


Contents





Chapter 1



Chapter 2



Chapter 3



Chapter 4



Chapter 5



Chapter 6



Chapter 7



Chapter 8



Chapter 9



Chapter 10



Chapter 11



Chapter 12



Chapter 13



Chapter 14















Hotwife Palace














A Hot Wife Story




































Copyright © Hotwife Palace (2023) Matthew Lee







All rights reserved.







No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner







without the prior written permission of the copyright owner,







except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.







This is a work of fiction and any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.








By Matthew Lee





Chapter 1


I pushed another forty-five-pound iron plate on the bar. Draymond adjusted his loose tank top and sat on the bench.

"I'm shooting for six reps," he said, grinning. "Four would be good."

"I'll spot you."

He studied himself in the mirrored wall. He was buff, yes, and handsome, again yes, but his vanity was so often obnoxious. His eyes traveled his smooth ebony skin, roaming over bulging muscles and gorgeous face.

"Stop staring and do your set."

I tease Dray a lot but he deserves it. The man is in love with himself. Of course, he has good reason. We work in the same office downtown and every woman there has mentioned how much they want to fuck the man, at least those that haven't fucked him already. They say don't shit where you eat and I've warned Draymond many times that sleeping with coworkers is a bad idea, but he won't listen. Dray loves new pussy. Dray cannot stop himself.

"Hang on, Parker," he said, pulling his phone from a pocket. "Did I show you the babe from this weekend?"

"Dude, do your fucking set. It's late. Addy will be annoyed with me when I get home. Your workouts always take too long."

"Then bring her to the gym. I keep telling you to invite her to join us. She won't complain if she's here and working out."

"I'll keep you away from her, thanks. Introducing you would be a bad idea."

"I get it. You don't trust your wife around me. That's cool."

"Shut up. I'm worried you'll try to show her your latest conquest. That would go over well."

"Do you want to see or not?"

I threw my head back to stare at the ceiling, exasperated.

"Fine. Show me."

Draymond stuck the screen under my nose. I recognized her, as usual.

"Swipe right," he said.

"Is that Rebecca?"

"Yes, it is. Swipe right."

"You fucked Rebecca?"

"Yes. Swipe right."

I swiped the screen. The first photo was Rebecca standing on Dray's balcony. She wore a pretty, floral-print dress that displayed a generous amount of bosom. She smiled as if slightly embarrassed to have her picture taken. I flipped to the next screen. Rebecca, naked from behind, hair wet and towel in one hand. Flip. Rebecca, laughing, reaching for the camera, big tits caught swinging, blurry landing strip out of focus. Flip. Rebecca, lying on Dray's bed, hair spilled all around framing her face, tits fully displayed. Her expression showed she'd waited long enough and was ready for black dick. I got jealous. Rebecca is so hot.

"You want to see her pussy? Keep going."

"No, I better stop now."

"but you want to see her pussy."

"I do, yes, but I shouldn't. It's kind of cheating on Addy in a weird way. Do any of these women know you show their pictures to others?"

"Of course they do."




"Do any of these women know you show their pictures to

 

me


 
, a man they know well and work with five days a week?"




Dray took his phone from my hand, flipping fast. He handed me the device again.

"That's her pussy. Let me tell you, she tasted sweet like a peach. I ate her for hours. I fucked her three times that night."

I looked. I shouldn't have but I did. I've known Rebecca for years. She's gorgeous and funny and smart and hardworking. I have tremendous respect for her and I should have told Dray to knock it off, but I didn't. I wanted to see. Rebecca's pussy was as gorgeous as the rest of her. Small inner labia peeked through outer lips, every inch devoid of hair, so smooth, in fact, she looked like she'd never had pubic hair.

"She gets waxed," Draymond said, guessing my thoughts.

"No shit."

"Isn't it pretty? Most women don't like how their pussy looks. They don't understand how a man can think they are beautiful. Doesn't Becca's cunt make your mouth water?"

This is always the problem with Draymond. He's almost always right. He's blunt and honest and forthright. Rebecca's pussy did look delicious.

"You want to see Sandy naked?"

"Sandy? From the sales team?"

"Yeah."

"Dude, I've seen almost every woman at work naked. They are going to crucify you when they learn you've shown the pictures to someone they work with. When you get caught, do not drag me down with you."

"Get caught? You won't turn me in. You keep your mouth shut because you want to see new pictures. These women know I show them to my friends. I get their permission. Most of them are turned on by the idea. They always ask how my friends reacted. I'm honest and they love it. I just hid your name. They assume I mean my single friends because a married man would refuse to look at these pictures out of respect for his wife, right? Look at Sandy."

He took the phone and flipped screens again, then handed it back. I saw Sandy, our top salesperson, naked and sprawled on Dray's huge bed. She was thick through the legs and ass with a triangle of pubic hair and smallish breasts. I felt guilty. Her face is so sweet.

"Enough. Put your phone away and do your set."

Draymond did as I requested, powering through his reps and setting the bar. Veins ran along his shoulders and arms. The man was ripped. I spied an Asian woman working the machine next to us giving my friend the eye.

"You have a fan," I murmured.

He was so cool. He pretended not to notice but sat close enough for her to say something, which she did. They began a conversation and I dropped to do my set. He was entering her number in his phone when I finished. I checked her out from head to toe. She was hot, sexy, with long black hair and perfect skin. I burned her into my memory because there was an excellent chance that soon Draymond would show me her nudes and I wanted to remember this moment.

"Hit the showers?" he asked after telling her goodnight.

"Yep. Good workout."

"Good workout."




We had to stop twice so he could talk to people he knew. Social butterfly. We finally made it to our lockers and shed our sweaty gym gear. His jockstrap came down and I saw the object that fueled his spectacular self-confidence. I've seen his penis a million times and it always impresses me. The thing hangs there like a sleeping bear. He's got length and girth and a symmetrical shape. If he wasn't already making a ton of money in the financial markets, he probably could have had a decent career in porn. He wasn't huge but he was big and, from what I'd heard around the office, knows how to use it. I know it sounds strange but I've had several female colleagues tell me he's so good in bed they

 

don't


 
want a relationship with him. They want to avoid fucking up what they have. I always thought women were looking for relationships but when it comes to Draymond, they prefer to leave it at fantastic sex.




We grabbed our towels and headed for the showers.

Draymond and I are friends because, like him, I'm blunt and honest and forthright. I have a nice body and a nice dick but nothing in his league. We think alike at work and, if you'll excuse the sports analogy, hit multiple grand-slam home runs every year. Our partnership works. His charm brings the client to the negotiating table and my analyses and insight keeps them.

We soaped and shampooed and talked about strategy at work. Dray asked for the millionth time if he could come over for dinner and to meet Adriana and for the millionth time I laughed in his face.

"I will never allow you and Addy in the same room together."

He made a fake hurt face.

"You don't trust me around your wife?"

"No, I don't. You're like a brother, Dray, but I know what new pussy does to you. Just pretend it is Adriana that I don't trust around you. That way you can feel better about yourself."

He splashed water at my face. He pretended to ignore the looks he got from men in the locker room, especially the gay guys, but I know him. If he's not in the spotlight, he's not happy. He spent extra time lathering his heavy cock and balls, gaining a little plumpness to show off. Must be nice owning a big black cock.

We finished and stepped out to dry. I use a towel but he likes to combine drying off with the hot air blower on the wall. He stands under the thing, slowly turning side to side, giving everyone an excellent view of his masterpiece. I left him there and went to my locker, changing quickly and packing my gear. I waved goodbye on my way out. He was still enjoying the spotlight.





Chapter 2


Adriana looked at a clock on the wall, my face, and a clock on the wall again.

"I know," I said. "Fucking Draymond."

She rolled her eyes.

"Grandstanding?"

I stepped inside and shut the door. I dropped my briefcase and keys.

"Every time. I must push him constantly to finish."

I took her into my arms. She'd gotten home before me with enough time to shower, throwing on a simple muumuu. She smelled great. Her body was warm. Her breasts mashed against my chest. The workout, and the photos of Sandy and Rebecca, left me horny. Addy returned my hug and then squeezed my body.

"You're getting buff."

"I'm still pumped."

"I like it."

She squeezed my bicep through my sleeve and turned for the kitchen.

"Let's order teriyaki," I said. "Since I'm late."

She grabbed her phone.

After dinner, we went for a walk around the lake. We had just entered our front door when her phone buzzed. She checked the message.

"Oh, my God," she said. "The Sterling auction house just received the Apollo Clock! I set that alert years ago. I can't believe it actually came in."

I turned slowly and sarcastically to survey the five clocks already adorning our living room walls.

"Shut up," she said. "Grab your keys. I'm too excited to drive. We are not missing this chance."

"You want to go right now?"

"Yes! Sterling closes in thirty minutes. Let's go. I'll call them on the way."

We were on the road in less than a minute. She spoke to the House on the phone and told them we were coming. A young voice she did not recognize said he'd pull the clock off the floor and hold it for us. My wife thanked him.

"Drive faster," she said, hanging up.

I did. We made it before closing and Addy examined the antique timepiece.

"It's beautiful," she said.




I knew what that meant:

 

Buy it for me.





"You're in luck," the young man said. "Otis had the clock set aside, sitting in the stock room, apparently forgotten. I entered it into the computer, adding it to our inventory, and your old alert went out. Other alerts went out too. Once I ring this up, those people will get the sold-notification. First come, first served."

"I've wanted this piece forever," Adriana said. "I've followed it around the world, watching as one collector and then the next purchased what I wanted."

Addy leaned forward and the front of her dress fell away from her body. The young man glanced down her neckline, easily seeing all the way to the floor. He saw her full breasts and trimmed bush. I pretended not to notice rather than embarrass Addy in her moment of triumph.

"It's yours," the salesman stammered.

I smiled and handed over my American Express Black card. Roughly fourteen thousand dollars later, I was carrying a padded box back to the car. Adriana was beyond thrilled. I decided to keep her body-flash to myself. She was so electrified with her victory there was no point in shaming or teasing her. Let the guy go home and rub one out to my sexy wife. Everybody wins. Addy lifted her face, happy as I can remember seeing her.

"I'm going to fuck your brains out once we get home," she said.

"That sounds like an excellent plan."

Like I said: everybody wins.





Chapter 3


Addy carefully closed the small glass doors in front and stepped away. We studied the clock for several minutes. She stepped close again, opened the doors and made a few adjustments, closed the door and stepped back.

"Nothing," I asked.

"This makes no sense. Why doesn't it work?"

"Let's remove the back and check. Maybe a rat made a nest in there."

She rolled her eyes but gently lifted the clock from the display shelf. She carefully laid it face down on her velvet work cloth and, with a tiny screwdriver, opened the back. We noticed a small, hard, black plastic lump.

"What the hell is that?" I asked. "It looks new."

Addy slipped on magnifying glasses and stared inside the case. She grabbed tongs and used her tiny screwdriver to remove the object from within the many gears and levers. The clock began to tick. She placed the item on the velvet and spent several minutes trying to open it.

"It's not part of the clock," she stated. "So fuck it."

She wedged the tip of the screwdriver in a seam and pried. The hard plastic cracked and parted. Miniature electronics became visible.

"Why the fuck is this shit in my clock?"

"That's weird. Spread it open."

She attacked the thing. Within minutes she had various components dispersed across her cloth. I understood none of it.

"Did Sterling house place that in there?" I asked.

She lifted her shoulders an inch.

"Who knows. I'll call them tomorrow. I'm just happy the clock works now. Whoever did this was clumsy. They unknowingly placed the object so it would eventually touch the spindle. Who does that to an ancient masterpiece like this? Idiots."

I examined the broken pieces. The technology was first rate. I gathered the parts and tipped them into a plastic sandwich bag. Addy set about displaying her now functioning clock as artfully as she had the others. I don't know why she loves them so much. She took a step back when she finished, proud of herself. She held my hand.

"Happy?" I asked.

"Ecstatic. Come to bed."

"Oh, you weren't joking in the car?"

"Nope. I'm thrilled to finally own that clock and I'm going to celebrate on your dick. Come on."

I let her lead me to the bedroom. She turned her back so I could lower the zipper of her dress and I did. I remembered the moment in the store when she flashed frontal nudity at the salesman. Her dress fell into a ring around her ankles and she stepped free, facing me.

"That's the same view you gave the young man at the store."

She was less than surprised.

"I know."

Now I was the surprised one.

"That was intentional? I thought you were unaware in your excitement. You knew the whole time?"

"Yes, I needed his attention. I needed him on my side."

"I was right there. Your husband was right next to you."

"So? You were right next to me when we visited that nude beach on vacation. You were right next to me when I wore that micro bikini at the hotel pool and again in the sauna. My tits fell out, remember? Men saw me naked all those times. You didn't care at all. It's not like I fucked that young man to obtain that clock."

"Thankfully, you didn't need to. I wonder what you would have done if he'd refused to sell it to you."

She stepped close and palmed the front of my pants.

"Who knows?" she teased.

"Very funny."

I felt vaguely uneasy. She joked but there was a serious tone in her voice. Some men know without a doubt that their wife would never cheat on them. Adriana was far too mercenary in her world view for me to enjoy that level of comfort. I was sure she hadn't but I wasn't positive she never would. She has an ability to rationalize that's stronger than most.

"You made his night. He stared as you examined the timepiece."

"Yeah, I gave him a nice long look."

I ran my eyes from her feet to her face. Somehow, knowing she'd toyed with the salesman made her hotter. She felt my surge of excitement against her palm. She laughed and squeezed.

"You like that I let him look?"

"How can I say no? You just felt my dick jump. I liked how daring it was."

She drew my zipper down. Her hand found my penis. She pulled my growing erection out of my pants.

Showing off for the salesman was a taunt, a challenge to my authority as her husband. She'd displayed herself to another male and I needed to answer that behavior. I sank my fingers into her long hair and slowly forced her to her knees. She grabbed my wrist and struggled but not too hard. A smirk curled her lips.

"Is this what I can expect whenever I step out of line?"

I tugged her hair hard, drawing a gasp. I quickly shoved my dick in and forced her tongue down. She gagged and smacked my thigh but made no attempt to withdraw. I grabbed her head with both hands and fed her all the cock I have. She relaxed her throat and let me slide all the way in. Her lips were buried in my pubic hair. She swallowed several times to massage my dick. I released her head and she whipped me out, gasping for air.

I pulled her to our bed, ready to continue the rough claiming, but she hopped on the duvet on hands and knees. She lifted her ass and pressed her cheek to the bed, eagerly assuming The Position. No man on Earth can resist that pose and I couldn't either. I climbed on the bed and unceremoniously drove my erection all the way in, shocked at her wetness. She cried out at being filled so suddenly, gathering bedspread in her fists. I gave up trying to control what we did and just started pounding her the way I know she likes. Her grunts and groans told me I'd made the right decision. Addy wanted to be fucked. After a while I flipped her onto her back and shoved in again. I hammered her tight pussy until I could hold back no more and released a hot load deep. She clawed at me to give her everything. Drained, I pulled out and slid my body down hers, slipping fingers into her sopping cunt and fastening my lips to her clit. The taste of semen did not concern me. I fingered and sucked until she climaxed.

We fell asleep. I awoke hours later in a still and quiet house. She was gone from our bed. I waited but she did not return. I found her in the living room, light robe wrapped but not tied, staring at the Apollo Clock in the dark. She heard my approach and stretched a hand to hold mine.

"I can't believe it's mine," she murmured, eyes watery.

"Congratulations."

"You don't understand, Parker. You don't know how happy I am right now. What a great day. Today was perfect."

I hugged her.

"I'm happy you're happy."





Chapter 4


Olivia, my assistant and a woman whom I have seen naked on Draymond's phone, knocked on my office door.

"Enter."

Today she wore a knee-length herringbone dress with matching Bolero style jacket. Superbly tasteful. Absolute class and professionalism. I also happened to know, thanks to Draymond and his photos, that she keeps her pussy shaved bare, that her left nipple is pierced with a gold rod, that her dark areola are larger than average, and that she has a small Mickey Mouse tattoo an inch above her vulva. She looks incredible nude. I had to pretend I saw her standing in my doorway dressed only in herringbone. A difficult task.

"Two men here to see you."

"I have no appointments."

She gave me a thumbs-up.

"Nope," she agreed. "But you'll want to see these men anyway. Suits."

I considered her serious face. I'd seen a big black dick in that mouth, sucking like sperm was the antidote to life and she'd been poisoned. I'd seen the desperate need to make that black cock explode. I'd seen her pretty face plastered with an enormous load of semen, Draymond's cock draped across her lips and nose and forehead.

"I'll take your word for it," I replied. "Show them in, I suppose."

Olivia backed away. She returned with two gentlemen dressed in black suits. She stepped out and shut the door behind them. I rose, extending a hand and introducing myself. They radiated seriousness, freshly shaved with new haircuts.

"Agent Cary," the older man said, placing a business card on my desktop.

"Agent Brooks," said the younger.

"Agents? Agents for whom?"

The older man drew a thin wallet from a vest pocket and placed it on my desk. I saw an official identification card. I leaned over to read.

"Central intelligence agency. Really? Why are two CIA agents in my office?"

I sounded glib but my heart raced. I wondered what securities and exchange rules either myself or Draymond had violated.

"Your wife bought a clock," said Agent Cary. "That clock was never intended for sale. We need it returned."

"Why?"

"We can't tell you why," Brooks said.

I shook my head, chuckling.

"Fat chance. Adriana is in love with that piece. She collects them and has hunted that clock for years. No way she gives it back."

"It contains something which does not belong to her," said Brooks.

"You guys planted that shitty piece of plastic? You almost broke the clock."

"You found it?" Cary asked.

"You the object was placed where it would eventually encounter the spindle. The clock didn't work. Addy opened it and removed your plastic piece. What was it?"

"What happened to it?"

"We cracked it open. I have the pieces in a plastic bag at home."

Both men grew agitated. Their bodies turned stiff. Their lips tightened. They studied each other for a moment, weighing how much to reveal to me, and then Agent Cary gave his partner a curt nod.

"That is unfortunate," Brooks said. "That was a special tracking device. With it we can surveil phone calls, text messages, even emails."

"I'll save you the trouble. My life with Addy is not that interesting."

"Wasn't for you," Cary snapped. "Ever heard the name Dino Bourse?"

"No."

"International arms dealer, all illegal. Favors South America. Civilians are killed with his weapons every day. Children too. We'd like to stop him."

"I'd like for you to stop him. How does that involve me?"

"He collects clocks too. We bugged the Apollo Clock because we knew he wanted it. We arranged with Sterling to list it and send him an email. Somehow it was listed early and you and your wife slipped in and purchased the thing before Dino could. That young salesman was not supposed to put it up for sale. Otis knew this. We need the clock and the tracking device returned."

I dropped into my chair.

"Your device is useless now. I'm happy to give you the scraps. But I was serious when I said my wife will not give up that clock. Find something else Dino wants. Try again, maybe with a better understanding of what you're trying to accomplish."

Cary gave Brooks a hard look.

"Our mistake," Cary said. "Sorry to waste your time."

I was surprised they let me win. Something seemed off. I wondered if their superiors were aware of their plot. Regardless, I was glad to see them go.

"Good luck, gentlemen."

I rose. We shook hands again and they let themselves out. Cary turned as he cleared my doorway.

"Mister Mack, my number is on that card. Please text me a photo of the destroyed device."

"Will do."

He closed my door. I instantly dialed Addy. I explained everything that just happened, adding my suspicions.

"They can't have my clock," she stated.

"I told them. They didn't like it but backed off. Let me give you Agent Cary's number. Send a photo of the broken device. We're done with them, I just thought you'd find the story interesting."

"God, yes. That clock is even cooler now.

I laughed. I had to agree.





Chapter 5


The bed shifted. I was asleep on my side, facing the bedroom wall. The thought took a minute to penetrate my drowsy stupor: why would the bed shift my way when Addy was asleep behind me? My consciousness kicked towards the surface like a pearl diver who stayed down too long.

I felt a hand lightly covering my mouth. My eyes opened. I looked into the face of a man I did not know. In my bedroom. I tried to push his hand off me but discovered my wrists had been carefully zip-tied while I slept. Adrenaline shot through me. Panic seized me. I tried to kick the covers away but learned a second man held my legs. I began to struggle and the man covering my mouth lifted a long steel blade.

"Stop it," he calmly asserted. "Behave. We aren't here to hurt you. Can you behave? I'll take my hand away if you can."

I sent my eyes around the room. Four men on me with others handling Addy. His voice was utterly calm and composed. He must have broken into bedrooms and tied up people a million times. He was almost bored.

"I want to talk to you," he said. "I'll move my hand and we'll talk, okay. Please, don't waste my time with lies or threats. What happens next is all up to you. Do you understand, Parker?"

My racing heart had slowed enough to get my brain working again. I nodded.

"Good."

He removed his hand.

"You purchased a clock recently," he said. "My employer, Mister Bourse, would like to buy it from you. Money is no problem. Name your price and he'll pay."

"It's not for sa–" Addy snarled, before someone covered her mouth.

"This answer is incorrect," my guy told her. "Mister Bourse wants to see you compensated. You paid roughly thirteen thousand for the device, yes? How does one-hundred and thirty thousand sound? Ten times what you paid. Imagine that much money sitting on a table before you."

"That's a generous amount," I said. "Thank Mister Bourse for his offer. But the decision is up to my wife, not me. I must still live in this marriage after you gentlemen get the fuck out of my house and I'm afraid my wife would be most disagreeable if I gave her clock away, even for that lavish sum."

I did not feel the bravado I displayed. Fear had made me angry. The man sighed.

"We could kill you and take it."

Addy whimpered, terrified. The man's voice was tranquil and controlled, without an ounce of anger. He was a killer, had killed, would kill again, but he was comfortable with it. A chill settled in my bones. These men were murderers for hire.

"We were asleep," I said. "You could have taken it and left us sleeping. You could have taken it and killed us. You did neither so something tells me theft is not an option. I'm guessing, for whatever reasons, you must buy it fair and square."

He smiled slightly.

"I like you," he said, patting my head. "You're cool in difficult situations." He stood. "You're right. We could have lifted the thing. But Mister Bourse does not work that way. Don't ask me why. He's funny about doing the right thing. I can offer two-hundred and sixty thousand dollars. That's over a quarter of a million."

"No," Adriana said. "Get out of my house."

My guy sighed. He looked in my eyes, almost weary.

"Think about it," he said. "We're going to go. I recommend you do not call the police regarding this visit, as Mister Bourse will take that as an act of aggression."

I nodded. The men backed away, cautious. Addy clutched at my arm, pulling close and hugging me. The men filed out of our dark bedroom. We waited until we heard the front door close downstairs.

"Go check," she said, pushing on me. "Make sure they've gone."

"You okay with being left alone?"

"Fuck. No. I'll come with you."

We rose from bed and Addy went straight to the clock. We searched our house. We turned on every light. My alarm would wake me in an hour anyway so I started a pot of coffee. I expected Addy to cry from stress or fear but she didn't. She was angry.

"Fuck off," she told the kitchen. "Come for my clock? No sir. That's mine. I've waited years to buy it. My collection is complete now and I'm not breaking it up."

"Two-hundred and sixty thousand dollars."

"What? You think I should?"

I stared at the pot as it brewed.

"No. I can't believe I'm saying this but, no. The money would be nice but we aren't hurting for cash. There's only one Apollo Clock in the world and you own it."

"Exactly."

We talked about what just happened and what we felt while it did. Addy said she was afraid at first but once they stated their objective she got angry and stayed angry. I had to chuckle. She's a petite thing, with long hair and boobs a little too big for her five-foot-two body. On the outside, she looks like a Hooters bimbo. On the inside she's a two-thousand-pound grizzly. We've battled many times over the course of our marriage. She backs down from no one.

I headed for the shower to get ready for work. I dressed and loaded my briefcase. I found Addy still in her robe staring at the clock on the wall. We kissed. I reached for the door knob but the bell rang. It was still dark outside so I switched on the porch light and opened the door.

Agent Cary, dressed in black hoodie and sweatpants. I rolled my eyes.

"Can we talk a minute?" he asked.

"Sure."

He stepped inside and I closed the door.

"Bourse sent his men," he began, spying the clock on the wall.

"Yup," Addy said.  

"You folks okay?"

"We are," I said. "What do you want?"

"Did you make arrangements to sell him the timepiece?"

"No," Addy said.

"Will you? Please? That man is a danger to thousands. We need to track him, to know his plans. This is a tremendous opportunity, folks. Do it for your country?"

Addy and I scoffed at the same time. Agent Cary sagged under the weight of his patriotism. He thought for a moment and tried a new angle.

"All right. Fine. Would you consider accepting a new tracking device? Just hold onto it and think about my request. If you decide you want to help us, simply place it in the clock. You know better than us where it should go. Clearly my guys did not know what they were doing. Bourse would have found it easily. You'll hear from him again. Now that his men have failed to persuade you, he might even show up personally. If you have a change of heart, please try to plant the bug. That's all you need to do."

"Why hasn't the CIA just impounded the clock and done it themselves?" I asked. "You guys take things from Americans all the time."

"Bourse spoke with Sterling. He knows you legitimately own it. If we stepped in and forced something to happen, he'd know. This is the closest we've gotten to the man in years. Years. We can't lose this chance."

"Leave a tracker," I said. "Addy and I will discuss it. I need to go to work. "

"Yes. Sorry. I'll get out of here."

He fished several trackers from his pocket and dumped them on the counter.

"I'll leave a handful. If not the clock, you may find other opportunities to place them. I hope you help us. He's killing children and we need to stop him."

Cary shook our hands and I walked him to the door. I locked it behind him. I returned to Addy and we stared at the bugs.

"What do you think?" she asked, weakening.

"I don't trust Agent Cary. I don't trust the CIA. There's always wheels within wheels with people like that. Catching arms dealers is his job, not ours. I say we let him do his job. We're simple citizens, not spies."





Chapter 6


The semi looked like it had jackknifed: back wheels on the shoulder, front wheel on the meridian. We were the only car trying to drive this mountain road so I shifted to park and pulled the brake. I left the car running.

"Be careful," Addy said.

"I will. I'll ask if he has a cell phone or needs help to call a tow. If one is already coming, I'll come back and we'll wait in our car together. If none are available, I'll turn around and drive home the long way."

We kissed. Dinner had been wonderful and I looked forward to curling up on the couch with some wine and a warm Adriana. I shut my driver's door and approached the rig. I noticed headlights down the road behind me. A large black SUV pulled in behind us. As I got close to the semi the driver, dressed in an expensive suit, emerged from the cab, which struck me as odd. I tried to think of something clever to say but decided everything sounded snide so I said nothing.

"Hello, Mister Mack," he said. "Let's return to your vehicle."

"Why do you know my name?"

"I work for Mister Bourse. I'm going to take you and Adriana to him. Please join me in the SUV behind your car."

I turned. Our car was boxed in. Men helped Addy climb into the SUV. I checked on the big rig. A new driver was already backing up to continue down the road.

"Such an elaborate exhibition just to get us in your car," I said.

"Did it work? Are you docile because we separated you from your wife and captured her first? I'd call our gambit precise and effective."

He had a point. Asshole. A man entered our car and began a U-turn.

I entered the SUV. The back had limo-style bench seats left and right which faced each other. Black glass separated us from the driver's compartment. On one side two men in suits occupied positions by the doors. Addy sat alone on the left so I took the spot next to her. She was nervous and angry at the same time.  The doors closed and we began to move. I noticed our car followed. Addy took my hand and squeezed.

"Where are we going?" I asked.

Nobody answered.

I felt oddly safe. If the arms dealer wanted the clock badly enough, taking it by force would be easy. His men could have taken it that first night they woke us. I drew confidence from the fact Mister Bourse needed our transaction to be legitimate. He was making tremendous effort to persuade. Strange for a man so far outside the law but whatever. People are weird.

I glanced often out the window, trying to determine our route, but the glass was tinted so dark I got turned around and gave up. We began to climb a steep hill. Soon we pulled into a large parking lot with a huge domed building. They'd driven us to the Jacobson observatory. The roof was open. We parked and the car doors opened. I saw our Audi pull in nearby. The men ushered Addy and me from the SUV into the building. We were led to the main room where a massive telescope aimed at the night sky. A man sat at the viewfinder, gazing at the heavens. He heard us enter and left his seat. He was late-fifties, short gray hair and lean frame. He wore casual linen pants and a silk shirt. His men fanned out around the circular room.

"I beg your forgiveness," he said. "I abhor heavy-handed tactics but tick tock tick tock, so much to do." He extended a hand to Addy. "I'm Dino. Nice to meet you."

I was ready for the hurricane named Adriana. I expected Dino to get a double-barrel assault of Addy's rage. We'd been awakened from a deep sleep, subjected to home invasion, apprehended from our vehicle. I'd had enough and I have infinitely more patience than she. Dino was about to learn of my wife's temper.

"Nice to meet you," she said, taking his hand.

What?

I looked at her face. She smiled sweetly with a warm glow in her eyes. I'd seen that look before, years ago, when we met a famous actor at a fundraiser. Addy turned into a groupie that night, utterly smitten. I lost track of her at that party, discovering her, at last, alone with him in a rose garden. I'd had to pull her away because the actor's wife had arrived. She had that same look now.

Dino had charmed my woman in a heartbeat. He saw it too. He kissed the back of her hand. I offered mine and we shook, but Addy took his hand again the moment we let go. She boldly laced her fingers through his.

Dino gestured towards the telescope and invited us to look. I accepted rather than stare at my wife holding his hand. Jupiter was as big as a basketball, brilliant cloud rings in full color.

"The planet's turning," I said.

"Yes. Rapidly. One rotation about every ten hours. Isn't the sight stunning?"

I turned at the odd tone in his voice. He was staring at Addy when he said it. Apparently, my wife had charmed him as well.

"The king of planets recently acquired more moons, moving into first place again. I wanted to see them. Acquired is the wrong term, sorry. Humanity discovered additional numbers. The universe is always waiting for us humans to catch up."

I stayed another minute then allowed Adriana to look. Dino moved with her and their hand-holding continued. I was beginning to feel annoyed.

"So," I said. "You are after our clock."

Dino watched Addy watch Jupiter.

"I am," he said, without turning. "I must have it. Name your price."

"It's not for sale," my wife muttered. "Jupiter is beautiful."

"Everything on Earth is for sale," Dino replied.

Addy released his hand to adjust the focus and I exhaled. Dino changed his approach. He straightened his shoulders and looked me in the eye. I saw his mood shift, grow serious.

"It's the questions you do not ask that alerts me," he said. "I've sent men into your home. I've captured you from your vehicle. You make no inquiries about my identity or my motives, as if you already understand them. That tells me a few things. That tells me the CIA has already gotten to you and explained who I am and what I want. You expected me."

He was right. There was no point in lying.

"They did," I said.

"I appreciate your honesty. Let's speak no more of the clock for now. I'd like to invite you to Kinaros, my island in the Aegean Sea. Come spend a weekend. We'll have drinks and scrumptious meals and get to know each other. Whatever portrait the CIA painted of me, I can assure you, they're wrong. They label me evil and themselves good but they are hardly the authorities to make such a determination, as they are inherently evil themselves. I'm certain they told you my weapons kill children. That's the angle they always take. The truth is my prices undercut theirs and I steal their market. This is the reason they pursue me. Do not trust them."

"We don't trust them."

"Good. The issue is settled. What shall we view next?"

"Do you own this observatory?" I asked.

Dino chuckled.

"I funded the construction and donate to the upkeep but no, my name is not on the deed. I do have privileges, however. Like tonight."

"Can we see Saturn?" Addy asked.

Dino approached a panel and punched several buttons.

"We'll need an hour to clear the horizon. Do you drink wine? I have a lovely Gaja Barbaresco breathing. Give me a moment. We can chat while we wait."

Dino left through a doorway across the room. I watched him go. I had to give him credit: the man was an extraordinary lobbyist. Somehow I didn't mind that we'd been kidnapped. I took Addy's hand.

"What the fuck was that about, Darling?" I asked.

"What?"

"The goo-goo eyes and the hand-holding?"

"Oh."

Addy looked at the door where Dino had vanished.

"He's really quite handsome. Like, incredibly gorgeous. He's sexy."

"Well, knock it off. I'm right here."

"Sorry, Baby. He caught me off guard. I was prepared to be furious and let him know it but then he smiled. Lord. This is all so dangerous and exciting."

"The man sells weapons that kill children, Addy."

"Yes, and that's terrible and we should help the CIA stop him. But don't we have a better chance of accomplishing that goal if he trusts us? The closer we get to him, the better friends we become, the more he lets his guard down and we can do something like plant a bug or two. Right?"

"That sounds like you want to accept his invitation to visit his island."

"Fuck yes I want to visit his island. Are you kidding? A privately owned Greek island? Hell yes. I bet he owns a jet. No way we fly there commercial. I'd love a weekend like that. I'm still not selling him the clock though."

I studied her face.

"You already have a crush on him."

"Guilty. Thank you for noticing."

Dino returned carrying three glasses of red wine, generously poured. We took turns at the telescope. He taught us how to work the camera and emailed ourselves the photos we took. Addy was utterly smitten by the man. She excused herself to use the restroom and when she returned I noticed a suspicious wobble to her full breasts. She'd removed her bra and stuffed it in her purse. I learned why when she bent to see something on the monitor and gave Dino a look down her top, much like she had the clock salesman. I got annoyed. We aimed the camera at Mars next.

We searched the heavens. When would a night like this repeat? We took pictures and saved them and chatted about everything. Eventually, the evening wound down. Addy yawned twice and Dino suggested he return us to our car. I shook his hand but Addy gave him a full-body hug. He was equally charmed by her. I started our car and aimed for the freeway.

"You showed him your tits," I snapped. "You removed your bra in the bathroom."

"So?"

"So? So you're married to me, Addy. Wives do not flash other men and they especially do not flash other men right in front of their husbands."

She made a raspberry sound at me.

"Of course we do. We went over this after we bought the clock. Remember the nude beaches? Remember the ridiculous bikinis you bought me? You're just jealous because he's gorgeous and wealthy and dangerous and sexy."

"You're Goddamn right I am."

She rested her head on my shoulder.

"Don't be mad," she said. "It's all just a game. I'm only playing."

I was angry. I drove in silence. She left her head on my shoulder a few minutes and then slowly lowered her face to my lap. I heard a dull zip and felt her mouth engulf the head of my penis. Impossible to stay mad while your dick is sucked. She played with me, taking her time, enjoying penis.

"Did you notice how big he was?" she asked. "His cock?"

I was startled.

"What? No. Why would I? How? Why did you?"

"It was obvious. I saw the outline through his thin pants and then confirmed my suspicions when we hugged."

"That's why you removed your bra."

"Yeah," she giggled. "I got him excited to make sure."

Men have no chance against a calculating woman.

"That's why you're so horny."

"Yeah. That, and the wine. And our fabulous dinner. And a night spent gazing at the planets. I have many reasons to feel horny. Take me home and fuck me, Parker."





Chapter 7


Dino's island, surrounded by crystal blue waters, was one of many. We'd arrived in his private jet and the view from up there was spectacular: a thousand islands scattered across the sea. The view down here was spectacular too. Kinaros was beautiful. Addy had been eager to hit the beach.

The sun was brutal. I felt my bones cooking. Addy loved the heat, covering her face with a floppy white wide-brimmed hat and her body with the smallest bikini I'd ever seen. A thong up the back exposed both butt cheeks and a small triangle in front hid her labia, but just barely. Her top, when she bothered with one, were two diamonds held in place over her nipples by thin string. Still, she wore more than many of those around us.

Dino has lots of friends. I guess owning a Mediterranean island might do that. There were younger couples and older couples and plenty of single men and women. Dino allowed public access to his beaches, if you could make it across the Aegean, but he did not allow prudish behavior. You were here to have sexy fun or you were invited off his island.

Dino had welcomed us in the foyer of his Grecian palace. He'd shown us to our huge room, had servants carry and unload our luggage, and given us a tour that lasted a while given the size of the place. Artwork abounded. Addy saw several antique clocks she wanted to own. After the tour, he told us of the beaches and suggested we relax, promising to join us later. He'd shaken my hand but given Addy a hug and a peck on the lips that lasted a second too long. My wife did not pull away. My heart skipped to see their lips touching, pressed together warm and wet.

Addy and I returned to our suite, changed into beach gear, and headed down the paved slope. There was plenty of room for everyone. I positioned lounge chairs for us and Addy slipped off her robe and that's when I discovered the absurdly small bikini she wore. I dropped my robe too, standing in swim trunks.

"I feel overdressed."

"You are."

"I appreciate your empathy."

"Baby, you're on a nude beach. Look around. I'm going to lose my top in a minute. I only wore clothing at all out of a sense of decorum."

"You adapt quickly."

"Dino wants my clock. He keeps plying us with goodies because he thinks it helps. I intend to help him believe it’s working."

As if to emphasize her words, Addy loosened the tie at her neck and drew the strings down. She reached behind and untied that bow too, pulling the diamonds away and setting her swinging tits free. I saw several heads turn.

"Your turn," she said.

Our last nude beach was years ago. I looked around. We were surrounded by naked humans, all ages, all sexes. Nobody cared. I was nervous for nothing.

"Fine."

I hooked my thumbs and began to pull my trunks off.

"Woohoo!" Addy called. "Check it out everybody! Got a man taking off his swimsuit over here."

Nobody turned.

"You're such a dick," I said.

My wife laughed.

"Here, I'll lose my bottoms too so you don't feel alone."

She plucked a bow on her hips and pulled. Her bottoms came away easily.

"Now we're in the same predicament. Relax, Parker. We're thousands of miles from home on a remote beach and everyone is already naked. We're just two more people lost in the crowd."

She had a point. I scanned our neighbors and they continued talking, reading, listening to music, or whatever else they were doing before I arrived. I turned my lounge chair to face the sun. My penis swung freely and it felt good. The hot sun on my dick felt good too. I got the chair where I wanted it and quickly forgot my discomfort. Also, naked Addy looked amazing in bright sunlight.

"You're staring," she said.

"You're stunning."

She looked at her body, trying to see what I saw.

"Thank you, Darling."

I reclined. She tangled her fingers in mine. We soaked up Mediterranean rays and let the stress evaporate. I was just dozing off when a voice woke me.

"Here are my friends."

I turned my head but did not sit up. Dino stood next to Addy's chair. He wore a white robe, knee length and tied at the waist.

"I was wondering when you'd join us," Addy said.

"Work kept me away. I apologize. Do you enjoy my beach?"

"I do," I said.

"Very much," replied Addy.

Dino kicked off his sandals and untied his robe. He pulled the two halves open. He was naked beneath, and he'd positioned himself so his long soft cock was even with my wife's face. Her eyes went right to it. Mine did too, of course.

"I have a man coming by soon," Dino said, looking away down the beach. "We'll tell him what we wish to drink and he'll bring those drinks to us."

My wife stared at his cock while he spoke. Her guess had been correct. The man was large. The long, thick shaft seemed pulled towards the sand by the bulbous mushroom head. He had close-cropped hair on chest and legs but the hair faded away as it approached his crotch, leaving his dangling cock and heavy balls shiny and smooth. Addy continued to stare. She noticed I watched her.

"What?" she said, voice low.

"A man will come and take drink orders," I repeated.

"Good."

"Stop staring."

"Sorry. Hard not to."

Dino missed our exchange. He moved a lounge chair closer and the sunlight caught a circular scar on his abdomen. Then I noticed three more.

"Were you shot?" I asked impolitely.

He chuckled, maneuvering the chair where he wanted which caused his cock to swing widely.

"Several times."

"Those are bullet hole scars?" Addy asked. "May I see? Am I being rude?"

"Not at all. Everyone is curious."

He moved closer to her chair. She sat upright, her face inches from his penis. I lost my breath. She leaned closer still, inspecting the crescent scars. She was so close to him she had to maneuver her chin around his cock. I knew she also messed with me for fun, but to see his penis so close to her face took my breath.

"May I touch them?" she asked.

"Of course. They are old. From my youth. Most anyway. The pink one is from last year. Our friends at the CIA."

It was a cool story, I'll give him that. But in that moment, all I wanted was my wife to move away from his big cock. The pink scar was to the right of his belly button and Addy leaned closer for a better view, fascinated. The head of his cock brushed her throat and then caught, bending the thick shaft. There was not enough air on the planet for me. She tilted her face and her chin rested on the thick vein running along the top. Dino made no move, allowing Addy to study him at her leisure. I spied the head of his cock beginning to fill, expanding slowly, gaining weight and pulling the shaft farther down, stretching him.

"How about a swim, Addy?" I asked, trying to interrupt.

"You go ahead. I'll stay here and chat with our new friend."

Well, that backfired. My effort to get her away from him failed. I'd blurted my suggestion without thinking. Now I had to go swim or expose my true plan.

"What shall we order for you?" Dino asked. "In case my man comes while you are away?"

I tried to send him a message.

"Beer," I said. Then added: "I trust you to make the right choice."

"Very good. Enjoy the water."

I grabbed my towel and walked the deep sand towards the waves. An itch formed between my shoulder blades. I felt like they watched me. I risked a quick look back when I reached the water. Dino sat on the edge of his lounge chair facing my wife. She'd turned on her side facing him. His cock was right in her face.

I growled with frustration and shook my body loose, diving under the first wave. The water was warm, surprisingly warm, and I felt my newly accumulated stress melt. I took a deep breath and dove under, kicking hard, straining to cover distance. I swam underwater until my lungs screamed. How many years since I last swam like this? I work out often but clearly needed to add cardio. I opened my eyes and saw abundant fish and sea life. Sharp volcanic rocks dotted the seabed. Bright schools of fish meandered through flowing kelp.

I broke the surface and swam away from shore, feeling strong. I was naked and in the ocean and it felt fantastic. I looked back to get my bearings and saw Addy and Dino reclining now, sunbathing. Thank God. I played underwater some more, digging in the sand and chasing fish, and then returned to the surface to swim. I was determined to cover some distance. I tired faster than I liked. I set out again. The shore was a thin line behind me. I realized it was time to head back.

As I drew close enough, I scanned the beach for my wife and new friend and discovered they were gone, their lounge chairs empty. Adrenaline tickled my heart but I forced myself to remain calm. It was nothing. It could mean anything. Perhaps the drink man didn't come and they went looking for him. Perhaps they were in the water, like me. I generated plenty of possibilities, but my heart slowly sank. I knew the truth but refused to embrace it. I began to swim faster.

The truth I avoided demanded I listen. Addy had shown every sign of gradual seduction. She found Dino irresistible. I'd seen desire in her eyes and ignored it, deciding instead to leave the two of them alone. What the fuck was I thinking? Why did I do that? The last straw had to be that plump cock dangled in her face like bait on a hook. She would use the justification of getting to know him, getting close and earning his confidence, so we can plant the bugs the CIA had given us. All that was bullshit, of course. Addy was lying to herself. I needed to separate them until she came to her senses. Dino had thrown everything at us, sweeping us off our feet and charming us until our defenses dropped. He now wanted two things from us: my wife, and her clock, and he would do anything to obtain them. He was like every other filthy rich man believing he had a right to take whatever he desired. He wouldn't stop. Someone had to stop him. That meant me. Addy welcomed his pursuit. She was flattered by it. She wanted it. She wanted him to chase her and she wanted to be captured. Would she go so far as to fuck him? I honestly did not know the answer. In this intoxicating environment, she might.

I swam faster. Those empty lounge chairs laughed at me, taunting me with visions of infidelity. In my mind, I saw Addy reaching for that hanging slab of beef, fingers gently curling around the shaft. I growled and swam faster but my arms and legs began to burn. I hated to stop and catch my breath but I was forced to.

How long had I been away? From the last time I saw them reclining to now was certainly long enough for something to happen. I convinced myself they'd fucked. Was it merely my own insecurities? Was it pure jealousy fucking with my mind? Why was I so sure? I treaded water until I had my wind again and aimed for the beach.

I heard a distant roar, quickly growing louder, and kicked hard to lift my head high, trying to see the source. I did. Two cigarette boats, black and chrome and spraying mist as they cut through the water, raced around the rocky promontory and towards Dino's beach. Each boat held five or six men and every man held an assault weapon at the ready. These were gunboats, and they were racing towards me and my wife. I drew a huge breath and dove deep, kicking hard, giving them time to pass. Their powerful propellers churned the water to froth above me, slicing like knives overhead. I emerged in their wake and began a frantic swim to shore.





Chapter 8


The men ran the speed boats onto the sand. People scattered, screaming. One man fired his machine gun into the air and ordered everyone away, waving wildly. He then pointed up the slope, ordering his men to attack the mansion. I swam as hard as I could. I reached shallow water and ran. The men were gone, speed boats abandoned. I was naked and unarmed so what could I do? I had to do something. In case their plan was to escape with hostages I climbed on board and killed the motors. I kept the keys to both boats. I put on my robe and jammed my feet into sandals. I sent Addy a text warning, in case she'd returned to the palace with Dino, but heard a chime from under her chair. She'd left her phone and the book she'd been reading behind. Dino and Addy had taken their robes and gone somewhere, but where? I could go looking for them in a panic and run into a dozen men with guns. I was sure the men were here for Dino. Competitors, maybe? CIA operatives? What did it matter? I needed to find Addy and remove her from harm's way.

I remembered seeing a stone staircase farther down the beach so I ran along the boardwalk. I climbed the steps and emerged onto a grassy area and spied Dino's palace behind a hill. I ran to it, circling around to approach from the side. I was glad I did. Trees dotted the hilltop and I hid while surveying the scene below. The men had several employees lying face down on the yard, hands zip-tied behind them. The assault teams had been met with gunfire from the palace and bodies lay strewn. Dino's men had suffered loss too, with bodies on the upper balconies and porch. The mansion was barricaded. Heavy wooden shutters had closed, now pock-marked from bullets. I felt fairly sure Addy had been inside when the attack started.

The longer it took the attacking men to accomplish their goal, the less likely they were to succeed. If I was Dino, I'd have mercenaries stationed around the island. I expected jeeps to come roaring up and the assault team attacked from behind. I carefully counted the bodies on the ground and subtracted from the numbers I'd seen in the speed boats. They were down by half. No way they had enough men to finish this attack. Two men guarded the employees while the remaining three hid in the landscaping around the mansion. This attack was over. They'd need explosives to successfully conquer Dino's palace now. I tried to find the assault men hiding in the bushes and located two of the three, but the last man eluded me. I scrutinized the surrounding trees and shrubs and outdoor furniture. Where was he?

I worried about the condition of the employees. Were any injured? My eyes moved from one to the next, examining each. Like every servant I'd seen on this island, they all wore white uniforms. The last man was separate from the others but all looked unharmed. I was trying to calculate a path into the mansion when I spotted the remaining assault men retreating. They moved cautiously back to the boats. I smiled at the rude surprise which awaited them. They were stuck on this island unless they decided to swim. With their retreat, I felt safe enough to approach the palace. I raised my hands to show any sentries I was unarmed. I walked down the hill and immediately kicked something hidden under a shrub.

The doors to the mansion opened and the staff rose awkwardly to their feet hurrying forward for others to free their wrists. I saw Addy and Dino step onto the porch, robes open down the front displaying their naked bodies underneath. Dino's dick looked longer and thicker. Had that cock been inside my wife? Bodyguards stood around them.

I bent to examine what I'd kicked and found a bundle of men's clothing, clothing that matched what the gunmen had worn on the boats. I stared, perplexed, and then the whole plan hit me all at once. I raced towards the palace, shouting at the bodyguards to stop the employees.

"One is a spy!" I screamed.

The wrist-bound employees continued to hurry towards the porch. One bodyguard heard me and understood, lifting his rifle, scanning the faces of those who approached. The employee that had been separated from the others ran towards Dino and the bodyguard realized this was the enemy. He fired, a single shot piercing the man's skull. The fake employee dropped instantly to the ground.

Then, he exploded.

The bomb he'd worn under his white staff uniform sent chunks of ruined human into the air. People screamed. The bodyguards sheltered Dino but Dino sheltered Addy. His body language conveyed Addy was someone he had feelings for, someone to whom he felt a strong connection. If I needed proof the man had fucked my wife, there it was. There's only one way to become that attached to someone that fast. His gestures told me everything.

This attack had been a ploy to get someone inside, to get someone with a bomb close to Dino. I'd foiled their assassination attempt and in that moment, faced with the truth of my wife's infidelity, I truly wished I hadn't.





Chapter 9


I became the guest of honor. Dino presented me with a fifty-thousand dollar Rolex watch and a nickel-plated, pearl-handled, beautifully engraved, Colt forty-five semi-automatic pistol. He paraded me around and praised my quick-thinking and bravery. Even the armed bodyguards wanted to shake my hand. All I wanted was for him to leave me alone with Addy so I could question her but Dino kept me busy. Addy had loosely tied her robe when she saw me but eccentric Dino left his wide open. The man loved showing off. He'd hugged me fiercely, thanking me, pressing his long fat cock against my thigh. I swear I still felt the weight of it now. He'd sent armed men after the attackers and a gun battle had erupted on the beach, but the attackers were fucked. They had no means of escape. I'd shown Dino the boat keys in my pocket and he'd exploded with a whole new round of praise. I wanted to hate him but I also enjoyed the acclaim and recognition. Other guests heaped accolades on me too. The attack was all everyone talked about. I was the hero. Addy held back and let me soak it all up. Dino called for a celebration feast and, after he showered them with cash, his employees returned to work.

No police were called. The guests all seemed fine with that. Dino and his men handled everything. I felt uneasy about that given the number of deaths on both sides but we were in his world now, he wasn't in ours. Addy returned to our room to change for the feast and I tried to go see her but Dino kept me close, regaling me with stories or asking questions about my life.

When Addy returned to the main room, she stole our breath.

She wore a pale blue, long-sleeved, ankle-length designer gown, which hugged her curves and flowed around every line. She wore no bra or panties, which would have distracted from the glamorous and artful dress. The fabric was thin, thin enough to almost see through, and the tantalizing hints of her body beneath inflamed my blood.  Dino stopped talking when he saw her. We all did, men and women. Addy cherished the moment. Why shouldn't she? She was stunning.

Most of the crowd had dressed for dinner but some stayed casual. Dino left it up to each individual. I made room for my wife to take the seat next to me but she opted for the chair between Dino and myself, scooting her chair slightly closer to him. I was growing really tired of this man and my wife's infatuation with him. He stayed loquacious and charming, maintaining several conversations simultaneously, including separate ones with me and my wife. When a small gap presented itself I quickly asked her if we could take a stroll on the beach after the meal. She agreed.

Dinner continued. The food was fantastic and the events of the day were on everybody's mind. We all shared our experiences and the emotions we felt. We ate and drank, grateful to be alive. Hours passed. At last a moment arrived and I excused Addy and myself. Dino was sure to get an invite in for us to join him in the home theater in about an hour. He asked if we wanted armed guards to escort us and we refused so he assigned them to us anyway. We left. Two men with body armor and machine guys followed about fifteen feet behind. I took Addy's hand and headed for the beach. I waited until we got to the sand.

"Crazy day," I began.

"He fucked me," she said.

I stumbled.

"I knew it!" I hissed. "Goddamn bastard. I knew he was determined to have you. Mother fucker. I'll kill him."

"It was my idea, Parker."

I stopped.

"Your idea? What do you mean? You asked him to fuck you?"

"Yes. After you went swimming. I asked and he refused so I pleaded with him. I was so fucking horny. He refused again, at first, but I insisted. I began to tell him all the things I would do to him in bed. Once I saw his defenses crumbling, I took his hand and led him away. I told him to show me his bedroom and he did and I shut the door and dropped my robe. I opened his and I lifted his heavy cock and–"

"Shut up. Goddamn it, Adriana."

The knife was razor sharp and sliced deep. I knew it. I'd known it from the moment I saw empty lounge chairs. I knew they'd hurried back to the palace to fuck their brains out.

"Why?" I croaked. "Why do this to me? To us?"

I dropped to the sand. I was crushed. I dug my hands in and let the grains run through my fingers. I don't know why. I saw our marriage ending. A large clump of wet sand remained, blood soaked from the gun battle on the beach hours ago. An attacker had died on this spot. I threw it away.

"It was just a hot fuck, Parker. I needed it. Don't make it more than it was. The good news is I was able to plant a bug under his big bed."





Big Bed.


 
Her words cut me. I pictured my sweet wife in his big bed speared by his big cock. I heard her moans of pleasure.




"Goddamn it," I growled.

"Baby, forget about him. It's over. Let's just enjoy the rest of our vacation."

"You're fucking incredible. You think I can drop it like that? You fucking cheated on me. This could end us."

"What? Why? You want to fuck someone else so we're even? Fine. I saw plenty of women checking you out. Pick one. Let's live a little. They loved you naked on the beach but they really wanted you after Dino made you the hero. Pick one and fuck her. I won't hold it against you."

I got up and walked to the crashing waves. Addy followed. I washed the sandy blood from my hands.

"I think I need to be alone," I said.

"Honey. Come on. This is not a big deal."

"Seriously, Addy. I can't believe you're so casual about this. It is a big deal."

"No, Baby, it's not. Trust me. I have no feelings for the man beyond his wealth and his body. Would I have planted the bug if I did? I'll give you space but please believe me. It was purely physical."

I waved her away. She headed for the palace, taking a bodyguard with her. I threw a sand dollar out to sea and tried to make my heart stop hurting.

"You can leave too," I told the other guard. "I appreciate Dino's concern but look around. There's nobody coming. Their gambit failed and they lost a lot of men. They'll need to regroup. Go grab some dinner."

"You sure?"

"Yes."

"Thank you."

He jogged away, obviously hungry. I wandered farther down the coast, wondering briefly how long I'd need to circle the island. I found a volcanic boulder smoothed by wind and water and sand and I sat, staring out to sea. My wife had cheated on me. Our marriage, if it survived, would be different from here going forward. I was shocked how easy it had been for her.

A thought entered my head: maybe it was easy because Dino wasn't her first.

That idea churned my guts. That thought had the ring of truth. I'd never asked her the question directly. I remembered times coming home to her freshly showered. I remembered times we'd had sex and she'd been soaked. From excitement, I'd assumed, but what if it had been something else? What if some other man had recently left something in her? Pieces fell into place. My body turned cold.

I decided I would confront her directly. I'd planned on spending some time alone but now that thought was a thorn in my side. I headed back to the mansion. I was near the rock staircase so I took that route. I crested the hill and spied the palace and made my way through the trees and shrubs. Lights burned in windows here and there but it was late. Most of the guests had gone to sleep. The windows lacked screens and curtains blew through several of the openings. I kept walking, drawing close to the building. I approached one and heard a woman's familiar sweet laugh. I moved closer and saw Addy framed in the open window. Dino stood behind her, robe on and open down the front. He held her dress at the neck and drew the zipper down her back. She shimmied the garment off her shoulders and pulled it off her arms. She turned to face him, her full and firm breasts with upturned nipples aimed at his face, begging to be sucked. His cock rose slowly, drifting upward between her thighs. She took it in hand and guided him through her gap until the swelling head protruded out the back between her butt cheeks. She slid closer, dragging her clit along his length until their bodies pressed together. They kissed. His hands went to her ass. Her hands went to his neck, pulling him down for more passionate kissing.

Hot sweat broke out across my body. Something squeezed my lungs. A needle pierced my heart. To see my wife do these things crushed me. Addy rocked her hips, dragging her pussy back and forth, dragging her clitoris back and forth along his stiff rod. The head would vanish and reappear under her ass. He lifted her leg, hooking an arm behind her knee. Her pussy was wet but I now understood that it was him, from earlier. Her labia were swollen. She reached a hand to find him and rub him around until he dipped into her hole. She bent her knee slightly to drive him in. I witnessed the hard inches of his cock sink into her. I covered my mouth to prevent a scream.

Addy straightened her leg, resting her heel on his shoulder like a flamenco dancer and obscenely spreading herself wide open. Dino pushed into her until only an inch or two remained. His large testicles hung below. Addy's head went back until her hair swung freely and she gazed at the ceiling of his bedroom. He began to move in and out, gently stroking, savoring her tight wetness wrapped around him. They fucked like that for a few minutes and then he withdrew.

Addy bent over in an attempt to suck him but he turned her to face away and then drew her close, making her back onto his spear. Her legs turned weak as he pushed his inches into her sopping cunt. He took both hers arms, trapping her at the wrists, and fucked her strong and smooth. Her tits wobbled and swayed. His thrusts grew stronger until his hips slapped her ass. Addy moaned like a wounded animal.

"We should hurry," she muttered.

"Parker?"

"Parker," she admitted.

"Bed?"

"Bed."

He withdrew again and I stared at the pink tusk arching up from his hips. The helmet head was flared and shiny. My wife gleamed all over him. Addy reached behind and grabbed him by the cock, pulling him forward. He followed her to the bed.

"How do you want me?" she asked.

"Face to face. Like earlier. I loved the look in your eyes when I came in you."

My wife giggled, coy. She rolled onto her back and opened her legs at him, reaching with both hands for his stiff cock. He brought the weapon close and she guided him in, palming his balls once the head and shaft were firmly hidden. Addy's eyes rolled around. She looked ready to swoon.

"It's incredible. You feel incredible in there."

"You're incredible. You held every eye at dinner. They all knew about our tryst and wished they were me."

Addy started a laugh but Dino pushed his cock all the way in and my wife's jaw went slack. She gasped for breath.

"Do that again," she pleaded.

Dino lifted his hips to withdraw. He planted the head over her opening and gently buried the whole thing, pressing her cervix and stuffing her. Addy urged him to push deeper.

"God!" she rasped. "I feel every inch. I love it."

He moved slowly in and out. They kissed, enjoying the lovemaking, hands roaming bodies. Dino suckled her sensitive nipples until they stood up like points. He began to pump faster. Addy rested her hands on his ass to feel him rise and fall. She began to nod, then nod faster.

"Here it comes," she murmured.

Dino kept his rhythm deep and smooth. Addy felt the hard cock sliding in and out and lifted her legs, opening them wide. Her head snapped back and she cried out. Muscles trembled across her sweaty body. Fingers and toes curled into fists. He kept going and my wife orgasmed all over his penetrating cock. His relentless piston drove her crazy, like he was trying to teach her cunt to remember him. My wife orgasmed long and hard.

Once her climax peaked and ebbed, he pumped his hips faster, building speed. Addy encouraged him. He pounded my wife into his bed and then filled his lungs with air, roaring, alerting the entire household, again, of his conquest. His cry of passion announced to every guest that he was, at that moment, seeding my wife with scalding sperm, adding to his massive load she carried already. He roared again and then buried his face in her neck, hips pounding. Addy clawed at him as he continued to unload.

I must be a masochist. I must be damaged. I watched it all. I did nothing to stop them. I allowed my wife to fuck him and accept his seed.

Why?

Dino was most likely not the first time she'd cheated on me. I was sure of that now. I work a ridiculous number of hours. I'm often away from home for a week or more. Addy has had countless opportunities to take a lover and has undoubtedly done so. She gently touched Dino's shoulder.

"Parker will return soon," she muttered.

I stayed rooted outside his window. I watched as they caressed in the warm afterglow. I watched as they kissed and whispered sweet things. I watched as he lifted his torso and their eyes went to the place their bodies merged, watching, like I did, as his softening python eased from her cheating cunt, followed by a wash of pure white milk. I knew his load would be large. You don't carry balls like that and have a small load. But I had no idea his load would be that large. A gush flowed as his cock head, the plug that had kept everything in her, was removed. Addy shifted to see better and the tightening of her abs spewed another gush. They chuckled. Addy dipped a finger and stuck it in her mouth.

"You owe me a blowjob," she said. "I never got the chance to suck your fat cock."

"You are an amazing woman."

Sperm oozed from her slit. They both watched in delighted comfort. I grew nervous that without the focus of their passion they'd notice the pervert at the window, but my fear was unfounded. They were mesmerized watching Dino leak from Addy.

"This happens every time," a deep voice behind me said.

I jumped, startled. A bodyguard, machine gun slung over a shoulder, stood near the corner of the palace, smoking a cigarette. I walked away from the open window.

"I was keeping an eye on my wife."

"Sure. So was Mister Bourse."

Snide fucker.

"What happens every time?"

"The boss takes a wife or two. It's like mind control or something. He charms them and they spread their legs to him. It's magic."

"Money does that to women."

"No. There are wealthy men here now, men with more money than Mister Bourse. He's had their wives too. A few know but most don't. The women don't fuck him because he's rich. Their husbands are richer. They fuck him for other reasons."

"Which are?"

He shrugged.

"Handsome. Dangerous and exciting. Big dick. Take your pick. Smoke?"

"No, thank you. Have angry husbands attacked Mister Bourse?"

"Sure. That's when I step in. The bodyguards escort the husband off the island. The wife can stay if she wants and they often do. I've seen many marriages end."

I pointed at his wedding band.

"Has your wife met Mister Bourse?"

He laughed, shaking his head.

"I'm no fool. I keep her far away from that man."

I looked back through the window. Addy was wrapping the robe around her body. Dino lounged in bed, naked, long fat cock resting on his thigh.

"I guess I am a fool."

"May I offer some advice?" he asked.

"Sure."

"Do you love your wife?"

"Yes."

"A few years ago my wife got a little drunk at her sister's birthday party and wrecked our car. I was mad, but not too mad because she was drunk when she did it. We do stupid things while we're drunk."

"My wife isn't drunk."

"But she is, just not on alcohol. You bring her to an exotic island in the beautiful Aegean Sea. You grant her any dish, any beverage she wishes. She wakes whenever she wants and does only the things she desires, day after day. She suns herself without clothing, surrounded by others equally nude. She lands in paradise where her desires are most important."

"Intoxicating."

"I assure you. Like I said: this happens every time. Perhaps you can even the score and take a lover?"

I began to wonder if Dino paid this man to run interference for him, if Dino paid this guy to watch me and sell these ideas to calm me. Maybe.

"My wife did make that offer."

"There you go. Take the offer. There are many gorgeous women staying as guests. You are fit and handsome and a hero. You have your pick. You and your wife can leave this place with a story to last a lifetime, but still happily married."

Movement behind him drew my eye. Addy had left the house searching for me. The breeze flapped her robe before she pulled it tighter.

"Parker!" she hissed, looking in the wrong direction.

The guard smiled at me and walked away.

"Over here," I said, keeping my voice low to avoid waking other guests.

We met on the grass.

"What are you doing out here?" she asked.

I considered lying. I considered telling her I had just come from the beach.

"I was watching Dino fuck you." I gestured towards his bedroom window. "I walked by just as you began. I saw everything you did."

I expected guilt. I expected concern and sympathy for my crushed heart.

"You watched me? You watched us?"

"Yes."

"Did you stand there the whole time? From beginning to end? You saw me cum? You saw him cum in me and you watched it?"

"Yes."

She stepped close and took my arm, pulling my body against hers. She kissed me on the cheek. She stepped away, unashamedly allowing me to see all of her. The breeze lifted the flap of her robe and showed me her body from the navel down. Her pussy lips were puffy from recent abuse. Her inner thighs were streaked with traces of Dino. I stared. Addy loosened her sash, opening her robe to display herself completely, hiding nothing. The warm breeze stirred her long hair.

"I'm unashamed," she murmured.

"Shouldn't you be?"

"Why? Tomorrow we fly home and this fantasy will drift into memory. I've planted all the bugs Agent Cary requested. I've done my patriotic duty. He asked us to use any means necessary and I did. My husband tells me he stood outside the window and did nothing but watch. Tell me why I should feel shame? You're gawking at me now. Your eyes search my body and I know you see the signs of what I just did but you do nothing but stare. I think you're trying to be hurt and angry because you believe that's what you should feel but in truth you don't." She released her robe and let the wind blow it wide open. She stepped close and kissed my lips. "I think you watched because I'm sexy when I fuck. I think you liked it."

Was I in shock? Possibly. I did nothing but listen. She kissed me again and I just stood there. Was she right? My mind whirled with too many unanswered questions. In this regard I did not know myself at all. I'd always believed I knew exactly how I'd act if Addy cheated but here I was and doing none of those things.

"Let's go swim naked in the ocean at night," she suggested. "Doesn't that sound romantic? The moon is almost full. Come on."

She took my hand and I let her tug me over the dunes. The beach was empty, littered with lounge chairs and tied umbrellas. She pulled her robe off and threw it into the wind, laughing as it blew down the beach. She grabbed my sash and stripped me, discarding my robe too. She held my hand and raced for the water.

"In this place," she laughed. "We don't have to be well behaved citizens. On Dino's island, we can be anyone we want. Half those people up there are criminals, Parker. Did you know that? Drug dealers and embezzlers and organized mafia types. Nothing we do here can compare to them. Let yourself have fun."

The waves hit and warm water crashed. She pulled me farther out and came back to kiss me passionately. Addy was having the time of her life. She was filled with joy and reckless abandon. She was Queen of the World. She splashed and played, diving under to break the surface laughing. Her eyes held so much love for me my fears retreated. I watched seawater run down her smooth skin. She splashed water at her crotch and rubbed away Dino's streaks. She kissed me again and cupped my balls. She bent to suck the head in her mouth.

"We need to find you a lover," she said. "We'd all feel better."

"I can't believe you'd allow that."

"I can't believe I let Dino seduce me. I did, and discovered the fear did not match reality. I'm glad you saw me. Did I look good?"

"You looked hot as hell. I was paralyzed. All I could do was watch."

"Yes, well, I won't watch you with another woman. Fair is fair but I don't want to see it. Take the opportunity if it comes along but I don't need to know about it."

"Like you didn't tell me about the lovers before Dino?"

Her face froze. I'd guessed, and I'd guessed correctly.

"Who?" I asked. "Who did you fuck before Dino?"

She did not want to discuss this.

"I don't know what you're talking about."

"Tell me," I said. "Full disclosure. Here's your chance to come clean."

She wrestled with her conscience. I'd shocked her by exposing her secret and she had trouble regaining her footing. I waited.

"Is there more than one?"

"Damn it, Parker."

"You gave yourself away with Dino. You were too casual, too comfortable. It was obvious you'd found yourself in a similar situation, one you'd faced before. You knew what to do yet you shouldn't have."

"You're too smart."

"Tell me who."

"You don't know them."

"Them? More than one man?"

"Yes. A man from my office. A guy from my yoga class."

"Ongoing? Or one night stands?"

"Both. I still sometimes play with the man from yoga."

"Play?"

"Meet to suck his cock for a quickie. Meet for a hard and fast fuck."

"How recently?"

She cringed.

"The day before we flew to this place."

"Jesus."

She did not try to defend or deflect. She made no excuses. She did not blame the long hours I work or all the times I left her alone.

"No wonder you're so interested in finding me a lover. You'd feel a lot better about yourself."

"I would. I admit it. I saw that redhead at dinner eyeing you. I think you should fuck her."

Water drops clung to her skin in the moonlight. Goosebumps covered her arms and breasts, turning her nipples into diamond points.




"I want to fuck

 

you


 
," I said.




She was happy to change the topic. She grabbed my dick and pulled. I found her pussy and pushed a finger deep and received an instant reminder Dino was already in there. A surge of competitive juices flooded my blood. Her behavior with the clock salesman had been a direct challenge to me and now she'd done it again with Dino, but to a far greater extreme. Perhaps if I'd thrown a fit back then I'd have prevented her actions here on the island. Of course, that would mean I'd still be in the dark about her other lovers, which was a strange silver-lining.

My mind was a jumbled mess but my dick grew hard fast. Competitive juices served a purpose. I got hard in her hand and she bent to suck me again but I stopped her, spinning her away to fuck her from behind, Waves crashed into our legs. She was slick and slippery and my dick easily sank all the way in. She was sperm slick from her previous encounters and I groaned with angst knowing his semen had prepared her pussy for my penetration. I withdrew and smoothly sank deep again.

In moments, I no longer cared that so much Dino sperm was in her. Addy's hot cunt enveloped me and all thought fled my mind save one: fuck this hot bitch and fuck her well, and that's exactly what I did.





Chapter 10


I stood over the bar, ready to help. Draymond set his grip and glanced around to see who watched him achieve. I was annoyed to see a couple of attractive women had positioned themselves to keep an eye on him. The last thing he needs is reinforcement of his behaviors.

"She banged other men? That's a tough one, Parker."

"Will you lower your voice, please? I told you that in confidence. Don't blab. I have no one else to talk to about it. Yes, it's a tough one, but I'm mostly shocked at my non-reaction. You watch movies and see wives cheat and husbands kill the lover or the wife. Everyone fights. Violence and broken hearts are the rule. I did none of that and I don't know why. I always expected I would."

"But she gave you a green light to fuck another woman? Like, she's trying to even things up?"

"Yeah."

"See, this part is easy. Take her offer. Bang other women. I do it all the time."

"Yes, but you have no brain and no conscience. I have both. I doubt fucking another woman would make me feel better. Strangely, I don't feel that bad."

"You make no sense."

"I know. Sorry. Do your set."

I scanned the gym. All the usual characters. So many familiar faces. Everyone just living their lives like me. But to me, everyone looked different. I'd gone through something that had changed me, changed the way I saw the world.

"Are those babes watching me?"

"Jesus. Yes, Draymond, they're watching."

"Cool."

He did his set, showing off. We changed the plates to my weight and I got on the bench, stared at the ceiling.

"Dude, you worry too much. If Adriana fucked some other guys but nothing came of it and your relationship with her is better than ever, why you stressing? Go with the flow. Put it behind you. You got a get-out-of-jail-free card sitting in your pocket. Maybe not today and maybe not tomorrow, but someday a woman will come along and you'll want to fuck her and because Addy did all this, you'll get to. You got it made."

He had a point.

"You haven't tried to show me any pictures."

"I banged Rebecca while you were out of town but you've already seen her pictures. I have some new ones but they are from almost a year ago. I found them on an old phone so I transferred them to this one. Want to see?"

"Sure. Pervert."

"Just a healthy male. You could take some lessons from me."

"I would never be comfortable treating women the way you do. You use them for your own gratification and then discard them. I can't do that."

"They get plenty of gratification themselves. They use me like I use them. You have women on a pedestal. Most want nothing more than a good hard fuck. Especially the married ones. Those women are all about the big black cock. They keep their personal life, their thoughts and feelings, away from me. They just hope I'll send them home satisfied and when I do, they always come back for more. Women aren't the delicate butterflies in need of protection that you think they are."

"Just show me the fucking pictures."

He opened his screen and flipped through several pages.

"Here you go."

He handed me the phone. There, on his screen, was Adriana, my beautiful wife. She smiled at the camera with a happily exhausted grin, a lock of hair hanging on her forehead. I saw bare throat and shoulders and the light caught a slight sheen of sweat on her face. Every clue told me she'd just finished being fucked when this picture was taken. I stayed cool, but I have no idea how. I'd kept Adriana and Draymond away from each other intentionally, for years, so he had no way to know she was mine.

"I don't recognize this one," I said. "Where's she from? Not work. We don't work with her. She's not from our building."

"No. I met her at yoga. I sometimes do a hot yoga thing on Sunday's. We met and clicked. I've been fucking her for a while."

"She's pretty."

"Yeah she is. Married. Loves big black dick. Swipe right."

I held my breath. I swiped. Steamy bathroom mirror. Both standing close, grinning, nude, his cock vanishing between her legs. Swipe. Addy on her knees looking up. His rough and veiny black dick, soft, hanging into her open mouth like she wanted him to see himself in there. Swipe. He'd grown firmer, her eyes closed and her tongue curled around the large head. Swipe. Addy from the waist down on the bed, legs back, fingers spreading labia. Her other hand held his thick black dick and guided him forward. Swipe. Video. Hushed urgent pleadings as my wife told him to put it in. I watched as he complied, steered by her own hand to smother her labia and begin to penetrate. The volume is low but I hear my wife exhale with deep satisfaction as his formidable ram forces her tunnel wide and sinks deep.

My hands begin to shake.

Swipe. Another video but bouncing around so much detail is lost. He's fucking her and trying to film. I catch glimpses of his thick erection pumping her tight hole. Swipe. Back to pictures. His large black cock embedded to the balls. Her labia stretched around his girth like a child trying to hug an adult. Swipe. White oozing sperm dribbles from her.

A dagger sinks into my heart. My best friend and business partner has fucked my wife many times, never knowing she's mine. I can't be angry.

"That's intense," I say, returning his phone.

"Tell me about it. She was an amazing fuck. Hungry for dick. We'd finish class and she'd jump me. We fucked in her car, my car, my apartment. Once, while her husband was out of town for work, she brought me home to her place. I spent the weekend fucking her in the bed she shares with her husband. Can you imagine?"

"When was the last time with her?"

He shrugged and put his phone away.

"A week? Maybe ten days? I'm not sure. I've been so focused on work I've lost track of time."

"No recent pictures?"

"Nah. I always whip the camera out at first. They're into it then, when everything is new and extra exciting. They're getting to know me and want to appear adventurous. After the first few times they just want to get to the dick. No more lingerie, no more cameras. A lot of them want to skip the foreplay and get right to it. I've had a few tell me to be hard and ready when they knock on my door. I'm telling you, Parker, women do not belong on a pedestal. They're dogs like us but social pressure forces them to hide. Even nowadays. We can brag but they must hide."

I listened to him but all I thought about was that big black cock I'd seen in the showers so many times, hard and sinking into Addy. How many times had this man made my wife orgasm? How much sperm had he planted in her? How much of his semen had she swallowed? This was torture.

We finished our sets and moved to the next machine. Soon we finished our routine and headed for the showers. I dreaded what was coming but there was no stopping it. I could do nothing to arouse his suspicion. We stripped our sweaty gym gear and wrapped towels and entered the shower area. He hung his towel on the hook and then there it was, the cock that had been inside my wife. I avoided staring but only through force of will. How could I not gawk? By his account Addy loved fucking him, loved that dark hanging tube of beef. His balls were large too. How would I recover from this news? How could our relationship return to normal? How could I continue to work with him?

He leaned one hand against the shower wall and began to brush his teeth, allowing the foam to drip to the floor. The angle of his body made his cock hang forward and stick out, aimed at the tile. A stream of water and suds ran from the beast. I remembered the pictures and videos he'd shown me and agonized over the sounds I'd heard pouring from Adriana.

A thought popped into my head. A question I dared not ask. Would they fuck again? Did they have plans already? I stared at his triumphant meat and wondered if it would again find a way inside my woman.





Chapter 11


Sunday.

The diner was a greasy little hamburger joint with windows on all fours sides and a kitchen in the middle. Fifties Americana decorated the place. Addy and I sat in the hard plastic booth across from Agents Cary and Brooks. They wore jeans and casual short-sleeved shirts and yet still looked every bit like law enforcement.

"You did your country a great service," Cary told Addy. "I don't know what you went through to place all of them and I don't want to know. Just understand that your help is greatly appreciated. You saved lives."

"You're welcome," Addy said. "But I don't believe you. I gave you the benefit of my doubt and did as you asked, which was profoundly stressful, by the way, but I'm convinced you are not the good-guys you portray yourselves to be."

"Fair enough," Cary said. "The agency does a lot of things civilians do not understand. I don't blame you for feeling that way. Hopefully with time you'll see things differently."

She gave them a weak smile. They asked questions about the mansion and the island and we answered truthfully, but neither of us mentioned the gunboats or shootout or all the dead bodies. I think we'd both buried that horrific scene deep in our subconscious. Eventually, they left us to enjoy our grilled chicken burgers and sweet potato fries. We watched their black SUV exit the parking lot.

"I told Dino," Addy said, chomping a fry.

"You told him what?"

"About the bugs. About the CIA asking us to place them. Dino helped me find spots for them all. He's feeding the CIA bogus information, sending them on wild chases, exposing his enemies to arrest. He's brilliant. They won't catch him and in the meantime, they diminish his competition."

"Holy shit, Addy. Seriously?"

"Yup, and before you think I'm a traitor you should know that while Dino does arm some cartels, he mostly arms certain third-world governments. That's why the CIA wants him stopped. He has repeatedly thwarted their plans. He props up governments they want to topple. This has nothing to do with dead kids. That's all bullshit."

"How do you know?"

"Dino showed me. Off his bedroom is a room filled with electronics. He has video. He has documents and pictures. He's not what the CIA says he is."

"Wow."

"Fuck them."

Our conversation moved on to the mundane. I mentioned I'd need to visit the office and get some work done. We finished our meal and drove home. Addy entered the bedroom and emerged wearing leotards and a baggy T-shirt.

"Where are you headed?"

"Yoga," she said. "After so much stress I need to recenter myself. I'll be home later tonight."

My heart stopped. I now understood what she truly meant. I understood the implications. I could say nothing without revealing everything, and that would turn our world upside down.

"Okay," I mumbled.

We chatted a bit longer as she packed her gym bag and filled water bottles. I walked her to her car and waved before closing the garage door. I stumbled into the living room to watch her drive down the street and leave the neighborhood. She was going to yoga, yes, and then she was going to fuck Dray.

Holy Hell, what do I do?

Where would they go? Dray had given me a key to his place a long time ago but would they go there? He lives on the other side of town, far from the yoga center. There was a motel close. Is that their usual spot? I thought back on the pictures and video he'd shown me of his conquest. Some were at his place but others had a background I hadn't recognized, a background of cheap furniture and neutral wallpaper.

It was worth a chance.

But why was I doing this? Why was I trying to find them?

Addy and I fought when we'd returned from the island. I'd found my voice regarding her infidelities and shared my hurt feelings. She'd thrown my words back at me, describing hurt feelings on both sides, explaining that just as I'd pursued what I wanted to the neglect of her, she'd pursued what she'd wanted to the neglect of me, deciding she'd rather have her needs met while married than have them met divorced. She pointed out our marriage had been wonderful without me knowing what she'd done, so where was the harm? Couldn't our relationship be even better now that I knew? I was rattled so perhaps her arguments landed with greater impact. We both said our piece, aired our concerns, and stepped back, giving each other a few days and some space. We slowly returned to our routines. Happiness sprouted within days.

But now I knew.

Could I sit at home and suffer the agony of imagining her with Dray? If I somehow found them and found a way to spy, would that make me feel better or worse? I was inclined towards better, but wondered if that would prove true.

I sent Addy a text. I told her I was heading into the office now and wouldn't be home until tonight. The yoga center is closer to our home than his, and closer than the motel. Would she take the bait? I received a text telling me to drive careful and that she loved me. I drove my car several blocks away and returned to our home. Dray had mentioned when they fuck here, they fuck in our bed. I moved some clothing around in the closet by the bed and made myself enough room to hide comfortably. I tested my views of the bedroom and then watched television until I knew the class ended. I factored in driving time and moved to the kitchen, peeking out the window, watching the street, growing ever more anxious. My mouth went dry. My palms turned sweaty.

I jumped when the garage door began to rise. Two cars came down the street, Addy's, and Draymond's.

"Oh my God," I muttered, suddenly regretting my choices.

Draymond parked down the street and began walking back to the house. Addy pulled in but left the big door open. I hurried to my hiding place and quietly slid the door closed. The view through the slats showed me everything. I worried they'd stop in the kitchen or living room and I'd be stuck here until they finished, hearing every moan but seeing nothing. They didn't. They swirled through the bedroom, arms wrapped around each other, as if they danced. They kissed passionately, playful, joyful. They stripped clothes, dropping articles along the floor as they headed for the shower. I'd be blind to that and I hoped they hurried. I heard the water spray and laughter. I heard slurping and moaning. Soon I heard Draymond growl.

"Enough," he rasped.

Towels rustled as they dried. Addy whooped and Dray entered our bedroom carrying my wife in his arms. His black muscles bulged. Under her his cock was half-risen and shiny, sucked by my wife in the bathroom. His dick continued to climb untouched, anticipating penetration. I was struck by the contrast of their skin, light and dark, and her petite body next to his massive one. She dropped a hand to find his cock and squeezed, just behind the head.

"I've missed him."

"That's good to hear."

"Has he been a bad boy? Have you fucked a lot of white women since you were with me last?"

"A bushel, Baby. I made them scream."

Addy shivered with delight.

"Make this white woman scream too. What did they do when they first saw it?"

"I don't know what it is with women but you all want to suck on it. Like, the minute my pants drop you sink to your knees. You stare, and then you suck."

"We do. Our mouths water. Put me on the bed and offer your cock to my mouth. I want to suck you just like they did."

Dray lowered my wife to the duvet. She wiggled out of his arms and spun around, on her belly and face near the edge of the bed. She brought her feet up behind her like a teen girl on the phone, crossing her ankles. She marveled at the strong black shaft and mushroom head stuck in her face.

"I bet some women can get pregnant just by looking at this thing. What a beast. Your cock was made to make babies."

"Let's hope not. Not this time anyway."

Addy laughed.

"No, let's hope not."

She kept her hands to herself and chased his helmet head with her mouth, working her lips around the large head. How many pictures had I seen of other women doing the same? Now it was my wife's turn and my stomach churned. She took her time working him deeper, lips crawling down his shaft as the head inched deeper in her mouth. Dray gazed at her pretty face stuffed with cock and grinned.

He let her suck until he was curved and throbbing and then he flipped her onto her back. He moved into a sixty-nine position and I saw his long pink tongue split her cunt. Addy groaned. They feasted, teasing and torturing, pushing each other higher, more excited, more aroused. The man was an expert. My wife orgasmed once, quick and quiet, and then did again soon, hard and loud. He left her trembling and panting.

The scent of her soaked pussy filled our bedroom. I breathed deep through my nostrils, savoring the smell of her arousal. He slipped off the bed and stood over her, his thick black erection like a club. He flipped her onto her stomach again and pulled her by the ankles until her legs left the bed and her toes reached our bedroom floor. She grabbed my pillow and stuffed it under her hips, offering her cunt. He stepped between her legs and used his feet to nudge her ankles, spreading her wider. He rubbed his cock over her hole until she squirmed and then slapped it repeatedly on her butt cheeks, a warning, a threat of what was to come. Addy rolled her hips trying to find and capture him. He thumped his meat on her butt a few more times and then placed the head over her opening.

"Do it," my lovely bride begged.

Dray steadied her with a large hand on the small of her back and began to push with his hips. My wife groaned loudly at the intrusion, feeling herself spread apart, feeling his girth open her.

"Oh, God," she whimpered. "There is nothing in life as wonderful as that first moment of penetration. Why do dicks feel so good?"

He paused to give her time to enjoy his cock, to feel how full she was. He leaned forward, bringing his lips to kiss the back of her neck and easing more dick deep. He reached the bottom of her depths with cock remaining.

"More," she whined. "You know what I like. Force more cock into me."

Dray hunched, curling his hips and driving another inch. My wife was a worm on a hook, writhing, skewered, impaled on black steel. He used his weight to press against her cervix, filling her cavity until she groaned with a mixture of pleasure and pain. She rose to the balls of her feet, instinctively trying to get away but compelling herself to stay and take it. When he could shove no more cock into her he held himself deep. Addy closed her eyes and turned inward, cherishing the sensations of being so filled with man. My wife softly moaned.

Dray let the tension build. Addy was overcome, clenching her pussy around this fat invader. Dray held her hips tightly against his. She slipped a hand under her pelvis to find her clit. She rubbed, pleasures growing until she screeched from climax. I marveled at her long and drawn out orgasm. I marveled how her body shook, overcome. Dray held his hard cock buried deep and Addy climaxed all over it.

At last he began an in and out motion. I'd always imagined him as a selfish lover, but this was not the truth. His cocky arrogance and supreme confidence in all things spoke to me of insecurity, but I was wrong. He was a gifted lover. With heightened senses, he watched Addy and adjusted accordingly. He read her body, her heart, her mind. His touch was light or strong, his kisses passionate or loving. Sometimes his cock stroked fast, sometimes agonizingly slow. He tortured her in all the ways she wished for torture until she screamed in orgasm again.

He withdrew all but the head and rotated her legs like propellers, rolling her onto her back before sheathing his meat again. Now they kissed like sex-starved fiends. Addy lifted her hips to fuck herself on him. She grabbed his bulging arms and locked her legs around his waist. He slathered her tits with a broad tongue and, as another orgasm seized her, bit lightly and sent her howling, never breaking the smooth motion of his thick hard cock gliding.

He lifted her in his arms and crawled higher on our bed, dragging my pillow along, which he stuffed under her hips. He tenderly set her head on her pillow and lifted her legs higher, taking control. His black cock was a weapon of male power and my wife surrendered to it. Dray hit a sexy rhythm and Addy held his face, gazed into his eyes. She watched him for signs and when she saw them, begged for his sperm. Draymond, my best friend and business partner, moved his hips faster, eager to meet her demand. Tomorrow I would work with him in the same office. How could I? How could I pretend nothing had changed? He pinned Addy to the bed.

"Explode," my breathless wife told him. "Explode in me, Baby. Pump that huge load in. I love it. You know I love it!"

Dray bellowed and thrust once, twice, three times, each a massive bolt of boiling sperm. He inseminated my wife before my eyes, flooding her womb in our bed. He shouted again, pumping buckets more from those big black balls. Addy clutched at him, gasping and moaning, eagerly accepting his seed. He seemed to spew semen such a long time. I knew it was just the agony in my mind torturing me, but his blasts went on and on, one after the other, filling Addy up.

He finished but stayed in her, neither moving. He gradually fell to a side but kept his hips locked to hers, his cock stuffed in her tight cunt. He let her straighten her legs but kept his cock entombed. She curled a leg behind his firm ass to keep him inside.

They began to talk. I could not hear their words but I saw their intimate gestures, the way they cared about each word exiting the other's mouth. They chuckled and chatted and kissed and sometimes fell silent, enjoying the sensations rising from their blended bodies. They were in no hurry and I soon discovered why. About twenty minutes later Adriana jumped a little.

"Oh!" she said, grinning. "Here he comes again. Extra fast this time."

"I've missed you."

Draymond was growing hard again. My body sagged with disbelief. The man deserved every bit of his stud title. He'd never left her pussy! They'd known what to do with each other, known Dray would grow hard again inside her. He'd grow hard again and fuck her once more. It was expected. Their actions spoke of a familiarity learned over hours in bed with each other. How many times had Dray fucked my wife? The thought was agonizing. He'd mentioned her photos were from an old phone. I remembered when he'd purchased a new one. They could have been secretly meeting for almost a year! There were surely times I'd fucked her right after him when I'd gotten home late on a Sunday night. There had been times I'd eaten her cheating cunt. There had been times I'd ejaculated my seed on top of his. Addy had been living a dual life, determined to get the frequency of sex she desired, resolved to enjoy the level of passion she craved. If it meant two men in her life, then that's what she'd do.

Their kisses turned from cute and sweet to lusty. Dray rolled on top of her again. He lifted his hips and I gawked at his fully engorged manhood ready for more. He was all stud, right down to his bones. He withdrew almost every inch and then sank the length like a sword. Addy's back arched and her hands clawed at him.

This time, he fucked her. I mean he started slow but built in strength and power until she held on to receive the hammering. She was a ragdoll, pounded into our mattress.

"Harder!" she hissed, through clenched teeth.

Dray was a machine, an animal. This was exactly the way she wished to be fucked and I'd never known it. I'd never fucked her like this. I wondered if I even could. This was what she needed. This was what she craved. Dray smashed his body against hers until my wife screamed in orgasm, babbling incoherent things, almost slavering lost in the sensations he caused. He did not slow, muscles swelling and sweat beading across his skin. He powered into her and she orgasmed again, sobbing with delight.

I discovered I was hard and softly gasped. How? Why?

They did not hear my little sound. They were growling and groaning and fucking like beasts. All at once Draymond arched his back and cried out, blasting another ocean of sperm into her. He yelled her name. He pulled her hair. He made fists of his toes and poured himself into her. She was thrilled. She was elated. He shuddered and collapsed, hiding her beneath his large body. He breathed fast, skin covered in sweat.

Again, he kept his cock buried balls deep. They rolled on their sides. Addy threw a leg over his hip. I saw his thick black log stretching her labia to hold him, creating a perfect seal around his shaft. His empty testicles hung down his thigh. They lay like that a long time, talking and kissing until Addy lifted her head to check the time.

"I gotta go?" Draymond asked.

"We better not risk it. We need to shower again. I need to wash the sheets and clean up. He's usually home later but why take the chance?"

"Where does your husband work?"

She stopped and gave Dray a stern look.

"All right," he said. "Sorry, I know the rules. But, girl, I don't even know your name yet. You don't know mine. We get together like this and there's so much passion and desire and I've got to wonder if maybe there's a little something extra between us."

"Like I should leave my husband for you?"

"I'm not saying that. But I would like a little more trust."

Addy shook her head.

"No. What we have is perfect. If we touch it, we'll break it. I know this is true. I feel it in my heart. You have your life and I have mine and it's Heaven where they overlap, but we can't tinker with what we have. We'll destroy it."

"I know almost nothing about you," Dray said.

My wife moved close, looked up into his face.

"You know plenty about me," she purred. "You know exactly how to kiss me, how to touch me, how to fuck me into submission. You know all about me, all the stuff that matters, anyway. Please just leave things the way they are."

They kissed and Draymond began to gather discarded clothing. He rinsed quickly in our shower and then dressed.

"I'm sorry it must be this way," she said, watching his body, admiring his masculine physique. "Endless one-night stands with the same woman. If you want to stop, I understand."

"Hell no. Our passion just gets to me. That's all. I'm sure you're right."

"Mystery is good for me and you. Mystery adds excitement. I love my husband and I love my life with him and I will allow nothing to ruin that. I told you before we started how it had to be. I told you don't catch feelings for me and I won't for you. Let's keep this sexy."

"I'm cool. I'll see you next Sunday?"

She kissed his lips.

"I'm already wet thinking about it."

She walked him to the door. I heard them kiss again and she shut the door behind him.

I suddenly realized the flaw in my plan.

How do I escape my tiny hiding place? My jaw dropped. How could I be so shortsighted? What if she decided to nap? I'd be stuck until she showered.

She'd mentioned washing the sheets. That would be my moment. Risky, but the washer and dryer are in the garage, so I'd have a brief window of opportunity. I'd wait until she stripped the bed and headed for the wash and then slip out the front door. Risky, like I said, but doable. I just needed excellent timing.

Addy returned to the bedroom. She used the sheet to wipe the streaks of sperm running down her legs. She moved around our bed, naked, sexy, yanking the sheets and pillowcases free. Huge wet spots caught the light. Our bedroom reeked of sex. She collected armfuls of dirty laundry and left our bedroom. I heard the door from the kitchen to the garage open and close, followed by silence. Addy was out there, stuffing stained sheets and pillow cases into our washer. This was my moment. Now, or never.

I slid the closet door open and closed it behind me. I cut through the dining room to exit our home out the backdoor. I stopped at the garage door to hear her humming contentedly as hot water filled the washer. That big black cock had put her in the best of moods. I slipped through our side gate and circled the long way around the block to my car. I was trembling all over. I considered driving to a bar and downing several shots to steady my nerves but I drove to work instead. Better to cover my tracks in case any questions were asked.





Chapter 12


Draymond spent the next day on the phone cold-calling potential investors, and I was thankful for it. I kept my head buried in numbers, my face turned towards my monitor. We hardly spoke. When he wasn't looking, I studied his body, sometimes staring right at his crotch. He'd fucked Addy's brains out with the monster in his pants.

Rebecca came in to drop some paperwork and stayed to chat with Dray. I got the feeling he'd be fucking her tonight. Was I jealous? Yes, a little. The man was living the dream. Deep, meaningful relationships are not for everybody. Nothing is for everybody. Dray was shallow enough to get all he needed from flings. He was at a stage in his life where having fun mattered most. I suspected he'd grow out of that stage, self-reflection eventually maturing him and making him desire more substance. He'd settle down with one woman, but he'd never be a deeply emotional person. In a way, that made me feel safer. He was less a threat. Addy loved his cock but she could never be with a man like him, not seriously.

"Dude," I heard him say. "Where are you right now?"

"What?"

"I've been talking to you for five minutes."

"Oh. Sorry. My mind is still on vacation."

"That must have been some island."

"It was. What did you need?"

"I asked if we were hitting the gym tonight."

"Not me. I'm meeting Addy for dinner after work."

"Nice. When do I get to meet her?"

"Never. I'm keeping you far, far away from her."

He laughed because that's always my answer. I paused, gazing at my wedding ring. A crazy thought bounced around inside my head. What if I shattered this bullshit arrangement? What if I exposed everything? I could end their affair by bringing them together and dragging everything into the open. I'd be humiliated. I'd be the man with the wandering wife. But then it would be over. They'd stop. We'd figure out a path forward which did not include my wife fucking my partner.

"You know what?" I said. "Let's do it. Join us for dinner tonight, Alfredo's downtown. Eight. I'll let her know. She'll be thrilled. You will too."

"Truly? That's fantastic, brother. I'll dress my best."

"Have a good workout."

He left the office. I sent Addy a text updating her on dinner arrangements for tonight. She was happy she'd finally get to meet my business partner. I was instantly nervous but enough of this bullshit. They'd realize the situation and stop. I was ready.

I got home later than expected and raced through a shower and change of clothes. My wife looked sexy in a baggy crepe top and short but not too short skirt. Addy had the car warming up when I finished my shower and we hurried to our reservations at Alfredo's. She stopped to use the restroom so I waited in the lobby where the hostess told me our guest was already seated.

"Excellent," I said. "I'll sit with him now. Will you escort my wife to our table when she exits the restroom?"

The hostess assured me she would. Normally I'd wait for Addy and walk with her but I had to decide whose face I wanted to watch: Draymond's or Addy's? If I waited to walk with her I'd see Dray's reaction. If I sat with him I'd see Addy's. No choice at all, really. Dray and I fist-bumped and I took a seat which faced the lobby. The hostess escorted Addy between tables filled with other diners. My wife smiled at me and then her eyes drifted to our guest. Her face froze. She stumbled slightly but righted herself. Her body turned stiff, her walk awkward. Her shoulders slumped and then straightened. Draymond saw her at last and stood bolt-upright, spilling his drink. He looked at her and then me and then at her and then at me.

"Dude!" he rasped. "I had no idea."

"I know you didn't."

"Parker!" Addy croaked. "Oh, my God. How long have you known?"

"Since yesterday."

People at nearby tables were beginning to turn.

"Sit," I told Addy. "Everything's fine. Sit, Draymond."

They sat. Dray gulped his whiskey. A waiter approached, read the table and started to back away.

"No," I said, motioning him forward. "Take our drink order, please."

He did, leaving faster than he came.

"I showed you her pictures," Draymond said. "Jesus. I showed you her pictures and you played it cool. How? How did you do that?"

"You showed someone those pictures of me naked?"

"Yeah. I told you I'd let my friends see them. You said fine."

"I had no idea my husband was one of your friends!"

Addy hid her face in her hands. I knew her mind raced, remembering all the photos Dray took. They came back to her one by one and she wanted to crawl into a hole and die. She was remembering his cock in her mouth. She was remembering him fucking her.

"Holy shit," she growled, looking up at us. "You took video."

"I saw it," I said.

Dray put his forehead on the table. Adriana looked ready to cry.

"I'm okay," I reassured them. "It landed hard, I'm not going to lie. But I've had time with it now. Both of you calm down. Dray, I don't blame you for fucking her. She's gorgeous. She's sexy. She's horny and she said you could." I faced my wife. "Addy, you didn't fuck him because he's my partner. You weren't trying to hurt me. Draymond is a handsome, attractive man. I see how he pulls women in and captures them. You two becoming lovers is just improbable math, nothing more."

"It ends right now," Addy stated, and I believed her.

"Definitely," Dray added.

Our drinks arrived. I waited until the waiter left.

"I appreciate that," I said. "I thank you both."

We all turned silent. I let the revelation sink in and the flood of thoughts and emotions wash over us. After some time, I began talking about work.

Conversation was awkward for about fifteen minutes. The shock of learning the truth had us all turned inside-out. That faded. Soon the conversation returned to normal and from there really took off. Addy and Dray were so compatible. They genuinely liked each other. We enjoyed a delicious meal plus dessert. Addy felt tremendous relief that her infidelity was out in the open. We drank and chatted and I began to grow horny watching her speak to him. I remembered how they were in bed with each other. I remembered the raw passion and lust.

"I can't believe you're okay with this," Draymond said. "I can't believe you're not destroyed. I hear the way you talk about your wife, brother. You rave about her all the time. You love her completely."

Addy reached across the table to take my hand.

"I do," I said. "But I never said I wasn't destroyed. I said I understood. Big difference. Addy and I will continue to work out the knots in our marriage that led to this. Who knows where we'll end up."

"Were you hiding in the closet yesterday?" Addy asked.

I coughed into my wine.

"I heard a gasp," She continued. "I heard an elbow or knee bump the wall. You didn't go to work, did you? If you learned about me and Dray days earlier, from the pictures he showed you. When I said I was going to yoga, you knew what that meant. I think you told me you were going to the office so I'd bring Draymond to our home. I think you watched us. Did you?"

Draymond's hard stare joined Addy's. I swallowed hard.

"Yes," I said. "I won't add to all the lying. Yes. I hid in the closet and watched you both fuck. I was there the whole time."

Draymond shook his head in disbelief. Addy looked smug.

"Then I can tell you where this marriage will end up," she said, gloating. "My husband watched me with a lover and did nothing. No shouts of rage, no broken heart and tears. He watched. I know what that means. Finish your dessert, Draymond. We have a date in the bed I share with my husband."

Dray looked confused. He turned to me.

"It's all right," Addy said. "We've all learned things about each other. I won't ask Parker if he got hard watching me because I already know he did. Good. This will work out well for everyone. Tell me I'm wrong, Parker."

I didn't. I couldn't. My heart screamed at me, demanding I shout a refusal. But my mind, in fact the rest of my body, told my heart to shut the fuck up. My balls were already heating. I pictured them in our bed and this time I'd be close, close enough to touch her if I wished.

"Finish your dessert, Dray," I said. "Addy is right."

My wife signaled the waiter.

We took our car. Draymond sat in the passenger seat with Addy on his lap. I tried to focus on driving but my wife squirmed against his crotch, proving to be a terrible distraction. Her hand soon disappeared under her skirt. They shifted around awkwardly for a few moments, laughing at the ridiculous situation, and then Addy relaxed her legs, all wind leaving her lungs as she sank onto his rigid pole. Draymond muttered a weak apology to me but did nothing to stop my lusty wife. She pushed on the ceiling to force herself down his length. His hard cock reached far up inside her. Addy shifted her hands to the dashboard and ground her ass on his lap as she stared out the windshield. The car filled with the scent of sex. She fucked him right next to me as I drove.

After a minute, she turned towards me slightly, resting a foot between our seats. She spread her knees to show me his dark meat buried in her pale pink pussy, her white panties shoved aside. I glanced often, keeping the car on the road but studying every raised vein on his shaft and her tight pussy sealed around him. I'd seen his cock in a million pictures but nothing compared to real life. This was the closest I'd ever seen the thing and watching my woman work her cunt up and down his stiff inches felt like a slow heart attack. I wanted to touch her but kept both hands on the wheel as I drove the winding road to our home. I knew I'd soon see Addy go wild on that manly pillar of meat.

"Don't cum," she warned him. "Don't cum in me. Not yet. I want to watch Parker's face when you do. I want to be kissing my wonderful husband when you fill me with your hot load. God! I can't wait!"

Bizarrely, I couldn't either, although I had no idea how I'd behave. They knew what to expect. They'd had a ton of sex with each other. I'd be the odd man out, wondering what the rules were, what proper etiquette was. I tried to picture myself in our bedroom with them but all I saw myself doing in that situation was watching again, like I had from the closet. To fuck a woman at the same time as Draymond was daunting. I can't compete with him in that way.

Addy pushed her pussy all the way down to his balls and pulled her top open, freeing her tits. The space was cramped but Dray palmed her big fleshy orbs and rolled her nipples around. Draymond may have been forbidden an orgasm but my wife had not, and she began to rub her clit while grinding on his crotch. Her mouth opened. Her eyes closed. She turned inward and savored the pleasure of a big hard cock inside. She gasped loudly and her body went rigid as she climaxed with a groan, stuffed with his meat. I kept us on the road but just barely. What a stunning sight she is.

The windows fogged so I hit the defrost. Addy worked her hips like she hadn't had sex for years. Me as her audience gave her a rush like nothing else. No more sneaking around. No more lies. She was free to fuck the way she'd always wanted and that truth lit her blood on fire.

She found the button to slide his seat all the way back and then pulled off his cock. I caught a glimpse of his towering dark meat before she maneuvered around to face him, placing a foot on either side of his ass and her knees under his muscular arms. She kissed him and sank lower, his cock splitting her pussy lips before sliding home again. She brought her nipples to his mouth and closed her eyes in bliss as he suckled first one and then the other. She rested her chin atop his head and dragged her pussy up and down his length.

It was almost too much to take. She was a fiend for sex. I saw how much she truly loved hard dick now that she'd been released from her lies.

I drove through the night. For a long time, she seemed to forget I was there. They both did. The intense connection they shared made the rest of the world fall away. My wife rode his cock and fed him breasts until she moaned loudly and orgasmed again. I wondered if part of her wild excitement was the anticipation of us arriving home and leading two men to our bed.

"Your cock is amazing," she mumbled, finding his lips for a soft kiss.

Dray said nothing.

"I want to fuck you all night long," she continued. "I want you to take turns with my husband. I want my men to use me like a slut. Will you, Honey? Can you use me like a slut? Will you fuck me, Parker, in front of Dray like I know Dray will fuck me in front of you? Say yes."

I drew a deep breath.

"Yes," I said.

She lifted both tits to his mouth. He alternated sucking and tonguing each stiff nipple. Addy squeezed her breasts closely together and stuffed both nipples into his mouth at the same time, and then added her own tongue to his dancing one. They suckled her tits together. I stepped on the gas, driving a little dangerously, eager to get home and get out of this car. Addy began bouncing her hips on him as they tongued her breasts and my lovely wife orgasmed again, moaning softly as the waves of pleasure rolled through her. I risked a long look at my gorgeous bride.

I stepped on the gas a little more.





Chapter 13


I gazed out the window at the ground passing by forty-five thousand feet below. At around seven-hundred miles an hour, we'd reach the island soon. I noticed my reflection in the double-paned glass. I met my own stare.

Who am I? At a dinner with grandma I'm one man, but not the same man as at a bachelor party with friends. I'm one man at a funeral and another at the beach. I am many different people, and not merely behaviorally. I think differently in those situations. I feel differently about different things. The truth is, I don't know who I am until I am in a situation. Then the real me comes out but only the real me for that moment. Who am I with a gun in my face? We all imagine we know how we'd act but we don't. Who am I when my wife cheats on me with other men?

I thought I knew, but I didn't.

Addy clutched my hand. She wore the tightest, shortest dress I'd ever seen her wear. With her legs crossed at the knee the hem barely covered her lap. If she'd worn panties, I'd be able to see the colorful triangle, but she hadn't, not for a trip like this, so instead I saw the hint of her slit. I looked out the window as the Earth raced by. Clouds were a blanket of fluff all the way to the horizon. The sun was bright and strong.

"Would you like me to be your little slut on this trip?" Addy asked.

She already knew my answer. She'd questioned me at great length regarding my conversion. I'd arranged that dinner with Dray as a showdown but invited the man back to our home, invited him into our bedroom and into my wife. When I'd maneuvered them to that restaurant I had no idea things would go that way. I'd watched for the first hour and then stripped to join them. Dray and I had fucked Addy to within an inch of unconsciousness but she'd only come back for more.

After Draymond left our home my wife and I had a long, honest talk. At the end of it we agreed: there would be no more hiding. Addy was hungry for new lovers and I would allow her to enjoy them. I would encourage her to enjoy them. As my fear and shock drained away I'd discovered my dick would rise to see her so used. She was fine with that. When Dino's invitation had come, we'd jumped at the chance to join him on his island again. We knew what we flew into.

She caught me glancing at her lap and uncrossed her legs. There was no need to lift her dress. She laughed and planted her feet, giving me an unobstructed view.

"Well?" she purred. "Would you like me to be your little slut on this trip?"

I cleared my throat. I knew exactly what I'd be agreeing to.

"Yes," I murmured. "I'd like that."

The fasten-seatbelt sign chimed off. Addy unbuckled and moved to her knees before me, sliding her dress to her hips, exposing pussy and ass. Her practiced hand drew my zipper down and released my penis. She lowered her head and wet warmth enveloped me.

Dino's jet was spacious with seats along each wall and a wide aisle down the middle. The seats could pivot so groups could hold conversations if desired. Dino sat two rows ahead speaking on the phone. A hot tub for five sat at the rear of the plane and a full bar sat at the front. Lush white carpeting covered the floor.

My talented wife pleased my dick until she had me throbbing. She stood and turned away, lowering her pussy and guiding my dick into her. She was soaked. She worked my length, teasing.

She lifted her pussy clear, leaving me in that state. She threw a mischievous grin my way and moved to kneel before Dino like she had me. The villain did not miss a beat, did not skip a word in his conversation. Addy freed his dick too, twice my length and girth, and lowered her head. Dino spoke casually and comfortably as my wife slipped his cock into her hungry mouth. She kept eyes on me as his spongy inches vanished. Her red lips crawled towards his root.

I groaned. I may have come to understand who I was in situations like these but that understanding made nothing easier. Your lovely bride servicing a large cock will always be distressing. He gained firmness and she removed her hand, touching him with her mouth alone. Her eyes stayed locked to mine as she used her mouth to please him, head bobbing slow and fast and slow again, teasing and coaxing. She got him hard just like she'd done to me and then turned to sit on his cock too. She rode him only a minute and then once more sank to her knees, eager to orally worship that pulsating rod. Her tongue circled the shaft and flicked the head. She tortured his inches, making him harder and harder. She was showing me how she wanted his load, was eager to swallow what he gave her. I was harder now than when she sucked me. The powerful sight drove my mind and my imagination.

His phone call was undisturbed. The man had poise. The man had self-control. His cock stood up from his lap like a rocket, veiny and thumping, but he conducted business as usual. He rested a gentle hand atop her head and continued to speak.

On the seat next to him sat the Apollo Clock.

Addy turned serious. She focused on her mission. Her head bobbed faster, her mouth a vacuuming cunt, drawing his sperm up from his balls. We flew mile after mile and my wife worked his rampant erection, determined to earn her reward. He finished his call and tossed the phone on the seat next to the clock. He studied my pretty wife, grinning as she sucked hard. He turned to me.

"Should I feed her?" he asked me.

Addy groaned with need.

"Or make her wait until we are at the villa so she can finish me in front of all our friends? I'll let you decide."

I did not answer. Dino would choose what he wanted and make it so. I had that confirmed when a heartbeat later he clenched his jaw and blasted hot cum down her throat. She kept her hands to herself and so did he, his cock the pipeline that connected them. He spewed gobs of jizz into her sucking mouth.

He finished and she held him in there, feeling him deflate, stirring his cock with her tongue. At last he softened enough she let him slip free, tucking him into his pants and zipping him up. She returned to her seat and slipped her arms around my neck. Dino turned to watch as Addy kissed me deeply. I'd never been harder.

"We just joined the mile-high club," she laughed.





Chapter 14


The bonfire on the beach and all of us around it was guarded by a wide circle of armed men. Boats patrolled the waters around the island. The information Dino had fed the CIA resulted in bad news for his competitors and they were angry. Several attempts had been made on his life. Dino and the rest of us listened to a man play guitar. The music was beautiful. A waiter walked the half-naked crowd, refilling glasses. Dino left his seat to join Addy and me. We chatted casually about the delicious meal we'd just enjoyed and then he got to the point.

"I want you to work for me," he said. "Both of you, and your partner, Draymond, too. I did background research on all three of you and I like what I see. Adriana is highly successful in her field and you and Draymond continue to excel. You have intelligence and determination and ambition and I need people like that."

"Doing what?" Addy asked.

"For you, my sweet, flying around the world collecting the pieces of art I wish to own. I'm building an exhibit hall, much like my observatory, to showcase my collection and I want you to run it, acquiring the items I'm missing. I'll pay you well. For Parker and Draymond, I need help on the business end. I won't ask you to tote a gun, unless that sounds fun to you, but a great deal of my business is legal and growing fast. I need help with that side and I'll pay you more than double what you make now. Interested? Will you walk away from what you're doing to join me and start a new life?"

Addy was already nodding vigorously.

"Hell yes," she said.

I had to agree. Why not? What kept me anchored to the daily grind? I made decent money but I sacrificed too many minutes of my life to earn it. I lived to make money and that's no way to live.

"I'll need to speak to Draymond," I said. "He'll want to brainstorm this with me. We are at our best when we put our heads together."

"I know that," Dino said. "That's why I'm having him flown in. He'll be here later tonight. Let me know what you three decide."

Dino left us to join another gathering of people. Addy turned her hopeful, excited eyes on me.

"Can you imagine?" she squeaked. "Me? Flying around the world to shop? To find and purchase the very best collectibles for him? What a dream? I loaned him my clock. I'll feature it in the collection."

"You left out you'll be fucking him between flights."

"And then I'll fuck him between flights," she joked.

We laughed.

"What will you tell Draymond?"

"The truth. I'll lay out all I know about Dino and our opportunity working for him. There's risk. The man could be murdered any minute. On the other hand, he's smart and he's survived this long. He knows the world he lives in. Dray and I think our job is secure but financial institutions dissolve all the time. Nothing's permanent."

"Sounds to me like you want to accept Dino's offer?"

"I think I do. I'm nervous about how much access that will give him to you."

She gave me a wicked look. Her gaze swung to Dino, standing by the fire and speaking with friends. My wife looked the man up and down.

"He'll have all the access he wants," she said.

I followed her gaze. He was casually confident, dressed in a loose cotton shirt and linen pants. My wife openly lusted for the man. My eyes drifted to the man Dino conversed with and I almost spilled my wine. Agent Brooks! Brooks saw me looking and raised a beer in salute. Dino had recruited the agent to work for him too. What a great way to eliminate your enemies: hire them and pay them more.

Draymond arrived by helicopter hours later. We met him on the grass and walked with him to his room. He was nervous but quickly relaxed once Addy took his hand. We told him everything and his eyes went wide when we mentioned the increase in pay. He did not care about the increase in personal danger.

"I'm a risk-taker," he explained. "Look how many husbands want me dead."

"So you're going to say yes?" Addy asked.

"Hell yes."

She grabbed his face and kissed his lips.

The next day found us lying on the beach and soaking up the hot sun. We were naked and surrounded by other naked people, including Agent Brooks. Addy lay between Dray and me and giggled with delight, commenting how special she felt to have two husbands. Her words stung but sent blood flowing to my penis. What a mess I am. She sat up and took a dick in each hand, stroking us, comparing us. His large black cock filled her hand. Several people around noticed what she'd done and watched to see what happened next.

"People are watching," I warned.

"Which tells you how they feel about what I'm doing," she said.

Good point. I began to grow and so did Dray. Soon she jerked two hard cocks. I glanced around again at the people watching and noticed Agent Brooks.

"I'll be back," I said, rising from my lounge chair.

Addy smoothly switched both hands to Dray. She had baby oil under her chair and squirted some on his cock, turning him darker and making his rod glisten. I pulled on my trunks since Brooks wore his and headed across the sand.

"Are you working undercover?" I asked. "Or did you jump ship too?"

"Jumped. Fuck the government. I discovered we were doing shit worse than Dino. How can I defend that? Couldn't. Now I sip a Bloody Mary on the beach and watch gorgeous women masturbate men. Isn't that your wife?"

"Yup. The guy is my business partner. We jumped ship too."

I sat blocking his view of Addy so he shifted his position to continue watching. We talked about law-enforcement and interesting cases. Dino had recruited him to help with electronic surveillance and how to thwart it. I saw his expression slowly change to amazement and finally turned to see what Addy and Dray did behind me. My wife straddled my partner's lounge chair, fucking herself on his big black cock. She mauled her tits in the bright sunlight. Everyone watched and why wouldn't they? She looked sexy as fuck. Dray blasted her breasts with a big squirt of baby oil and Addy spread it around. She stared at the open sky and groaned loudly, climaxing on the cock deeply buried in her.

"Looks like a lot of things have changed for you and Adriana," Brooks said.

I watched my wife fuck my partner under a noonday sun.

"A lot has changed," I said. "But that's life, isn't it?"


End.
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