying hot sperm in her as she climaxed on his cock.

After a while he withdrew. He was still fully erect but Elsa was wiped out. He faced the crowd and then returned to the small platform that had delivered him.

How was he still hard? We watched as the platform sank, taking him and his hard dick into the murky waters.

Elsa did not move.


Chapter 6

The crowd dispersed. No one came to help Elsa so I waded out to the raft and offered her my hand. Her legs were weak and unsteady.

“Do you hate me?” she mumbled, only half aware of her surroundings.

“No,” I said.

Why did she look so sexy? He’d fucked her but he’d only fucked her. There’d been no kissing or intimate touching. Just a hard fuck.

“I don’t know why I did that,” she muttered. “I had to have his cock. Please don’t hate me.”

“Don’t worry about it now,” I said. “Let’s go home. We can talk about it there.”

“I can’t have sex with you,” she whimpered. “I’m too sore. My head is spinning.

Give me time. Let’s sleep here tonight. I’m too tired to walk home.”

Howard waited at the water’s edge so I asked if we could stay. He signaled their butler over and we were led to one of the many guest rooms. We stripped for a shower but the sight of her naked body drove me insane. I’d seen her naked a million times but never after she’d been fucked. Angel-man had conquered my woman. I had to take her back. I tried for sex again but she shut me down. I tried again a few minutes later and she led me to the huge bed, allowing me to believe she would grant my wish. She crawled to the headboard and spread her legs at my face.

“Your soft tongue would feel fantastic right now,” she said. “You’re so good at eating my pussy, Baby. I’d love some right now.”

Bitch tricked me. My gaze drifted down her body to her swollen pussy. He’d fucked and filled her three times. Her puffy lips were tightly sealed. I hesitated, but some sex was better than no sex.

She grinned as my eyes roamed her body. My dick began to rise.

“I felt compelled,” she explained. “To fuck him.”

I was ready to explode. I crawled between her legs and kissed up her streaked inner thighs. Her engorged pussy was pink and raw so I began with gentle kisses.

She smelled like bread dough but she tasted fine. I was feasting on her cheating cunt in minutes. I teased her delicate inner petals and tortured the nub of her clit.

She squirmed and moaned and I realized despite her earthshaking orgasms earlier, I could make her cum again. I slowed, delaying her climax.

“I had to fuck him, Baby,” she muttered. “I don’t know why.”

She enjoyed my tongue for a time and then spun around to sixty-nine me. She attacked my dick, fueled by guilt. I got serious about her pussy and we devoured each other, licking and sucking until we were ready to scream. I finally allowed her to cum again and it was huge. She thrashed in my arms, almost sobbing. My load began to rise and she sensed it, slipping me out of her mouth and jerking me with her hand.

“If you can fuck him,” I scolded. “You can Goddamn well swallow me.”

I wanted to add that I’d seen video of her doing it for another man, but I didn’t.

Her hand stroked me faster and she stuck my erection in her mouth again. I was happy. It was an act of unspoken permission and I released all restraint, thrilled I was about to ejaculate down her throat. The first blast shot from my dick to paint her teeth and tongue and I lost my mind, cumming in her mouth for the first time ever. Loud roaring filled my ears. White noise filled my head. I blasted her tonsils, I sprayed down her throat. I felt each surge of sperm burst out of me and coat her tongue. I thrashed beneath her, overwhelmed. She sucked and stroked enthusiastically, milking me for every drop of semen. I yelled animal noises and poured my nuts out, astonished at how much better a blowjob was when the woman swallowed. I heard myself howling.


Chapter 7

I awoke tangled with my wife. I moved my arm and she opened sleepy eyes. I moved my head to a pillow and she rolled over and laid her head on my chest. I drew the covers up.

“I think there was something in the drink they gave me,” she muttered.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know. A drug. I think they spiked my drink with something to make me horny. I’ve never felt like that. I saw that dude’s erection and I had to fuck it.”

“You love sex.”

“I do, that’s true, but I’m telling you this was different.”

I thought about that. Howard and Candice seemed so nice.

“Why would Howard do that to you?”

“Who knows? Did you notice the other actors? They were crazy horny too. The fighting guys got hard and stayed hard even as they battled. The women were ravenous for each other. Angel-man stayed rock-hard even after he came, and he came three times.”

“In you.”

“Yes, in me. My point is that’s not normal.”

She was right.

“Howard mentioned he had hopes of getting you in bed,” I said.

“He said that?”

“Yes. He was thrilled when you stood and went to Angel-man but he admitted he wanted you. If he drugged you, maybe that’s why.”

“He wants to fuck me? Really?”

“He told me he did.”

She snuggled closer.

“He wouldn’t need a drug,” she mumbled.

“Pardon me?”

“Nothing. Hug me. Let’s go back to sleep. It’s too early.”

“You want him too? Or are you still drugged?”

“I was teasing, Baby. He’s too old.”

“I don’t believe you.”

She didn’t answer. In minutes, we were both asleep again.

I awoke to my own voice screaming in my head: Elsa had sex!

I sat up. She slept on her side facing away from me. I studied the line of her spine, remembering how Angel-man bent her over and fucked her. Then he fucked her again. Then he fucked her again. She was flooded with him right now. Her womb carried billions of his seed. How did we just come home, go upstairs, and go to sleep? How did I go down on her after all that? I sent my mind back in time. I’d been so passive, so troubled with uncertainty. Elsa had expressed her desire for another man and I’d debated it, ultimately agreeing to her wishes. What the fuck was wrong with me?

Did Howard drug me, too?

That had to be it. Our drinks were prepared for us. The bartender had asked who each was for. He knew what Howard wanted done. I was given something to make me calm and complacent and Elsa was given something to make her horny.

Howard and Candice only seem nice. Howard and Candice are evil.

I blamed my wife not at all. Howard had manipulated us. He may have manipulated the whole crowd. He mentioned libations. I bet he dosed everybody.

He was a rich man on a power trip. Big surprise.

Elsa mumbled something dreamy and rolled onto her back. She blinked several times and became aware of where she was. She stared at the ceiling for a moment and then sat bolt upright.

“David!” she said, reaching for me. “Oh, my God! David!”

She jammed fingers into her pussy and pulled them out, dripping.

“Baby! I fucked that guy! I let him cum in me!”

I took her hand.

“Not your fault,” I said.

She looked panicked. She threw the covers back, exposing her naked body, and bent to examine her pussy. She slipped a finger all the way in and withdrew it, rubbing the slippery fluid around. She looked at me, distraught.

“He drugged us,” I said. “Howard for sure, but maybe Candice, too. We were

pawns in his little game last night.”

She repeated her finger probe inspection, examining Angel-man’s abundant and slippery sperm.

“That’s a lot of semen,” she said.

“I’m aware. Three times, and his balls were big.”

She flopped backward.

“He fucked my brains out. What was his name? I remember craving his cock.

Not the man, although he was hot, but the sight of that hard dick made me crazy.”

“I was there. I saw.”

“Sorry, Baby. What a fucked-up night. Howard’s an asshole.”

“Let’s get out of here.”

We left the bed and gathered our clothing, dressing as went we along. We’d strewn things everywhere in our haste to get naked. Elsa suddenly stopped collecting clothes and turned to me.

“You went down on me,” she said.

“I did. You came hard.”

“I swallowed your load.”

“That part of the night was okay.”

She laughed.

“You’d like me to keep doing that for you?”

“Yes,” I said. “Of course. You never have so I thought you hated it.”

“No, I held off when we first started dating to avoid looking like a slut. You never asked me to so I thought it didn’t matter much to you. Like maybe you preferred fucking or something.”

I gawked at her.

“Every man wants to be swallowed, Elly.”

“Then why didn’t you say something? It’s been years. How was I to know you wanted that?”

“We must make up for lost time,” I said, playfully lifting my soft penis.

She laughed.

“We need to go home,” she said, pulling on clothes from last night. “But first, we must stop at the pharmacy.”

“You feel sick?”

She gave me a sarcastic look.

“No, dummy,” she said. “I feel fertile.”

“Oh. Shit.”

“Exactly.”

We dressed quickly and left the guest room. Most everyone had departed.

Candice met us on the stairs and offered to have breakfast made to order but we explained we had errands and were late. We thanked her for a lovely evening and she invited us to the next, coming up soon. She promised it would be fantastic.

She kissed me on the cheek and Elsa on the lips, lingering half a second too long.

“You’re a lucky girl,” she said softly.

We thanked her again and headed for home. Once we were out of earshot Elsa flipped out.

“Oh my God!” she yelled. “Did that night really just happen?”

We got in our car and drove to the drugstore.

Chapter 8

Elsa pointed the remote at the widescreen and pressed pause.

“I need to confess something,” she said.

I drew a deep breath. Until recently, that sentence would barely have affected me. After our night with Howard and Candice, that was no longer true.

“I’m ready,” I said.

“Colt stopped by the dance studio today.”

“Who is Colt?”

“My first boyfriend. Maybe I never said his name. He’s older than me.”

The lightbulb went on. Colt, from the videos on the phone. That Colt. Not Taylor and not Chad. Colt.

“Why is that a confession and not a mere statement of fact?”

“He asked me out for coffee and I accepted.”

I stuffed a throw pillow under my arms.

“Okay,” I said. “I see how that moves the needle more towards a confession. You made a date with your ex. But I’m still not sure why you feel like it’s a confession. Do you plan on fucking him?”

“No. Of course not. Howard drugged me, remember?”

I was about to tell her to enjoy her coffee but something in her voice tickled my brain. I ran through her words again.

“What aren’t you telling me?” I asked. “Do you want to fuck him?”

“Yes.”

“I see the need for a confession now. A bit more than a meet for coffee. Jesus, Elly. Angel-man was bad enough.”

“I’m not telling you I plan on fucking him. I’m just sharing how I feel about things. I am compelled to be more open and honest about things lately.”

“I appreciate that. Me too. I tell you everything now.”

“Good.”

“Why did Colt come by the dance studio? He’s too old for ballet.”

“He is, but his ten-year-old daughter isn’t.”

“He has a kid now?”

“Yes, two. A boy and a girl. He got married after we broke up, had some kids, got divorced and got custody.”

“I can tell you still have feelings for him.”

“Some. Not like before, obviously. He took my virginity and I was sure I was in love. He looked good. Still sexy. But you know he was my first. That carries weight.”

I heard her words, but all I pictured were those goddamn videos and his big heavy dick. She can label him her first all she wants. My deep suspicion is she just wants to get fucked by that big cock again.

“You don’t plan on fucking him but you want to fuck him.”

She looked at her lap.

“The thought occurred to me.”

“We’re married, Elly.”

“The Angel-man fucked me, David. The exclusivity of our marriage is shattered.

Our vow was broken and you know what? We didn’t explode. We didn’t divorce.

Nobody died. Our sex has been fantastic since that night. Far better than it ever was before that night. You know that’s true.”

“So you’re suggesting that if once was good for us, twice would be great? Is that what you’re saying?”

“Kind of. I know Colt so It’s safe. He knows I’m married and unavailable so it wouldn’t be the start of something complicated. We’d just do it once, for old times’ sake. You must admit it adds a lot of excitement to our bedroom. It adds a lot of spice.”

“For you. What do I get out of it?”

She grinned like a problem child.

“You got me to swallow.”

“That was last time. What’s in it for me now? Why would I allow this?”

She pondered.

“Let me fuck your ass,” I suggested.

“No,” she said, emphatic.

She pondered more.

“I’ll let you fuck an ex,” she said. “Fair is fair. Let me have Colt and I’ll let you have a hot babe from your past.”

“I have no exes I want again.”

“All right. I’ll let you pick up some woman and fuck her. One night only.”

My jaw dropped.

“You’d let me have someone new? A one-night stand?”

“I will. Why not? Goose and gander and all that. We’ll go to a bar and act like we don’t know each other and you can pick someone out. Or I’ll be your wingman and brag about what a stud you are. I’ll get you laid.”

“You must want really want to fuck Colt.”

“I know I’m talking crazy but that night at Howard’s opened my mind to possibilities. Those people are crazy. They have enough money to be whomever they want so they sit around and try to figure out exactly who they are. Then, they become that person. They don’t give a fuck about repercussions or what others might think. We don’t have their kind of money but there are things we could do but don’t. I say we do. I say we at least try.”

I appreciated her passion but the idea of removing faithfulness from our marriage, even if only for one night, left me nervous.

Then I remembered Liz.

“All right,” I said, keeping my face a blank. “Let’s do it. You get Colt and I get someone I chose later.”

She studied my expression.

“You just remembered someone,” she said. “Who? Do not say Liz.”

“Liz.”

“Goddamn it, David.”

“You want Colt? I get Liz.”

“She’s a skanky slut.”

“She’s not, but if she was wouldn’t that make her perfect for our plans? You said anyone and I pick her. Who knows? She’s probably married and fat by now. I may see her and not want her.”

“Pick someone else. Pick anyone else.”

I understood Elsa’s resistance. Liz was hot. Liz was a wild Goth party girl always up for a good time. We dated after high school and I had huge fun but we parted when I grew tired of the scene and Liz wanted more. We stayed friends on Facebook and Instagram and, years later, Elsa saw her pictures. She wanted to know my history with the girl so I told her. Maybe she heard the excitement in my voice or maybe she just hated the way Liz looked, but Elsa was not pleased.

“You must wear a condom,” Elsa sneered.

“Same for you and Colt.”

“Fine.”

“Fine.”

A sullen silence settled on us like a blanket. After a minute, I spoke.

“This is stupid. What’s the point of introducing new partners if it leads to us fighting and growing apart? Why hurt our relationship just for new sex?”

“You’re right,” she said. “I’m sorry I got jealous.”

“I’m sorry too, Baby.”

We kissed and Elsa pressed play.


Chapter 9

The plan was, I’d stay home and wait, which sounded awful. Colt would meet Elsa that evening at her dance studio, she’d lock the place up, and they’d drive to a nearby coffee shop to chat. But I knew my wife. We had a day of awkwardness after I granted her request but that night our sex was wild. Our sex was wild all week. She was constantly thinking about fucking him one last time. She couldn’t wait to get her hands on him. I knew if he met her at her business, they’d never make it to coffee. They’d only leave after they’d fucked. I was anxious about our whole stupid plan but she understood no relationship was possible with that man.

They simply weren’t compatible in that way. I convinced myself it would simply be a hot fling and she’d be done.

Afterward, I’d get Liz.

I couldn’t wait. Elsa’s body is lithe and graceful. Liz is petite with large breasts.

Liz is a beer-poster girl, a bikini babe. Elsa is a graceful swan. Liz is a prowling panther. I had no guarantee Liz would fuck me but the odds were in my favor.

The plan was, I’d stay home and wait, but that plan sucked. No way I could calmly sit on my ass while Colt fucked her. I waited less than ten minutes before I came up with a new, better plan.

I’ve been to her studio many times. I knew the layout. I knew the back door opened onto an alley. I had a spare key. I’d watch the front until he arrived and then, when she goes to let him in, I’d slip in through the backdoor and hide. No alarm to worry about. There’s one huge main room but there are lots of little side rooms. There are places to change clothes and soak tired feet and hang little girl costumes. Elsa has an office. There is a store room.

I remembered about a year and a half ago I crept in to surprise Elsa with a birthday present. I had a million places to hide until the right moment to jump out and scare her. I was confident I’d find such a spot again. That I didn’t worry about. What I did worry about was watching Colt fuck her. Could I handle it?

Could I stay silent and hidden? I told myself to be ready: Elsa would love his hands on her. Could I see that and keep it together? I was screwed if they got in his car and left but something in the way she spoke about this meeting all week told me that wouldn’t happen.

I parked my car three parking lots away and jogged through strip malls to her studio. The last class was leaving. Kids climbed into parents’ cars. The sun had set so I leaned against an elm and waited. After the last child left, Elsa, dressed in tights and a leotard, closed the door and locked it. She drifted away, checking her phone. Some lights winked out, but only the hot spotlights. I moved closer to her building but kept my eyes on the parking lot. Elsa entered her office and I lost sight of her.

A black BMW entered the lot, driving slow, and parked directly in front of the studio. I was unable to see through the tinted windows but my gut said it was our man. Elsa emerged from her office, phone to ear, and smiled broadly. She waved through the front window. The car door opened and Colt emerged. I recognized him because as soon as I knew he’d be fucking Elsa, I’d crawled her Facebook and Instagram for photos of the dude. He was tall and lanky, with streaks of gray through his hair. He looked almost twice her age. I remembered all the videos I’d watched and regretted knowing what he carried in his pants. My stomach began to twist and I wondered if I’d made a mistake coming here.

Too late to worry about that now.

I left my spot by the tree and hustled around the building. I would go in the back while she was out the front door. I hurried through the alley and found the backdoor to her studio. My hands were shaking as I inserted the key and opened the door. I stepped out of my shoes and into the hall and silently closed the door behind me. I heard the front door close. I spied Elsa greeting him at his car. They shared a quick and innocent kiss hello. I scanned my surroundings and located several excellent hiding places. I waited to see which way they’d go: main floor or Elsa’s office. I peered around a rack of girlie costumes as they entered the front. They closed the door.

He swept her into his arms like a freaking romance novel. She melted. He kissed her fiercely, passionately, like he fully understood what this meeting was about.

Had she texted him all week and not told me about it? It certainly appeared so.

His hand rose to smother her firm breast and her hand went to the front of his black jeans. She squeezed what she found there. They made out fervently, breathing hard and fast. Elsa broke the clutches to step away, panting. She pushed a button on the wall and the blinds turned to block the outside view. She stepped closer and he grabbed her again. They kissed like starved lovers. He mauled her breasts again and she groaned, then she grabbed his hands and threw them off her. She placed a palm on his chest and aggressively backed him against the wall. He reached for her again but she slapped his hand away. He froze. She squatted, gracefully seated on her heels. She began to open the front of his pants.

“You’ve changed,” he joked.

“I’ve missed your cock,” she said.

Ouch.

Belt. Button. Zipper. Tug.

With his pants around his knees she slowly leaned forward and kissed the bulge in his cotton boxer briefs. She kissed another lump which I assumed was a fat testicle and moved her lips to kiss another. Up and down the length of his hidden cock she showered loving kisses. His bulge grew, showing the outline of his shape, and she ducked her head under to nuzzle his underwear-covered balls.

Her lips traveled up again, following his shaft to the head. She peeled back the waistband just enough to expose the tip, which she suckled like a peach. His head fell back.

“You’re better at that,” he said. “And you were always amazing.”

Her lips crawled like slugs over his bulbous head. She lavished attention, her tongue slipping out to swirl and swaddle before vanishing again. Her excitement grew until she had to see a full display of his cock again. She hooked fingers in the elastic and pulled his underwear down, slowly, teasing herself, mesmerized as the sparse pubic hair appeared, then the wide root of the shaft, then the vein-covered tube of sensitive meat, backed by plump and full testicles, and then the fat and juicy head, already wet with her spit. She pushed pants and underwear together down to his ankles and then sat back, staring at the heavy man-meat hanging before her. She delicately lifted the head with dainty fingertips.

“Bigger than I remember,” she said.

I had to agree. He was bigger in life than he was when I saw him on a shitty phone video or even a computer monitor. Elsa gazed at the thing like she was remembering every time that beast had forced her to orgasm.

“Your cock is fucking beautiful,” she said.

“My cock is beautiful fucking,” he joked.

She shook her head.

“Don’t try to be charming, Colt, you’ll just piss me off. We are here for one thing.

One thing only.”

“Cup of coffee?”

My wife laughed. Then she lifted his cock like an eclair and opened her mouth.

She moved closer and extended her tongue, searching until she found the tip of his dick. She wiggled into the slit at the end, trying to send her tongue crawling up his dick. His knees buckled a little.

“Jesus, Elly,” he said.

She closed her lips on the tip but her tongue kept working. A minute later her cheeks sucked in as she vacuumed the head, hard, like she was trying to pull his sperm from his nuts. He braced his hands against the wall. His cock began to stiffen. He was older and taking longer to get hard but she was in no hurry, enjoying the oral advantages of a soft dick.

She drew a deep breath and began to slide him farther back, bending his cock to flow down her throat. Her lips inched along the shaft, drawing closer to his pubic hair. She paused a few times to relax her jaw or throat or even gag a little, and then continued, gradually sliding his spongy meat all the way in. Her lips burrowed into his salt and pepper pubes and her nose pressed against his pubic bone. She held herself there, relaxing, enjoying the sensation of a cock pulsating in her throat, enjoying, specifically, Colt’s pulsating cock in her throat. What a sight. Elsa moved her hands around to his ass to keep him in place while she sank his cock deep. The man was mature enough to remain still, let the girl have her fun. He stood over her and my wife began to slowly bob, just an inch or so, so that the very root of his dick appeared briefly before disappearing again. I felt that shit in my dick. Her hot mouth and throat were wrapped tight around every inch he had. He might be older and growing hard slowly but he was growing harder. Soon Elsa had to back off, bit by bit. He continued to stiffen as she slavered his meat and balls until at last he presented her with a thick, curved, rock-hard cock. She giggled, leaning back to look at her handiwork, delighted at the effect she had on him.

“You want to fuck me with that thing, Colt?” she teased.

“More than anything.”

“Good. I need your beast in me. I miss him. How many orgasms has your cock given me?”

He didn’t answer. How could he?

“Everything cool with you and what’s-his-name?”

“My husband’s name is David and yeah, we’re great.”

“If you’re great, what are you doing here with me?”

She didn’t answer right away. She stood and slipped her arms out of her leotard,

and then pushed it down, pausing before revealing her nipples and watching his expression. His attention focused. She continued, exposing those twin points and then her flat stomach. She kicked off her slippers and continued rolling her outfit down, gathering her tights too as she went. In moments, she stood before him nude, stiff nipples pointing up.

“I’m here because I want to fuck you one last time,” she said. “David loves me so much he said I could. He wants to give me what I want. He wants to make me happy. I’m not cheating on him. I never would. I only get to fuck you because he says so.”

Colt looked like he had more to say but wisely shut up. He shed his loafers and then his pants and underwear. He whipped his shirt off. He was wiry, with a few signs of aging, but his cock, which was all she cared about, was magnificent. I know it’s strange for a husband to call another man’s penis magnificent, especially when that penis was about to fuck his wife, but it was the truth. He had length and girth and proportion. Elsa was right: his cock was fucking beautiful, far better looking than in those grainy videos. I started to hate him.

What Elsa felt for him right now were things she’d never feel for me. She’d never desire my dick like she did his. I reminded myself it was a shallow, unimportant thing in the nigger scheme of life, but I wanted it anyway. I wanted my wife to crave my cock the way she did his, and I knew she never would.

My wife moved to a stack of heavy foam pads against the wall. She pulled the stack over and layered two pads atop each other, forming a makeshift bed. She gauged the height and added a third pad. Colt reached for his pants on the hardwood floor, removing several foil-wrapped condoms from a pocket.

“I brought rubbers, just like you asked,” he said.

There it was. They had communicated during the week. She failed to share any of that with me. I wondered what they said, how they teased each other. I made a note to spy on her phone again. Her voice shocked me back to the moment.

“Fuck condoms,” Elsa said, voice husky. “I’ll tell David it broke. I want you in me. I want nothing between us. Put that beautiful piece of meat in a cage? I don’t think so. I want to feel your dick slide into me skin against skin.”

My brain melted. She was a different woman for him.

“But don’t let tonight go to your head,” she continued. “You’re not the first man I fucked while married. David and I went to this crazy pool party and there was this super-hot guy in a bird costume with a dick bigger than yours. He fucked me in front of a crowd. Three times. It was wild. David ate my pussy when we got home and I’ve never been so turned on. How much must a man love a woman to eat her after she been fucked by another man? I came in David’s mouth so hard.

Best orgasm of my life. So, you can fuck me tonight and give me every drop. I’m going to run home and feed him my cunt again. I can’t wait. He’s going to make my head explode.”

Well. Shit.

I felt righteous pride that I’d given her the best orgasm of her life. I hadn’t thought much about the fact he pumped her full three times. I wasn’t eating her pussy because there was sperm in it. Yuck. I ate her pussy because she’d been fucked by another man. Like making her orgasm was a game of tag and she belonged to the last dude to make her climax. I’d taken her back from the Angel-man with my tongue. I hadn’t realized that turned her on so much. Maybe fucking Colt bareback was a good idea.

My resistance crumbled. I nodded, silently granting my wife permission to take Colt bare. My heart raced. I risked a little more exposure to see them better. Elsa was on the stacked pads and on her back. She lifted one slender leg and pointed her toes at the ceiling, then seductively moved her leg aside, opening herself to him, exposing her pussy.

“Your cunt is fucking beautiful,” he rasped.

She lifted her other leg and repeated the motion. Her toned limbs now formed a wide V. She scooped her hands under her lower back and tilted her hips, offering him her mouth-watering pussy. She looked so sexy. My dick started to get hard.

He moved towards their cushion-bed and dropped his knees near her ass. His hard cock seemed to lead him, seemed to strain in the effort to reach my wife.

He leaned over her, transferring his weight to his hands, and she reached between her legs with both hands, finding his erection and stroking his length.

He leaned closer and their lips met for a fearsome kiss. There were years of mutual longing in that kiss, years of fantasizing, wishing, remembering. I wondered how many times Elsa had made love to me while thinking about him.

She lined up his erection quickly. She kept one hand on his shaft and moved the other to his ass, pulling his butt forward, trying to get his cock in her. They moaned together and then chuckled.

“Slow down,” he said. “I’ve thought about this moment so many times over the years. I want to savor it.”

“I promise you’ve thought about it less than me. I think about fucking you every day. I have a dildo in my nightstand drawer that reminds me of you.”

I knew which dildo she meant. I’d never known she thought about Colt when I used it. He began kissing her again. She liked it at first but grew impatient.

“Put it in me,” she whined.

He leaned back and tilted his hips, lifting his cock between her legs so she could see it. She stared at his veiny erection.

“Goddamn it, Colt.”

He chuckled.

“You’re hornier than you used to be,” he said.

“I’m older now. I’m comfortable with what I like and who I am. Sex doesn’t make me feel guilty anymore.”

She was staring at his dick but so was I. Anticipation had built to the point even I wanted him to put it in her. It was the natural thing to do. A cock like that had a right to pussy. If I’d been out there with them I would have stepped aside and allowed him to claim my wife’s cunt. He possessed a weird superiority. Elsa gazed at his dick with such longing it tore me up inside at the same rate it aroused me. Fuck! Her torturous need was causing me equal pain. How could I want this almost as much as she did? The realization of it was both humiliating, heart-rending, and as addictive as any narcotic I could ever imagine. Fuck Howard and his drugs. Here was the real drug, and I felt myself growing addicted.

He walked his knees closer and grabbed his dick in one hand. Elsa sucked air, ready. He rubbed the underside of his cock up and down her clit, teasing, making her moan in frustration.

“I’m going to get up and beat your ass,” she rasped.

He drew his hips back and planted the head at her entrance. He began to ease his cock forward. Elly went submissive, rendered motionless by his advancing spear. I was too. My penis was hard. Her ex was slowly taking her pussy away from me and it was turning me on. She began to plead with him to bury every inch. Her gasps and moans sliced through the heart of me. I was sure she was soaked. Her desire for the man was staggering.

He brought her legs together and held them against his chest. He flexed his scrawny ass and sank the rest of his hard cock and my wife moaned loudly, head back, eyes closed. He shifted his position and I saw his large scrotum cover her asshole. He was all the way in. Elly rolled her hips and squeezed her eyes shut, overwhelmed and overjoyed. She felt him buried in there and lost herself in the sensations. I realized I had no desire to join them and make it a threesome. I wanted him to fuck her. I wanted him to quench her lust. She wanted to get fucked by that man, not me, and I wanted that for her, but I also wanted to see him fuck her. It was better this way, just him and her. His big dick settled any argument before it started. Of course he’d be the one to take her.

His hips moved that log smoothly in and out. He knew what he was doing. He knew he had the size to hurt a woman but he was anything but clumsy. He did hurt her occasionally but Elsa craved that kind of pain. That kind of pain told her she was stuffed with quality cock, with superior man meat. She was eager to submit to a man like that.

She mumbled too low for me to hear but her words grew louder. Moments later she screeched his name and orgasmed, whimpering with delight. I wondered if he would go next but I should have known. They’d waited years for this reunion.

Tonight would last. He held his rhythm while she writhed on his dick and then he pushed all the way in and turned her graceful dancer’s body face down. He pushed her legs closed and fucked her from behind and she groaned again and again, wet pussy slushing. He wet a thumb and pushed it up her asshole at just the right time, forcing another huge orgasm from her. She reached both hands back to grab a butt cheek and spread herself, granting him full access to any hole he wanted, and Elsa doesn’t do anal sex. His dick was a slow piston, invading her tight tunnel and then withdrawing, gleaming and shiny from her drenched pussy.

He lowered his wiry body on top of hers, pressing her into the cushions. He kissed the nape of her neck and across her back. He kissed her ears. She turned her head and they kissed passionately over her shoulder. He leaned back and placed his hands on her shoulders, forcing her into the pads. She was impaled and helpless and he began to fuck her harder.

“Cum in her,” I heard someone whisper, and was startled when I realized it was me that said it.

What a conflicted emotional reaction I had to those words. Why did I say it? If I turned my mind that way, an ocean of pain and fear awaited. This hung stud was fucking my wife! I watched passively and did nothing. No. Worse than that. I watched and grew aroused. I wanted him to ejaculate in her. I wanted him to inseminate her. The idea was erotic torture. I’d eat her tainted pussy when she got home and force her womb to orgasm with all that semen in it. My brain was on fire.

I rubbed the front of my pants. I was rock hard. Out on the cushions, my wife wailed in climax again and my penis surged even harder. I wanted to unzip and free my dick but I couldn’t trust myself to remain silent. I feared getting caught.

Better to wait and take care of things at home or, even better, take my angst out on her. I loved the idea of forcing her to suck my dick and drink my sperm. I decided that was best. I would watch them fuck and save every stab in my heart for later. I would listen to her sounds of pleasure, her howls of climax, and fill my tank with lust. I’d wait to get her home and I’d punish my cheating wife with my dick. The more I saw them doing now, the better. Retribution would be mine.

I knew that was bullshit even as I thought it. I didn’t want revenge for what she did. If I was honest, I was thrilled she fucked him. I’d never seen something so sexy. The Angel-man had shattered the taboo but at that point in time, I wasn’t ready to accept shedding that rule. But he laid the groundwork, he turned the soil. Now, watching Colt fuck my wife, I was ready to embrace this new way.

My balls ached with the need to see him shoot buckets of sperm in her.

Elsa orgasmed again and he barely gave her time to finish. He flipped her onto her back and moved between her legs. She brought them along his body and they kissed with real emotion, deep affection. His hips moved faster. They were attuned to one another. They kissed constantly, gazing into each other’s eyes.

There was so much history there, so much emotion between them. My heart

ached to see her look at him like that but my dick throbbed. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders.

“I want you in me,” she urged. “I want to carry you inside for days. I want to feel that big slab jump and shoot. Give me your cum, Baby. Pump it all into me. I need it. My pussy needs it. Empty those big beautiful balls in me, sweetheart!”

She stopped talking and I was glad she did. Each word landed like a hammer.

Colt filled his lungs and bellowed, driving his cock deep over and over as his nuts jumped and his sperm shot. Her ex was ejaculating inside her and I was going crazy. She clawed at his back. She squeezed him with her legs. She thrust her pussy down his length again and again, coaxing and milking his huge load.

My dick screamed for release but I did not dare. Colt blasted surge after surge of semen and Elsa begged for it all.

At last they crumpled into a tangled pile. Colt gasped for air, sweaty from his efforts. Elsa ran fingertips over his sensitive skin, cooing and murmuring with satisfied delight. Her toes were curled. Her legs were still held tightly against his body. His big cock was still buried in her and neither of them was in any hurry to remove it.


Chapter 10

They rested like that a long time. Mentally, I was climbing the walls. Her sopping pussy was stuffed with his thick cock and they just stayed melded like that, enjoying their bodies merged. Their blended bodies were united and it made both happy and content. His sagging balls hung to the cushion.

They spoke softly and fondly and kissed frequently. They touched each other tenderly, brushing loose strands of hair aside or tilting a chin for a kiss. It was almost less painful watching them fuck than to see them share this level of intimacy. The familiar sense of boyfriend and girlfriend returned. They were close again, affectionate, warm and loving.

“You’re still mostly hard,” Elsa said.

“I want to fuck you again.”

“Not bad for an old man,” she teased.

She reached under her ass to find his hanging balls and played with them. She stretched a little farther, searching.

“If I remember right,” she said. “This always got you going.”

Her arm tensed and Colt gasped. His ass flexed.

“Fuck that’s good,” he said.

Her arm began small movements. I took a minute to realize she’d penetrated his asshole and now finger-fucked him. They kissed softly for a while and then she giggled.

“Works every time,” she said. “I feel you getting hard inside me.”

Her hand never stopped. She pumped a finger in his asshole and his dick hardened again. He began to move his hips in time with her hand, fucking her pussy as she fingered his ass.

“You’re so thick,” she muttered. “You spread me. I love how you feel in there. I missed it.”

Colt focused on dragging his growing cock in and out of her. He was almost fully erect and his hips were gaining speed. Elsa held her finger steady and Colt backed himself up on it before every thrust. My wife’s head fell back.

“You’re going to make me cum again,” she sighed.

“Do it.”

“Don’t stop.”

Colt growled. They’d done this before many times. Each knew their role. Elsa locked her hand in place and Colt plowed my wife with everything he had. Elly orgasmed first, a high-pitched cry of pure pleasure. He must have been holding back because as soon as she let loose, he did too, roaring like a beast and flooding her cunt. Her finger worked fast, teasing and coaxing his load out. He shuddered as his sperm left him and flowed into her.

They collapsed this time like they had the first, tangled and loving. They stayed that way a long time. Finally, Colt lifted his chest off her. Their eyes met.

“Time to pick up your daughter?” my wife asked.

“I’m afraid so. Can we do this again?”

“I hope so. It was supposed to be just this once but everything was perfect. I want more. I’ll work on David. I’m sure he’ll let me.”

Colt lifted his body off hers, drawing his long soft cock from her snug tunnel.

Her inner labia clung to the thick meat, desperate to delay his departure. The head slipped free and a small gush of semen followed. They both laughed.

“I forgot how much you cum,” she muttered, rubbing fingertips in the flow.

“Next time I’ll save up. I jerked off every day in anticipation of tonight.”

“Yes, save it. I can feel when your dick swells and then shoots. I love it.”

He began to pluck his clothes from the floor and dress. She laid there tranquil and happy. His dick swung close to her face and she grabbed it, stuffing the head and several inches in her mouth. He stopped to allow her and gazed as she suckled him. Eventually she let his heavy cock swing free.

“I can’t wait to fuck you again,” he said. “Talk to David.”

“I will. I feel the same way.”

He finished dressing and walked himself to the door. He waved once and vanished into the night. Elsa threw herself backward and raised her hands to the ceiling like she spoke to God.

“Holy fucking shit!” she shouted, laughing.

She straightened her legs and explored her pussy with a finger. She brought the slick digit over her face and rubbed Colt’s sperm between fingertips. She sucked her fingers clean and stretched her tired body and rolled onto her stomach. She slid from the pads and stood and sperm dripped from her slit. She laughed and cupped her pussy and hurried to her office for a towel. She returned and wiped the floor and threw the cushions back onto their stacks. She collected her discarded outfit and returned to her office and I realized what she intended and quickly whipped my phone out, barely reducing the volume in time. When it rang, I let it go to voicemail. She hung up and elected to send a text instead. I angled my glowing screen away and read: What a hot fuck, David. I loved it.

Colt is so sweet. We can talk about me fucking him again? I want to. I’ll be home soon. I love you.

She set her phone aside and began unraveling her tangled leotard and tights. I took advantage of her distraction to scurry to the back door. I slipped through and closed it, put my shoes on, and raced to my car. Elsa would be home soon and she’d crave my adoring tongue. True, her pussy carried two loads of concentrated Colt, but I was ready to wreck her.

I got home and ran through the house, making it look like I’d been home the whole time. I answered her text, apologizing for missing her call and promising I’d devour her the moment she stepped through the door. I skipped over the part where she said she wanted to fuck Colt again.

Soon the garage door opened and she entered the house. I waited, naked, in our bed. She tried to play cool but I jumped out of bed and swooped her into my arms. I showered her with kisses. The story of Colt could wait. I needed her now.

I tossed her on the bed and ripped her clothes away. I was frantic, obsessed. She was overwhelmed at first but stopped resisting and gave in, giggling at my fervent need. I cared nothing about her guilt or her need to talk. I stripped my wife and pinned her. She got into it, her lust rising to meet mine. I bent her leg back and she twisted away and I grabbed both ankles and spread her cheating cunt wide. She tried to cover her shame but I yanked her hands away and buried my wiggling tongue in her soaked furnace pussy. I lapped and licked and slobbered all over and she wrapped my head in her hands and legs. We could discuss things later. I desperately needed to make her cum.


Chapter 11

We sat on our huge bed. I turned my laptop to face Elsa showing her pictures of Liz, in her Hooters uniform, on her Instagram page.

“She works at Hooters?” Elsa asked, annoyed.

“Not any more. That picture’s old. Now she works at a lawyer’s office and does OnlyFans on the side. Here’s a current picture.”

I spun the laptop towards me, flipped to a new picture, and turned it at Elsa. I watched my wife’s face. The photo showed Liz in a tiny black bikini, wearing heavy eyeshadow and black lipstick. Stiff nipples tented the small black triangles. Her body was ridiculous. Her face was stunning. The years had been kind. Elsa studied my soon to be lover. At least I hoped she was soon to be. Liz attracts every kind of man and can take her pick but I know she had a soft spot for me. I believed I could explain how I got one freebie while married and I immediately thought of her and she’s weird enough to take it as a compliment.

She’d go for it just because it’s so improper and outrageous. There was a small chance she’d turn me down but I was hopeful.

Elsa assessed my choice and was not amused.

“She’s too pretty,” my wife said. “Pick someone else.”

“No. Her.”

Elsa thumbed through additional pictures. Liz at a concert. Liz at a protest.

“She’s gorgeous, David. She’s prettier than me and has a better body. I hate the idea of you with her.”

“That was the deal, Elly, and her body is not better than yours, it’s different.

You’re a ballerina. She’s a stripper.”

“I want a stripper body.”

“Please don’t. I love your body.”

She studied the pictures again.

“She’s so hot,” my wife said. “So sexy. She makes me want to fuck her.”

“She would totally fuck you. Maybe we should try for a threesome instead of just me and her? That way you wouldn’t feel excluded?”

Elsa scoffed.

“You’re so generous,” she teased. “Offering to have a threesome with your wife and the other woman.”

I shrugged.

“It’s on the table,” I said. “I let you have Colt all to yourself. It is generous that I’m willing to share Liz.”

Elsa looked at the pictures again. Liz had posted a ton of racy photos.

“No,” my wife said. “Fair is fair. I hate it. It will kill me. But you can have Liz the same way I had Colt. The only difference is I don’t ever want to hear one word about it. I’m going to pretend it never happened. You go out and have your fun and come home like you met the guys for a beer. That’s it. Don’t tell me shit, even if I ask. Ever.”

“Done.”

Our doorbell gonged.

“I’ll get that,” I said.

I left the bed and grabbed a robe on the way downstairs. I flipped on the lights and opened the front door.

Howard.

“I hope I didn’t disturb you?” he said.

“Not at all. What’s up?”

“Candice and I are having friends over Saturday night. You and Elsa are invited.”

“Thank you. I’ll let Elsa know.”

“I hope last time didn’t put you off to us. We’ve not heard from you.”

“Not at all. We’ve just been busy.”

“Great,” he said. “I hope to see you Saturday night.”

We shook hands and I returned to the bedroom. Elsa raised an eyebrow.

“Howard,” I explained. “We’re invited to another gathering Saturday night. I said we’d let him know but of course we’ll skip this one.”

“I can’t wait to go,” my wife countered. “Who knows what will happen this time?”

“Are you kidding? I’m never going back to that place.”

“Why not? Our neighbors are exciting people.”

“They drugged us, Elly. They used us for their own weird entertainment. They care nothing for us except what we can do for them.”

“This time we’ll be in the crowd with the cool people. Some other unlucky soul will have her brains fucked out. That sounds like fun.”

“I want no part of it.”

“You don’t have to go. I can go without you and report back.”

“I want you to stay away from that place.”

She gave me a funny look. She wanted to respect my feelings but I’m not her father and I can’t give her orders. I’d like her to leave Howard and Candice alone but I can’t force her. She knew all that was true but had no desire to throw it in my face.

“Look,” she said. “I’ll be a good girl. I’ll behave and come home. It’s just around the corner.”

I resisted the urge to fight with her. She knew I disapproved. I wondered if she

rubbed my nose in this because of our earlier conversation regarding Liz and decided yes, this was petty spite. Two can play that game so I resolved to fuck Liz no matter what.


Chapter 12

Our week was strained. Elsa and I had tension and distance every day. I called Liz and made plans for Saturday night. She was thrilled to hear from me. Right away she asked if I was still married and I confirmed I was. I said I’d been thinking about her and wondered how life was treating her. She was touched. I think she decided to fuck me right then.

Saturday rolled around and I started getting ready to meet Liz. Elsa started getting ready too, taunting me with a short black dress and heels. She skipped a bra because her firm breasts did not need one. Her dress tied like a bow between her tits and she untied and retied it several times, exposing her perfect tits and trying to torture me, which she did. She was showing how easy it was to get access, like maybe somebody tonight would.

“You sure you want to meet Liz tonight?” she asked, retying the bow one last time. “It’s not too late to join me at Howard’s place.”

I refused to take her bait.

“Yes. I’m looking forward to it. I’d better go. I don’t want to be late.”

That dig annoyed her. I kissed her on the lips and grabbed my jacket and keys. I watched our mansion fade in the rearview mirror. The plan was dinner at a nice restaurant. I did not expect sex tonight. I didn’t tell Elsa that because she was being an obnoxious weenie. If you make a deal you don’t like, be adult about it.

Elsa was acting like a spoiled child.

Liz was on time and looked amazing. We had a fantastic meal and great conversation and she kissed my lips a little too long goodnight in the parking lot.

I did not think about Elsa at Howard’s place until I was in the car driving home. I sent my wife a text informing her the meal was over, no sex happened, and, I was headed home, but I got no response. I pulled into the garage, killed the engine, and entered the house. I walked around, calling Elsa’s name, but she wasn’t home. Our big house was empty.

What to do?

I couldn’t go to Howard and Candy’s place because I’d already taken a stand against that. I hated the idea of simply waiting passively for her to return, but what choice did I have? I went upstairs and wandered our bedroom, breathing in the fine perfume Elsa wore tonight. I looked at the scattered panties and rejected outfits, irritated by all the effort she’d put into looking hot for them. I poured a drink and stepped onto our balcony.

The night was cool with a light breeze. I heard music and laughter over the field and got the bright idea to aim the telescope that way. There was a crowd around the grotto but if they’d had a show, it was already over. I panned the lens left and right but saw no one I recognized. I began to search the lit windows of their mansion one by one. I spied sex going on everywhere, in almost every room.

That place was a den of sin. I started at the ground floor and worked my way up until I spotted a little black dress.

Elsa.

I adjusted the focus and then turned the dial, zooming the lens on my wife. I gasped. I thought she was dancing but as she loomed larger in my view, I realized her wrists were tied to a metal frame over her head. She struggled to free herself. I swept the telescope left and right to view the whole room and discovered Howard, big and hard, and six other men, also sporting fat erections, watched the butler pull a padded sawhorse around and place it firmly against Elly’s hips. Howard turned a lever and Elsa was bent forward over the sawhorse, arms still stretched before her. The men formed a line behind my wife.

“No,” I muttered. “No, no.”

How could I get to her? The front of their house was gated, the massive front doors undoubtedly locked. The entire property was surrounded by a high wall.

Assuming I get through the front gate and ring the doorbell, who lets me in?

How do I even find which room she’s in? That place was a labyrinth.

Movement drew me to the eyepiece again. One of the men walked in front of

Elsa and teased her with his cock. My wife chased his dick with an open mouth.

He went left and then right and she followed every move he made, desperate to suck him. The men laughed. He stopped and allowed her to close her lips around the head and a man behind her took that opportunity to step close and ease his cock into her pussy. She looked electrified and I wondered what drug Howard had used this time. The man behind flipped her little black dress up on her butt and grabbed her hips. He pushed every inch he had deep into my woman. Elsa’s mouth fell open and she lost the cock in her mouth for a moment, but quickly recovered and sucked the man in again.

The line behind her separated, some moving to enjoy her mouth and some remaining in line for her pussy. Howard backed away to watch, a huge smile on his face. Elsa was cock-hungry, eager for each man to penetrate. Howard left my view for a moment but soon returned, a small whip, like a riding crop, in his hand. I gasped as he stung Elsa’s hanging tits with it, causing her to writhe in seemingly greater pleasure. He gestured to the men and they quickly removed her clothing. He circled her as she was fucked at each end, stinging her sensitive skin from tits to toes. She jumped, helpless, each time the whip shot out to lick her hide. In minutes, she was a squirming, twisting, thrashing prisoner.

I’d warned her about going to their place and I felt a grim satisfaction that I’d been correct. Let him whip her. Serves her right. The men fucked fast without regard for her, just using her body to pleasure themselves and then ejaculating as soon as they could. Both lines dwindled quickly. Howard walked circles around her, striking with the whip at random.

At last the final man filled her and stepped away. My wife was exhausted. It dawned on me that in all that squirming and wriggling  and thrashing, she was probably also experiencing orgasms, and judging by how weak she now appeared, I concluded I was right. The lever was turned and the metal frame slowly brought Elsa vertical again. Howard tossed the whip aside and circled her throat with a dog collar. He attached a silver chain leash. He’d clearly taken some of his erection drug because he was rock hard as he went about his business. He freed her wrists and helped her step clear of the framework. She lowered her eyes but made no move to remove the collar or free herself from the leash.

Howard gently pulled and my wife dutifully followed. I watched as they descended the many floors, catching glimpses of them through the windows.

Finally, they emerged onto the patio. Most guests turned to watch the pretty slave pass.

A naked black man approached Howard and they spoke briefly and Howard agreed to something. The black man sat in a nearby chair and spread his knees and my wife squatted between them, obediently getting to work on pleasing the man orally. Howard and the man chatted while my Elsa sucked and licked black cock. When the moment arrived, the black man held my wife’s head with both hands and pumped his load into her vacuuming mouth. Howard led Elsa away.

I watched as Howard led her around the ground floor. Anyone could have her, man or woman. Howard shared my wife with all, leading her around by her chain leash. She never protested, never refused, even when her lover was not so attractive. She drained balls and licked pussies all around the house. Only when there were no more lovers to satisfy did Howard lead her upstairs to a huge bedroom. He removed the collar and kissed her deeply before easing her backward onto a bed and moving between her legs. His cock had remained stiff all night and I imagined he must be dying for release about now, but he fucked my wife for almost an hour, in every position, before pumping his tremendous load far up inside. I saw Elsa orgasm several times.

To see my wife used this way stirred something deeply buried in me. My dick rose as I watched him use her. I craved masturbation but waited, assuming Elsa would come home and it would be my turn to use her.

I wanted to add my load to those she carried.

Downstairs, the party faded. Sleepy guests retired to open bedrooms. Lights were turned off, trash and clothing collected.

After his eruption, Howard collapsed on top of her. She let him rest a minute and then shoved him aside. She left the bed and then left the bedroom, prowling the almost empty house until she found the room with her dress on the floor. She shimmied into it. She collected shoes and panties and padded down the stairs. I realized she was heading home and I rushed to our bathroom, brushed my teeth and then crawled into bed. I heard our front door close and then shoes hit the travertine. Soft footsteps climbed the stairs.

“Are you awake?” she whispered into the dark bedroom.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

A zipper sounded and fabric rustled and she left the doorway to step into the

ambient light and then there she was: a glorious disarray, a messy-haired fallen ballerina, streaks of pink welts dotting her skin, puffy nipples so stiff they threatened to never soften, deliciously bare labia swollen from much abuse. She smelled of semen and sweat and my raging hard on ached for her. She approached our bed.

“Have fun?” I asked.

“Howard drugged me again,” she slurred.

“I warned you.”

“I asked him to. He drugged me and then I fucked them all, David. I fucked everyone.”

She climbed onto the bed and crawled towards me.

I confess, I lost my mind.

Perhaps it was the unrealized sexual tension I carried from my date with Liz. I had hoped for sex but settled for conversation. Maybe, but I suspected that was not the root cause. No, I lost my mind because of what I’d seen Elsa do. My wife was a cock-loving slut, and I welcomed it.

I grabbed handfuls of hair and flipped her on her back. I used my knees to open her legs and planted my mouth over her mound. Her cheating cunt was an oven.

I pushed my tongue as far up into her as I could get it and enjoyed the deep satisfaction of her heartfelt and meaningful moan. I placed my hands on her inner thighs and pushed, spreading her obscenely wide. She might have been posing for a raunchy men’s magazine except I was down there, feasting on her unfaithful pussy. My dick throbbed as I devoured her, determined to rip an orgasm from her body. I needed only a short time before the excitement of what I did got to her. My wife climaxed screaming. I wiped my face on the bedspread and moved higher and she quickly found my erection and pulled me in.

“I fucked them all,” she repeated, as if she herself could not believe what she’d done.

I thrust my hips. My dick stabbed her, sinking halfway. She gasped and I pushed deeper, all the way to my balls. She was drenched, soaked, slippery and searing.

I tried to push deeper still but I’d run out of cock.

“I fucked no one,” I growled.

My wife groaned deeply.

“You didn’t fuck Liz?”

“No. We ate dinner and talked. Nothing more.”

Elsa moaned from her heart. My news only made her sluttier, and she loved it.

She loved that I left Liz untouched. I began to pump my hips. Her cunt was so slick I slipped in and out with ease. I made up for the loss of friction by pumping faster.

“You fucked everyone while your husband fucked no one,” I growled.

Elsa grabbed my face and kissed me passionately. Our tongues wrestled and I tasted how she’d serviced them all.

“Howard’s in me,” she hissed. “I fucked him too. I fucked our neighbor and brought his cum home to you.”

She was high as a kite. My hips were a blur. I was desperate to climax. I suckled a stiff nipple and sucked hard enough to hurt her. She winced but only became more aroused. I frantically wished I had more dick to punish her with. I despaired for a great club of meat, a thick cudgel to pound her. I slammed my hips as fast as I could, inching toward a monumental orgasm. Her hips were rising to meet mine on every stroke. We were crazy, lost in lust.

“I’m going to cum,” she whimpered. “My womb is full of sperm and I’m going to cum. I’m a slut, Baby. I’m a slut.”

She climaxed. Her back arched and I sucked hard on a nipple and kept my hips pumping. She howled like her mind was melting. I jumped to the other nipple and sucked even harder and she thrashed beneath me, lost to the blinding white noise in her head. My orgasm jumped up to seize me and I exploded inside her, spraying hot jizz into the ocean she already carried. She held a host of others in her, including Howard’s hot sperm. I’ve never ejaculated so hard in my life.

We passed out.


Chapter 13

I awoke to an empty bed. My first thought was panic: Elsa had returned to Howard’s place. Nope. I glanced around and quickly located my wife, still nude, outside on the balcony. The night wind stirred her long hair. She was bent slightly, gazing through the telescope. I wondered what celestial object she held in her sights and then reality slammed my mind to fully awake.

I’d left the device pointed at Howard’s place. I’d left the lens aimed at the bed in which he fucked her. She was right now realizing that I knew everything. I’d known everything and pounced on her pussy anyway. Beyond that, I’d probably known what kind of people they were when we attended their first gathering. I left the bed and pulled on a robe without tying it. I opened the French doors and stepped outside. She turned when she heard me.

“You knew,” she said. “You’ve always known who they were.”

I did not try to lie my way out of it.

“I did,” I said.

“Howard invited us to that gathering and you’d already seen what kind of people they were. You allowed me to go in blind, to drink what they gave me, to join in their obscene performance. Even once it was over, you told me nothing. Why? I can only conclude you wanted all this to happen.”

“I had no idea they’d drug us that night.”

She rolled her eyes.

“No wonder you let me fuck Colt,” she said. “Here I thought I was the guilty one. You let me fuck Colt to reduced your own shame.”

“About that,” I blurted. “I was there.”

Her expression turned to pure shock.

“What?”

“I was there. At your dance studio. I waited in the parking lot for Colt to arrive. I knew you would never make it to coffee. I knew you’d fuck him right there. I used my spare key to enter through the door off the alley and hid behind the racks of costumes. I saw everything. I heard everything. You haven’t been honest either.”

“Yes, I have.”

“Really? Bummer how that condom just happened to break even though you wanted his dick in you, skin against skin.”

Her mouth dropped open. She shut it.

“We are both guilty, Elsa, which is stupid because we’re hiding from each other the very things we want for each other.”

“You want me to fuck Colt? You want me to fuck Howard?”

I drew a deep breath. Moment of truth time.

“I do,” I said. “That’s hard to admit but I do. I’ve arranged things to make it happen and then done nothing to prevent it from happening, so I guess actions speak louder than words.”

“I do not want you to fuck Liz. No way. You had your window and let it slip by.

There won’t be a ton of dates as you guys work up to the big event. No. You can pick some stranger at a bar. Liz is too hot and you have too much history.”

“If history is a reason to say no, then why are you fucking Colt? You guys go back farther than me and Liz. He’s more relevant to your past than Liz is to mine.

He was your first. You still have feelings for him. All I feel for Liz is lust.”

We stood glaring at each other. I felt my emotions draining away. Now that I’d admitted, out loud, to her and myself that I did indeed like to see her fucked, many things fell into place in my mind. I’d been battling myself for no reason.

“One time,” I said. “That’s less than you asked for regarding Colt. Let me fuck her once and never again. I’ll let you have Colt as much as you want.”

“What? Seriously?”

“Yes. Let me scratch Liz off my list. Let me bang her once and I’ll grant your wish.”

Elsa left the telescope and hurried into my arms. We kissed and I tasted the other men. My dick stirred to life. Elly wrapped her finger around me and brought her face close.

“Did you watch me fuck all those men?”

“Yes. I found you before they bent you over the sawhorse.”

“Wow. You saw everything. Did you see me on a leash? Did you see me suck that black cock?”

“Yes.”

She kissed me softly.

“Did it turn you on?”

“So much.”

“Let’s go inside,” she said. “I need my phone.”

“Why? Howard is sleeping. The whole mansion is asleep.”

She shook her head, grinning.

“I’m going to text Colt. I’ve got passion for Colt.”

“That’s a little frightening.”

“Good,” she said. “I’m sure that will make you fuck me even better.”

Chapter 14

I should have known. I should have seen it coming. Elsa graciously backed away and spoke no more of Liz. I thought she’d come to terms with my demand. She certainly came to terms with the part where I gave her Colt on a silver platter.

She even invited him to our home. She told him I was out of town but I hid downstairs and then slipped up to our bedroom. Finding a spot to hide was easy in this house. I watched as my wife broke in our new big bed, Uncle Stanley’s bed, with her first love. Colt would be the first man to take her in our bed. For the next week, I went crazy every time I fucked her in it. Colt’s presence in our home, in our bedroom, had changed everything.

But that was not her biggest surprise.

Elsa joined Liz’s OnlyFans page. They became friends. They started going out together for drinks and dancing. I was nervous as fuck about that. I still had not made my move.

I came home one Saturday night after a few beers with friends. A handwritten note on the kitchen counter awaited me: Howard’s place, was all it said. I climbed the stairs, loathed to return to that place. I walked through our bedroom and out the French doors, strangely left open. The telescope was already aimed. I put my eye to the lens.

Liz stood with her wrists tied over her head. Elsa held a camcorder, Howard held a whip. I was sure the camcorder would mean a great episode for Liz on her website.

Men with drugged-up erections circled my ex, watching and waiting and allowing the tension to build. Liz looked hungry, hungry for every hard cock in the room. Would I still fuck her after this? No. Not because she was now damaged goods or something, but because a night like this placed Liz in Elsa’s camp, not mine. She was lost to me now and my wife knew it. She’d taken Liz away from me.

There was a moment where all eyes were glued to a writhing Liz. Elsa chose that moment to turn and look out the window, look across the vast green field, look directly into my watching eyes. She waved and smiled, and then set the recorder down, aimed at Liz. She began to undress, eager to join her new friend, eager to offer herself to all those men.

Hard to be present in a room like that and not crave some for yourself.

End
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