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Chapter 1

To be fair, I have put on some weight. Also, we’ve been married about ten years and have grown comfortable. You might even call it lazy. Lyra used to love sex and want it all the time but the last few years that enthusiasm is gone.

A few days ago, I was complaining to my guy friends out on the golf course and Eddie suggested I visit this weird apothecary downtown. He said the man who works there sold him a powder that was guaranteed to turn his wife into a total slut.

“Guess what?” Eddie had said. “It worked. Bev wants sex all the time now. It’s like we’re newlyweds again.”

I had my doubts. True aphrodisiacs don’t exist, but Eddie swore it worked and was completely safe.

“It’s like a Viagra for women,” he told me. “Bev is all over me now.”

I filed the information away, doubting I’d ever act on it. But today I found myself shopping downtown with my wife. The strange little apothecary is a block away down an alley. When Lyra stepped into a dressing room with a handful of dresses, I decided I had time for a quick visit. I left the store and hurried down the sidewalk. I took the turn without glancing back, although I got the feeling someone was watching me. Eddie had described how the door to the place was painted to look like brick wall, so I found the knob and let myself in. The door closed smoothly and silently behind me. I approached the sales counter, ignoring all the shelves packed with merchandise.

“Hello,” I said to the ancient and withered man seated behind the register. “My friend was here days ago. You sold him a powder to sexually stimulate his wife. I want some of that powder too. Do you remember selling it to him?”

I was rushing my words, nervous.

“I remember,” the old man croaked. “I tried to talk him out of it like I’ll try to talk you out of it. Be careful what you wish for.”

“He says it works.”

“Of course it works. I know what I’m mixing. All of my customers are word of mouth, just like you. It’s expensive.”

“If it turns my wife into a slut, it will be worth it.”

He left his stool to search the wall of shelves behind him. He had dozens of canisters and clay jars. He pulled from several and then added them to a mortar and pestle, grinding the components into dust. He tapped the mix into a small brown bag.

“Four hundred dollars,” he said.

I flinched.

“It will work,” he said, reassuring me.

I used my own credit card so Lyra wouldn’t see the bill. I signed and bolted, stuffing the small bag into my pocket and hurrying back to my wife.


Chapter 2

Lyra was just exiting the dressing room. Talk about luck.

“Did you go somewhere, Darren? I called out for you to come look at a dress, but you never answered.”

Yes, sorry,” I said. “I ran to the restroom. Which dress?”

“Doesn’t matter. I changed my mind about it. Let’s go grab a bite to eat. I’m famished.”

The mall has a lovely bistro, and we found an open table. They took our drink orders and then Lyra excused herself to use the restroom. I read the instructions and tapped the first dose into her sweet tea, stirring briskly. I finished before she returned and then excused myself to wash my hands when she got back. I wasn’t gone long but her tea was almost gone when I sat down. I started watching for signs the powder was working but saw nothing unusual.

We finished our food and two glasses of sweet tea and collected our shopping bags, heading out into the mall again. Lyra walked closer, taking my arm after a few minutes. She moved closer still, pressing her body against mine.

“I’m horny all of a sudden,” she mumbled.

“Let’s go home,” I suggested.

She shook her head.

“Too far away. Let’s use this stairwell to the upper parking garage.”

She grabbed my free hand and pulled me towards double steel doors. We entered a stairwell with metal steps running higher and lower. She tugged me up one landing and guided my hand to her large breast. She kissed me deeply. I dropped her bags and palmed her other tit, squeezing.

“You want me to fuck you right here?” I asked, scarcely believing.

She shook her head again.

“Too easy to get caught and get in serious trouble. Just take your dick out and let me suck it.”

I’ve never moved so fast. I unzipped and reached inside, drawing my soft penis through the opening. She braced her hands on the nearby railing and bent at the waist, engulfing every soft inch. I was nervous performing in such a public place, but that didn’t stop me from getting hard fast. Lyra attacked my erection, using one hand to pump me while she sucked.

“You’re going to make me cum too fast,” I warned.

“Just do it. I’m kind of craving the taste. You can take care of me when we get home. Go ahead and shoot.”

Hell yes. Every man loves to hear words like that. I backed her against the railing to fuck her mouth and her hand was a blur on me.

“Here it comes,” I muttered.

She sucked harder and stroked faster and I just let it rip, blasting everything into her mouth. She sucked on the head and held my load in her mouth until I squeezed out the last drop. I was staggered. I’d assumed she’d swallowed because she sometimes does but nope. She opened her mouth to show how I’d flooded her tongue. Then she swallowed.

“Goddamn, Lyra. Where did all this come from?”

She gave a little shrug.

“Just woke up horny, I guess,” she said, licking her lips. “I want to keep shopping. You can take care of me once we’re home.”

“All right.”

This was so not like her. I never expected the powder to work so fast. I was thrilled by the possibilities, yet still feeling guilty about what I’d done. I promised myself I’d tell her the truth soon.

We reentered the mall and headed for the Jimmy Choo store. My legs were a little wobbly after my orgasm. I dropped into a chair while Lyra walked the walls, investigating the displays, and a handsome salesman went over to talk to her.  I got out my phone to read some headlines. When I looked up, Lyra was bending at the waist to look at a lower shelf and rubbing her ass against the man’s crotch. That powder had turned her into a tigress. He left to get her sizes, and she took the seat next to me.

“That was some intense flirting you did with him,” I said.

“Oh, you saw that? No harm, right? I mean, yours is out of commission for a while so teasing a new one should be all right. Is it not? Do I need to behave?”

She flustered me. I had no desire to shut her down after spending so much effort to rev her up, but this felt a little scary, like a roller coaster ride. Dangerous, but you know there are guardrails to protect you. The thrill comes from wondering what if they fail. I was in that spot now. Social and marital constraints would keep her on the track, but what if that powder was powerful enough to derail her? Half of me worried she’d go too far and half of me worried she wouldn’t go far enough.

“No,” I said. “Have fun. Don’t worry about me. You’re right, you should be allowed to tease and flirt.”

The salesman returned from the stockroom and knelt at Lyra’s feet. He grabbed the first pair for her to try but my wife’s eyes were on me. With a wicked smile she gently and innocently parted her knees, giving the man a view up her skirt. Bold. Lyra had never done anything like that before. I cleared my throat, but she only smirked and opened her knees a little wider. She bounced her eyebrows at me, indicating this was all in good fun.

“I feel a little intoxicated,” she said. The salesman looked up at her. “Wine with lunch,” she explained.

On the way down, his gaze darted up her skirt. I got a twinge of jealousy, but I also got a rush of excitement, imagining what he must have seen, what he must have felt. I impulsively left my chair to give them a moment together, examining a black and red pump on a shelf. My heart raced. Lyra was a new woman, a different woman. I’d done this to her, and I felt terrible about that, but I also felt a growing arousal stronger than anything I’d known before. I’d never seen her behave this way, and I really liked it.

I angled myself to watch them from the corner of my eye. Lyra’s thighs were spread now, giving the man a full view of whatever panties she wore today. She always wears something nice and sexy, without going too far, so I was sure the dude enjoyed the view. I got a rush when I realized she was probably wet from sucking my cock earlier and he saw that too. I was almost woozy with excitement. I never expected any of this. I thought I’d dose my wife and she’d be more aroused in the bedroom, a little more eager for sex. I’d followed directions. Had I given her too much?

I turned to take my seat again.

“Watch the door, Baby,” Lyra told me. “I want to take him in back and suck his cock too. Is that all right?”

I opened my mouth to speak but never got the chance. I have no idea what words would have come out if I’d gotten the chance to utter them. I didn’t, and I didn’t because Lyra took the man’s hand and led him away before I could say anything. I stood paralyzed. What the fuck just happened? I glanced around the empty store to make sure no one else heard that. I meandered towards the back door and peeked into the stockroom. Lyra’s head bobbed back and forth in front of the man’s crotch. His eyes were closed. She was sucking his cock! I staggered back a step. I’d done this, not her. How could I tell her now? I was Doctor Frankenstein, and she was my monster. Lyra held his hips and fucked her face on him. I had a terrible angle and could see nothing except the back of him and her bobbing head and bouncing hair.

The front door opened, and a woman came in to browse. I shuffled away from the stockroom door, pretending to examine some shoes on display. Moments later the salesman came out, flustered and red-faced, and told the new shopper hello. Moments later Lyra joined me in looking at shoes. She made a point to wipe the corners of her mouth with her thumb.

“Did you?” I muttered.

She chuckled.

“Yeah. He came fast. Fair to say I caught him by surprise.”

I couldn’t draw a full breath.

“Did you swallow him?”

She made a face.

“Duh. I couldn’t let it spray all over us. Don’t worry, he tasted all right. There was a lot though. Poor guy. I think it had been a while.”

I was going nuts on the inside. I played it cool but sweet mercy; Lyra had just sucked off a stranger.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said. “I got what I came for.”

I was eager to leave. I collected our shopping bags while Lyra thanked the man for everything. We stepped out into the mall again. We shopped but I think I was walking around in shock. We finished and got in the car and Lyra lowered her mouth to my lap as I drove. She had me hard by the time we got home, and we raced to bed where she literally fucked my brains out. I orgasmed hard, but she orgasmed a hundred times harder. It was so obviously the best sex we ever had that any thoughts I had about maybe throwing the powder away, evaporated. No way would I give up sex this good with her.


Chapter 3

What the fuck should I do? If I dosed her again, she might act out with another man but if I didn’t dose her again, that incredible sex we had would be lost to me and call me a selfish prick if you must but goddamn, that sex was amazing.

I put it in her morning coffee, and I even used a little more. I acted nonchalant, leaving her alone to put on my suit and tie like always, but her coffee cup was empty by the time I returned. It was difficult to not watch her like a hawk. I was alert for any sign. I kissed her goodbye as I headed off to work and she did the same. I knew our sex tonight would be fantastic. Lyra is a makeup artist, and all the top people demand her services. She makes great money. I’m in middle-management of a big finance company and spend most of my day shuffling paper around, real and electronic.  I’d just archived a large file when my phone buzzed.

Brad just fucked me. Don’t be mad. I was so horny!

I had no idea who the fuck Brad was. One of the actors she sometimes does work on? Some dude she works with or for? I didn’t know. Brad was some faceless man with his dick in my wife. I read her text a dozen times. I had so many questions. I never considered getting angry with her because this was all my fault, but I’m such a bastard all I could think about was how hot sex with Lyra would be when we got home tonight. I was going to ask her who Brad was but thought better of it. If she’d already told me about him and I didn’t know, I’d look like I don’t listen to her. I sat there steaming in a pool of my own making, racking my brain for a possible response. My panic rose with each passing minute. A lack of response was a form of acceptance. Lyra would see my silence as agreement. Her phone showed when I read the message. The longer I sat here saying nothing, the more it meant I approved.

Fuck. I simply could not focus enough to write a sentence. My mind whirled with images of Lyra bent over her makeup counter and fucked from behind, some lucky bastard named Brad amazed at his own dumb luck.

My phone buzzed again.

Nothing? No comment?

I had to say something, so I typed out how I was going to fuck her brains out tonight. She liked that and we shared a hot and horny exchange for a few minutes. I was well aware that my response would only encourage her, but I was flabbergasted.

The rest of my workday passed slowly. I watched the clock until I could punch out and race home. She was waiting for me in our bed, a lovely green teddy wrapped around her delicious body and spread out across the comforter. I climbed up and kissed her and then she directed my mouth between her legs. I like it when she shows me what she wants but I didn’t make the connection until after my first lick. She had cum in her! My heart almost exploded. I moaned at my discovery and licked her again. She brought her legs down around my head, trapping me except I wanted to be there, and I feasted on her pussy. I was a wild man, pumped up and overly excited to find real evidence of her infidelity.

I ate until she orgasmed twice, and then she pushed me away. I rolled her on top and he ran down my shaft to drip from my balls onto our bed. I was fucking her through Brad’s jizz. I felt erotic heat strong enough to melt steel. I growled like a beast, and she laughed, a joyous laugh, a playful laugh. There was nothing to fear, nothing to get angry about. She rode me hard, kissing my lips, grinding her hips. I was holding back my orgasm until she shrieked out another, and then I turned it all loose, spurting wildly inside her, adding my seed to his. I kept going. I couldn’t stop cumming. She laughed with delight again to see me orgasm so hard.

Afterwards, we cuddled.

“You never asked who Brad was,” she said at long last.

“It doesn’t matter.”

“Okay.”

She snuggled under my arm and laid her head on my chest.

It didn’t matter. I cared nothing for who he was. To me, he was simply another hard dick in my wife’s life. The less I knew about him, the better. All I care about is Lyra coming home as horny as she was tonight. I was drugging my wife to make her more sexual, and it was working better than I’d ever hoped. Brad and the shoe salesman and any guys like them were simply collateral damage. Mere physical exercise for my newly nympho wife. If they were the price I had to pay to always have her this hot in bed, I’d gladly pay it. I could tell they weren’t even men to her, they were simply available cocks, backscratchers lying around for anyone to use.

In the back of my mind, I knew what I was doing was wrong. For now, I was able to rationalize and justify my actions, telling myself that Lyra had never been happier, our sex life had never been so good, and our intimacy and communication had never been this incredible. I told myself that when I finally revealed what I’d done, Lyra would be delighted. She wouldn’t, but I denied that fact and convinced myself she would.

Because I wanted more.


Chapter 4

“This one?” Lyra said, holding up a hanger with a diaphanous, floral print, gauzy little dress. “Or this one?” she said, raising another dress, black, but sheer and narrow, which meant it would hug her body and in certain bright light become see-through.

The club we were headed to was sold out for months but with her Hollywood connections, we were getting in. I’d already dosed her at dinner and saw the tell-tale signs of her arousal beginning. She walked around our bedroom getting ready to go out with stiff nipples and swelling labia. She’d stopped several times to rub her hands over her sensitive skin, asking if it was warm in here. I’m diabolical. The rising symptoms only turned me on more. I actually considered hitting her with a second dose, just to see how she reacted. I could turn her into a sex fiend if I wished. It was a kind of mind-control. I had power over my wife, and I liked it. A lot.

“The black one,” I said. “It’s sexier.”

She gave me a sultry look.

“Is that how you want me to act tonight?” she said. “Sexy?”

“Hell yes. Every night.”

A huge smile curled her lips.

“That’s awesome, Baby,” she said. “I was feeling the same way. I’m in a mood. Why don’t you go pour us each a shot of tequila before we leave?”

I said I would. How perfect was this? The universe was telling me to hit her with a second dose, so I did. I returned to the bedroom where she had slipped on the slinky black dress, and we toasted to a sexy night out together. I downed my drink in one gulp and so did she. I took her glass and walked it to the kitchen, a little nervous about what I’d done. What would two doses do to her?

She squirmed in her seat a lot on the drive over until finally dropping her head to my lap to suck on me. We pulled into the parking garage, adjusted our clothing, and walked to the club. The bouncer ushered us in, and we worked our way towards the back. The place was dark and packed with sexy people. Strobes flashed and brilliant colorful beams shot everywhere, turning her dress transparent when they hit her. Hard driving music vibrated the walls, the floor, and our bones. Lyra took my hand and slipped it under her dress. Her voice was strained with barely contained arousal.

“Feel how wet I am already,” she rasped. “God! I want to fuck.”

I discovered she wore nothing underneath. I pulled back sopping wet fingers.

We flashed our bracelets at the bouncer guarding the roped-off VIP section and settled into a booth.

“Let’s dance,” she said right away.

“I want drinks. You go ahead. I’ll wait for the waitress and get our order in.”

“I gotta move, Baby,” she joked, kissing me.

I nodded and gestured towards the packed dance floor. Lyra dropped her purse with me and started dancing in the aisle, working her way towards the dance floor. She looked so sexy.

She hit the parquet floor and started to move, staying at the edge for a while, but the crowd gradually swallowed her. The waitress took our order and vanished. I looked for Lyra, but the wall of writhing bodies blocked my view. I still had not seen my wife by the time the drinks arrived.

Finally, there she was. She’d worked her way back to the edge, but she wasn’t alone. A tall, lanky, blond-haired man danced behind her. My wife ground her ass against his crotch and sometimes leaned all the way back, rubbing her shoulders against his stomach. He slipped his hands under her arms to caress her tummy and then slowly slid his hands higher, approaching her breasts but cautiously, testing the waters and her reaction. Lyra leaned into him and placed her hands on top of his, guiding him up her body, covering the mounds of her tits. He squeezed and lifted, and she turned her head, suddenly kissing with fire. Hot coals ignited in my belly. There was so much going on. Pounding music, flashing lights, hundreds of people gyrating. Lyra and her guy were lost in it. She sent a hand behind her to grab his crotch. He mauled her breasts and tweaked her nipples. In the flash of a bright blue light, I saw his stiff cock, freed and in her hand, before he dipped his hips, and she guided him up under the hem of her dress. She pressed her body tightly to his and his ass clenched. Lyra’s mouth fell open.

He was in her.

My mind exploded. I’d caught glimpses of her sucking the shoe salesman and I’d received a text message that she’d fucked Brad, but nothing came close to seeing it with my own eyes.

Everything happened in slow motion. People jostled them from almost every direction and what they did was lost on the crowd. Hell, there were probably a few couples in that mass of humanity fucking at that moment. I didn’t care about them. I cared about my wife. He kept his hips low and his hands massaging her tits and Lyra fucked herself on him.

I was struck dumb. My wife lifted her ass off his crotch a few inches and then pushed herself down onto him again. It was sexy and rhythmic and sensual, and my dick immediately started to harden. Lyra glanced at me a few times, but she honestly didn’t care if I approved or not, which only made what she was doing hotter. The lights played across her body, and I saw through the dress to her body beneath. I noted how the back of her dress had piled up across the top of his cock. I noted how she balanced herself sometimes by grabbing his thighs. I caught glimpses of his thick bare cock bridging the gap between them, a fat tube of flesh pumping her cunt from behind again and again. Lyra’s eyes were wide open. Her catatonic expression portrayed a woman lost to the sensation of an impaling cock. The dude was thrilled to have snagged such a hot and horny babe, but Lyra had abandoned herself and was only and purely focused on the sensation of a plunging cock.

My wife howled at the ceiling high overhead. Her wail was lost in the cacophony just as her writhing orgasm was lost to the seething bodies around her. Maybe a person noticed here and there but mostly they were lost in worlds of their own too. My wife climaxed in the mix of hot bodies and gave herself up completely to it.

Lanky had ideas of his own. As Lyra writhed stuck on his cock, he moved his hands to her hips, holding her close and preventing escape. His hips dug into her, grinding his buried meat. At last, he filled one hand with her long and wild hair and pulled her head back. With his other hand he held her hips fast. I noted short jerking motions from his ass, and I realized the man was ejaculating inside her. I witnessed it for myself, and it was erotic. I’d driven her to this insane need, so I took it like a man, but I had to admit it looked hot. It looked so much more than hot.

His cock softened quickly after cumming, and I saw it flop out from under her dress. He zipped up and stepped away, leaving Lyra confused and alone. She smoothed her dress in back and glanced around and before she could move another man stepped behind her and started grinding his crotch on her ass. I watched my wife melt. He was a big man, with thick legs and arms. Only an inch taller than Lyra, he grabbed her around the waist and pulled her body backward against his. My wife did not fight him at all, giving in to desire once more. His hand circled her throat, and she turned her head to kiss him fiercely. He squeezed her throat and Lyra melted.

I read her lips: Fuck me.

He scanned the nearby crowd to check the feasibility of her demand and decided to go for it, unzipping quickly and lifting her dress in back. I knew the moment of penetration by the flaring of her eyes. This man was rough but that was its own kind of sexy. I watched him manhandle my wife, thrusting hard under the cover of dancing. A few people noticed but they were high or drunk or simply did not care. This man’s goal was to cum as fast as he could. He pumped his hips and held her tight and soon thrust once, twice, three times hard as he erupted inside her.

He wasn’t worried about Lyra’s satisfaction. He did not care if she orgasmed or not. She did, and it was his callous disregard that pushed her over the edge. He used her to get himself off, but she wanted to be used. He pounded her tight pussy with short hard strokes, but she wanted to be pounded. It was his indifference to her pleasure while at the same time hotly desiring her that made her climax. She came harder for him than she did for the first man.

When he finished ejaculating, he also zipped up and fled. Lyra smoothed her dress and continued dancing alone. I waited for her to look my way and I held our drinks up for her to see. I imagined a drink would feel good to her right now. She stumbled off the dance floor and navigated her way through the tables and chairs, entering the VIP section and leaning over our table.

“I got fucked,” she rasped.

“I saw everything,” I said.

“You let those men fuck me.”

“I did. I saw it’s what you wanted.”

“I do want it. I’m so horny, Baby. I’ve had all these thoughts and feelings trapped inside me for my whole life. I never acted on any of them. Now I am and you like it. You love it. It makes you want me more.”

“It makes you want me more,” I replied.

She stood tall.

“There’s cum running down my inner thighs,” she stated, a little defiantly.

“Hot.”

“My pussy is throbbing with need. I want more cock.”

“Hot.”

“I want new cock. I want you to wait until we get home.”

“HOT.”

She came around the table and tilted my chin up. She kissed me with all the love she felt for me. It landed like a sledgehammer. I was left shaken. She was too.

“Wow,” she muttered.

“Yeah. What just happened?”

She shook her head slowly.

“I don’t know, but something is definitely going on. This is crazy. Our life has gone crazy. We never used to do stuff like this.”

“I’m happy for the change.”

“Me too,” she agreed, bending over for another powerful kiss.

She stood and faced the dance floor, a little unsteady on her legs.

“What an amazing night,” I heard her say over the loud music.

Several men and women noticed her and one man, tall, with the blackest skin I’ve ever seen, left to come stand before her.

“What do I see in your eyes?” he said.

“Need,” Lyra chuckled. “Lust. Want.”

He noticed me seated behind our table. Lyra lifted her glass and finished her drink all at once.

“Sit,” she told him, pointing at a spot next to me on the bench. He did. “Shake my husband’s hand.” He did.

“My name is Fala,” he said.

“Darren,” I replied.

Lyra stepped around the table to stand between Fala’s knees. She nudged them farther apart and moved closer. He looked at me and then grinned as if he’d figured something out.

“I get it,” he said.

He placed a large hand gently on Lyra’s smooth ass, running his palm down her slick dress, appreciation all over his face.

“You folks like to play,” he said. “That’s all right.”

He eased Lyra all the way up between his legs and then gently pulled her down to sit on his lap. Lyra was a panther. She moved sexy now. She breathed sexy. She leaned in to kiss Fala and his hand came up under her chin.

“Soft and gentle?” he asked. “Or hard and rough?”

“It’s up to you,” my wife told him.

He circled Lyra’s waist with both hands and lifted her like she weighed nothing. He sat her feet on the floor and took her hand.

“Sit tight, man,” he told me. “Back shortly.”

My stomach tightened. My palms turned sweaty. What we did tonight was way over the lines. The crowd swallowed both of them. I sat and waited to catch a glimpse.

I waited some more.

I waited some more.

I stood and looked over the heads of everyone dancing and everyone seated with drinks. My wife and Fala were gone.

I waited some more.

Where would I even start to look for her? They were just gone. I left the VIP section, bringing Lyra’s purse with me, and asked the bouncer at the front door if a large black man had recently left with a pretty white woman.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Like, a while ago.”

“Any idea where they went? She forgot her purse and I’d like to return it to her.”

“No idea, man. They aimed that way which leads to the elevators so maybe they have a room in the hotel? Good luck, man.”

I wandered away from the club. I sat in the hotel lobby for a time and then meandered around the elevators until that felt too creepy. I returned to the lobby and, with a growing unease, sent Lyra a text message, asking what the hell was going on. She may have left her purse with me, but she’d taken her phone.

My phone rang. Lyra. I answered to heavy breathing and someone fumbling the device. I heard cloth drag across the microphone. A deep voice moaned.

“Lyra?” I asked.

“Room eight-forty-nine,” she croaked, out of breath.

More fumbling followed and then a loud thump. She’d cast the phone aside but not ended the call.

“Is your husband coming to join us?” I heard the deep voice say.

“Maybe. At this point we have no rules. Maybe he’ll torture himself and wait. Your cock is so hard. I can barely handle it.”

“I’m so hard because you’re so fine. Are you on birth control?”

Lyra laughed.

“It’s like that, is it?” he asked. “All right. I’m cool.”

“Let me suck on it again. I love how hard you are.”

I heard some slurping and a brief gag.

“Oh, shit!” she said. “I never ended the call.”

I heard fumbling and fabric dragging across the microphone. I imagined Lyra trying to disconnect but this man pulling her back, demanding her attention, using her. My wife laughed in the background over something he did, then she moaned. I heard more slurping. She’d failed to end the call yet again.

Do I take the elevator or wait? Can I handle being in the same room while another man fucks her? I debated five seconds and then I hurried to the lifts, the sounds of her orally pleasuring his hard cock in my ear the whole way. I passed people but they paid me no attention. I was just another person on a call. They had no idea I listened to the sounds of my lovely wife rabidly sucking a fat black cock. I rode up eight floors and jogged down a carpeted hallway, all while Lyra gobbled his dick. I knocked on the appropriate door and waited and then knocked again, harder. I heard heavy footsteps on the other side and finally ended the call myself.

Fala opened the door, naked, hard, a big black curving erection in front of me.

“Come in,” he said. “There’s a chair in the corner.”

He backed away from the door. I stepped in and took in the room with one sweep. Lyra’s black dress crumpled on the floor. Sheets and blankets a mess. My wife, nude, arched backward over a pile of pillows, her full breasts aimed at the ceiling.

“Hello, my love,” she murmured. “Have you come to see your lady get plowed?”

“If that’s what my lady wants.”

“Did you notice how big Fala’s cock is? Did you see how hard I made him?”

“I did notice, yes.”

“He was about to fuck me but I’m glad you’re here. I’m nervous about him. I’ve never had sex with a black man. Eat my pussy and get me nice and wet so he slides right in.”

Nice and wet? I thought. You already carry two loads.

She swung her body around towards me and opened her legs. My eyes went to her pussy. She got a wicked look in her eyes and opened her legs even farther, stretching her feet for two corners of the mattress. Fala walked to the edge of the bed and confidently guided her mouth to his cock like he’d known her for years. She closed her eyes and sucked. I dropped her purse and climbed onto the bed. Her labia were puffy and pink. The sight made my dick start to rise. Maybe two doses was a dose too much but I liked seeing her this out of control. She was the slut I thought I always wanted, and it turns out, I did.

I was nervous to eat a pussy so thoroughly used but those men must have shot far up inside her. She tasted about the same. Wetter, but that was to be expected. I licked all around the outside and then delicately parted her pussy lips, revealing her swollen inner lips. I parted those too and pushed my wriggling tongue into her body. She groaned around Fala’s cock in her mouth and reached for my head, pulling my mouth hard against her cunt. I shoved every inch of tongue I had into her, and she hooked a heel behind my head. Her cunt smelled like sex, and it fueled a fire in me. I grew so stiff. I paused eating long enough to shed my clothes while I watched her suck his cock and then I took my place again, jerking off slowly as I ate.

When Fala had received enough head, he rolled her face down over me. He crawled up behind her and pushed his cock through her opening. I teased her clit right above my face while he began to saw in and out. Lyra was moaning continuously. He wedged his knees under my armpits and held her ass like a vise. His pulsating black cock was inches from my face, and I pulled back a little to see it better. Not in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine I’d see such a thing in my lifetime. I jerked off faster, watching his steely dick pump in and out, gliding through her soaked cunt. She was right: his girth was intimidating. I understood why she’d been nervous. But her own wetness combined with my spit and two loads had him stretching her pussy in every direction but sliding smoothly across her skin. My wife was losing her mind.

“Make me cum, Darren,” she panted. “Baby, make me cum on his cock.”

I planted my lips on her clit again and Fala started long stroking her. I tortured her wet nub and she almost sobbed. She was gushing.

“Yeah, Baby,” she pleaded. “Like that.”

I knew what she liked but I’ve never eaten her while a cock plunges in and out. I sucked for a few seconds and then went real soft, just gently brushing my tongue over her skin as his thick and diamond hard penis probed her depths.

“Fuuuuuuuck!” she cried out, dropping her face to the pile of pillows. “YEAH!”

Her body clenched and spasmed. I licked softly, teasing, trying to add to what she felt, and it worked. She screeched something unintelligible and forced her cunt against my mouth. Fala’s balls slapped my chin a few times before he shifted his position. Lyra was climaxing so hard I didn’t know what to do next. I kept licking and she kept screaming and cumming and then my cock and balls suddenly tightened, and I turned into a fountain of sperm as an orgasm of my own erupted. It was pandemonium in that hotel room. Fala got caught up in our passion and pumped harder and faster and then he pushed all the way in and shouted. His legs trembled like a racehorse, and I could almost feel the sperm flowing from his balls to her womb.

Lyra’s orgasm tapered off and his drained away and I got the hell out from under there before any jizz could dribble on me. I scrambled to my feet and looked back at them. What a sight. His coal black body rested on hers, following her pale curves. His cock was still fully embedded, his dark grapefruit scrotum tucked firmly against her pussy. They were dazed and breathing hard. I looked down at the mess I’d made of myself. Semen dripped from my penis and my hand. I felt a strange but deeply rooted arousal, like an odd form of humiliation, and I liked it. It turned me on. Lyra eased down to the bed and Fala followed, laying on top of my wife. He held most of his weight off her on his elbows.

“That was fantastic,” he muttered. “I am spent.”

Lyra lifted her butt and tilted her hips and Fala rolled away. I was mesmerized by his thick dark cock slithering out of her. He landed on his back and stared at the ceiling and Lyra swung her feet off the bed.

“Are we leaving?” I asked.

“Yes.” She turned back to kiss Fala and then searched the floor for her dress. “I got what I came for and then some. Let’s go home. You’re probably dying to fuck me.”

I lifted my messy knuckles for her to see.

“I am,” I said. “But I might need a while.”

She stepped close and kissed my lips.

“No worries,” she snickered. “You can go back to eating my pussy until you get hard again.”

She plucked her slinky black dress from the floor and slipped into it. She headed for the bathroom, and I started getting dressed. Fala had closed his eyes and was breathing deeply.


Chapter 5

“I am soaking through my dress into the car seat,” Lyra said.

“You went wild.”

“What about you? Eating me while I’m getting fucked? You totally caught me by surprise. I never thought you’d do something so bold.”

“That was crazy. I was afraid I’d get some on me.”

“I love it in me. I don’t care who I get it from or how they choose to fill me up. Lately I’ve felt cum crazy, like I can’t get enough. I need hard cock, and I need potent male sperm. I don’t know what’s happening to me, but I love it.”

I said nothing. I did know what was happening to her, but we were too far down that road to back out now. I drove in silence, and she soon lowered her head to my lap to suck my soft penis. She caught me by surprise, and I veered a little in my lane, but then settled in.

There was no way I could tell her now and I wasn’t sure I even wanted to. I wasn’t the one drugged, but I was loving all this just as much as she. I had no idea I’d turn out to be such a voyeur. I had no idea I’d enjoy watching Lyra stuffed with big hard cock. Am I a pervert? Maybe a little, but I’m fine with it. I like what I like. I rested a hand on the back of her head and delighted in the easy up and down motion.

I had no idea the cop was behind me until his lights came on.

I pulled over and placed my hands on the steering wheel.

“Lyra,” I hissed. “Stop sucking. Sit up. We’re getting pulled over.”

My wife giggled around my penis in her mouth.

A flashlight beam bounced around inside the car. An officer approached my window. Lyra didn’t stop, and there was nothing I could do about it. I looked up at the man. He smiled and then noticed my wife sucking my dick.

“She won’t stop,” I muttered. “I asked her to, but she won’t.”

“A nice problem to have,” he said. “License, registration, and proof of insurance, please.”

“Of course.”

I hurried to collect the items requested, unsure what to do about Lyra. If I forced her away from my lap, I exposed myself to this officer, and that was an escalation I wanted to avoid. The man examined my documents with his flashlight.

“Is she doing what I think she’s doing?” he asked. “Or is she sleeping with her head in your lap.”

“Sleeping,” I quickly said, thankful to him for giving me an out.

Lyra lifted her head to look at the officer.

“I’m not sleeping,” she said. “I’m sucking his cock. You’re cute, Mister Policeman. Would you like me to suck yours too?”

Oh. My. God.

I froze, waiting for the hammer of justice to land on my head.

“She’s had a few too many,” I blurted.

“My husband’s dick won’t get hard. Do I make your dick hard?”

I looked down at my hands. I noticed my pants were soaked with saliva all around the zipper.

“I’m going to let you folks off with a warning,” I heard him say, scarcely believing my ears.

“Thank yo—” I began, but he kept talking.

“With one condition.” His hand went to the zipper of his pants uniform. “She needs to finish this off for me.” He drew the zipper down and then pulled out a partially erect penis.

“Did I do that to you?” Lyra asked.

“You did. I followed you guys for a while. I knew what was going on in this car.”

“Come around to my window,” she said, sitting up at last.

She thumbed the button, and her window went all the way down. He brought his cock around to her, offering his meat while leaning on the top of our car. Lyra looked delighted, like a puppy with a new toy. She grabbed his cock and kissed the head and then pulled him closer and fished out his hanging scrotum. She licked all over his balls and then up the swelling shaft. She slipped the head into her mouth and sucked incredibly hard.

“Unngh,” the cop groaned. “Jesus.”

“You like that?” Lyra called out to him. “Then you’ll love this.”

She pressed her lips to the tip of his cock and pushed her mouth over the head. Her lips rode up and over the crown to circle the shaft behind the head. She kept going, sliding more and more of his cock into her mouth. The man groaned from blinding pleasure. Her nose buried itself in his pubic hair and I watched her throat muscles work on him. He moaned again and said something unintelligible, and his hips started pumping all on their own. My wife lifted his ball sack on her warm palm, playing with his nuts while she throated him. She worked his inches for a while then slowly backed away, slipping his now angry stiff cock from her mouth.

“Cum whenever you want,” she said, licking under the head. “Just let it rip. I love the taste of semen.”

She eased him into her mouth again and worked towards the root once more. His hips were active now, pumping, fucking her face as he chased an orgasm. I heard his fingernails scratch the roof of our car.

“Fuck!” he grunted. “Jesus! Fuck!” Aaaargh!”

He was cumming. Lyra bobbed her mouth and sucked hard and then man unloaded down her throat. His body wobbled as he struggled to remain standing. He shot and shot and shot again, pouring himself into her tummy like he hadn’t cum in a long time. He shivered and spasmed and almost fell.

Lyra kept sucking as he slowly returned to normal. She kept sucking as his sensitivity rose. She kept sucking until he groaned from a mixture of pleasure and pain, unwilling to make her stop. His hips pumped through her window slow and steady. He made guttural sounds.

His penis began to deflate but Lyra kept going. The man allowed it through sheer force of will. I’ve been on the receiving end of head after climax and it’s hard to take but this guy was a masochist. He forced himself to stand there and take the torture she delivered. Lyra toyed with his flaccid cock, pulling reluctant drops of sperm up his shaft.

Finally, he could take no more, or perhaps he stopped feeding her. Who knows. Lyra released his penis at last and the man staggered back from our car.

“That was—” he said. “That was—”

He had no words. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and looked around, zipping up and straightening his uniform.

“Thank you, officer,” Lyra giggled.

He waved us away, pointing down the road and indicating it was time for us to go. He leaned over and placed his hands on his knees. He stared at the asphalt like he had no idea where he was or what just happened to him. Lyra had rocked his world.

“God damn,” he muttered.

Lyra looked so pleased with herself.


Chapter 6

The sudden pain in my gut felt like a knife. I groaned and stopped walking.

“What’s wrong, Baby?” Lyra asked.

We enjoyed a lovely stroll around the lake. I looked out at the geese floating by, wary, and then at the puffy clouds high overhead. The blue sky spun, and I felt my head smush the loamy soil. Blades of grass tickled my ear.

Everything went black.

I awoke in a hospital bed, tubes and wires attached to me at various places along my arms. Lyra, worried, sat at my bedside.

“Bastard,” she said when she saw my eyes open.

“Guilty,” I admitted. “What did I do?”

“You had intestinal blockage but never said a word about it. The doctors said you must have been experiencing discomfort for months.”

“Yeah. Kind of.”

She shook her head.

“Why didn’t you say something?”

“Say what? I have a tummy ache? It always went away. I thought it was gas.”

She shook her head again.

“Women may worry too much,” she admitted. “But men don’t worry enough.”

“Fair.”

She stood and leaned over to kiss me. She wore a short skirt and tight top and I ran my gaze quickly over her face and body. She scoffed and then chuckled.

“Yeah, you’re feeling better.”

“You look great. How long was I out?”

“This is day two.”

“Holy shit! Really?”

“Yes! I was so worried.”

A doctor entered the room and gave us both a big smile. He held that smile on Lyra a heartbeat longer than was necessary and I realized something already existed between them, a spark that had caught and grown while I was unconscious. Now I understood why she was dressed sexy.

“How are you feeling?” he asked me, drawing a long curtain around my bed, sealing the three of us inside a cocoon of privacy.

“Fine,” I said. “Can I go home?”

“Soon. I’m waiting for the results of a few more tests. You’re a very lucky man.”

I took Lyra’s hand in mine.

“I already knew that,” I said.

She smiled at me, but her eyes kept darting to him. I’d not dosed her in three days. Why was she acting dosed? He checked his clipboard and shined a light in my eyes and then made a few notes on my chart. He stepped outside the curtain but stayed in my room. I heard him opening cupboards, looking for something.

“You like him,” I told Lyra.

She nodded enthusiastically.

“I’ve been flirting hard with him for days.”

“While I lay at death’s door?”

She scoffed and we both laughed a little. She moved along the side of the bed and bent over, stretching to bring her lips to mine. We held our kiss for a moment and then I felt her jump. I opened my eyes to discover her eyes were wide with shock.

“Wha—?” I began, before noticing the curtain now rode up and over her ass.

“He’s licking me,” she murmured, biting her bottom lip.

From my point of view, all I saw was the top half of her body. The curtain covered her from the waist down. Her body lurched. Her face contorted with pleasure.

“What’s happening?” I asked.

She shook her head, unable to speak. She uttered a soft moan and laid her head on my chest. I looked down the length of her body. The doctor had closed the door to my room and circled around behind Lyra, lifting the curtain and her skirt from behind. Whatever flirting she’d done over the last two days had the man ready to go.

“He’s licking my pussy,” she breathed. “Gawd, he’s talented.”

“What did you say to him?” I whispered. “He waited for me to wake up? Wait. Is this the first time he’s touched you? Did you fuck him while I was unconscious?”

She tried to shake her head.

“First time,” she muttered. “Ungh, I told him you, ohhhh, like to see me get fucked. He thoughtfully waited.”

The curtain moved and I saw two hands slip under and grab her hips. Her body crawled forward and then she gasped.

“Baby,” she whimpered. “He’s pushing his cock into me. He’s fucking me right on top of you, Darren. He’s filling me with dick.”

Her body began a rhythmic jolting as the doctor pumped his hips. What had she told him while I lay unconscious? He was hidden behind the curtain, but I heard flesh slapping as their bodies met.

“Do you like it, Baby?” she asked me. “Do you like it when I get fucked?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “I do. You look so hot.”

“Is that why you drugged me? So you could watch men fuck me?”

The blood in my veins turned to ice.

“What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her body bumped in time with his slow thrusts. “Did you drug me so you could have more sex with me, or did you drug me so I’d fuck everyone including you?”

I was struck dumb. What could I say? Her body gently rocked as the doctor fucked her from behind, using her warm wet hole to milk his dick.

“Me,” I admitted. “I did it for me. I know that’s selfish, and I’m sorry, but once I learned of the drug and what it caused in women, I just couldn’t stop from imagining you under that kind of lusty spell. I wanted you that hungry for sex.”

“But when I went after other men, you allowed it. You encouraged it.”

“The drug worked too well. I was caught by surprise and then I discovered how erotic you look during sex. I got hooked. I discovered something about myself I never knew!  But even the shame I felt was more fuel for the fire, it seemed like you were reborn too and I just didn’t want to lose this New Us.”

How did she know? Somehow, while I lay unconscious, my wife had discovered my plot. My mind was in full retreat. I was exposed for the bastard I am. She smiled up at me as her body rocked, watching me work through the implications of her revelation, enjoying my deserved discomfort.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I never should have done that.”

Guilt was eating me alive, and she smirked. Totally justified. She grinned as her body gently shook. The doctor simply used her offered hole but that’s what Lyra wanted. She pushed my woolly blanket away and lifted my hospital gown. My penis was a frightened mushroom. She kissed the head and then slipped it into her hot mouth. She sucked for a moment and then paused.

“It’s fun to let you suffer,” she said. “I’ll admit that. What you tried to do to me was so wrong.”

“It was. I’m sorry. Wait. What do you mean, tried?”

She snickered, holding back laughter.

The doctor grunted. I saw his fingers dent her ass as his grip tightened. He grunted again, clearly trying to keep his voice down. Lyra’s eyes were filled with wild magic as she gazed into mine. A man was ejaculating inside her and we both knew it and we both were turned on by it.

The curtains moved. The doctor’s hands withdrew. I heard a zipper and then heavy footsteps. The door to my room opened and closed. Lyra and I were alone again.

“I never took any drug,” she said. “That day we were shopping and you left me to visit that weird store. I was in the dressing room only a minute before I needed help with a stuck zipper. I came out to ask for your assistance and caught you leaving. I followed. I entered that strange store right behind you and hid behind the shelves. I heard everything you said to that old man. I was ready for you to try and drug me. Think back. You dosed my drink but then went to the bathroom. I dumped it and refilled my glass. That night, once you were asleep, I found your packet of powder and swapped it out for cinnamon. I’ve never taken a dose, Darren. Not ever.”

Impossible, I thought.

My mind raced back across our recent history. The shoe salesman. The text message about Brad. Our night at the club and the men on the dance floor. FALA.

“It’s true,” she continued. “I heard what you said. I heard how you wished I was more sexual. You spent four-hundred dollars to make me a slut. I thought if that’s what you truly want, then that’s what you’ll get. I attacked you in the stairwell just to be wild and crazy, but the more I thought about what you’d done, the more upset I became. I thought I’d teach you a lesson.”

“You mean you fucked all those men drug free?”

“I did. The first time, the shoe salesman, I did for revenge. He was cute and I wanted to show you how mistaken you were. I thought if you actually witnessed my behavior with your own eyes, you’d change your mind about what you wanted. But that’s not what happened. I sucked off the salesman and it made me super horny. I sucked you on the drive home, although you did not deserve it, and our sex was great when we got home. That was when I realized my wanton behavior thrilled us both. I knew you’d keep dosing me which meant I was free to play with any man I desired. I was free to do anything and anyone I wanted. You ate it up. You ate me up too, even after I’d been fucked, which I found amazing. I suddenly felt sexually free. Every sexual restraint that had been placed on me my whole life simply fell away. On a deeper level I understood if you’d simply come to me and told me what you wanted, I would have gotten angry and turned you down. I understand why you chose this route. This way was better. But you’d unknowingly handed me the perfect cover. I felt elated, euphoric. Now you’ve discovered you love watching, and I feel free. The arrangement turned out to be perfect.”

She slipped my penis into her mouth again, sucking happily. I had a lot to think about. She’d just turned my world upside down. She’d known all along.

“Why are you telling me this?” I asked, defeated.

She stopped.

“When you collapsed on our walk and I couldn’t wake you, I realized if I lost you, you’d die never knowing the truth. I promised myself I’d explain everything the moment you woke, so I did.”

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “There were so many times I wanted to confess. I wanted to confess before I even tapped the first dose into your drink. It was a stupid thing to do and I’m deeply sorry.”

“Thank you for your apology, but I’m not innocent. I used your diabolical plan to do something I deep down wanted to do anyway but couldn’t admit to myself. Then, once we were both sinking into our lies, I couldn’t just come up for air. I kept sinking deeper and deeper.”

We gazed at each other. Lyra started to grin, and I did too.

“Are we crazy?” I asked.

“Certifiable.”

We kissed. She tucked my flaccid penis back into my gown. I had too many hospital drugs in my system to get an erection.

“Did you dump the powder?” I asked.

“No. I kept it. It’s untouched in my nightstand.”

An uncomfortable silence settled on us. Awkward. We’d both done so much wrong it was hard to face the other. Guilt ate at us from the inside. I searched for something to say. Anything to say.

“It’s kind of incredible you fucked all those guys sober,” I said. “I mean, without being altered in any way.”

“Do you forgive me?”

If you forgive me, I thought, but then my mind recoiled from that way of thinking. Forgive? Fuck that.

“No,” I said. “What is there to forgive? You had every right after the stunt I pulled and look at what you’ve brought us. We are having the time of our lives. There is nothing to forgive. You wanted to teach me a much-deserved lesson but instead taught us both something important about ourselves. There is nothing to forgive. Let’s put it all behind us.”

I felt her body tense.

“Did I say something wrong?” I asked.

She was reluctant to speak.

“I’m worried,” she said. “Worried and a little scared.”

“About what?”

She took a moment to collect herself. She pushed the curtain all the way back against the wall and straightened her skirt. I suddenly remembered she had a pussy full of doctor cum. She plucked a Kleenex from the dispenser and wiped inside both inner thighs, all the way up to her pussy.

“He shot a lot,” she chuckled.

She disposed of the tissue and returned to my bedside.

“Can we stop?” she asked. “If we do, won’t we find ourselves right back where we started? You tried to drug me to stimulate my libido. Well, it worked without me ever taking the drug. If we stop, how long before you want to drug me again?”

I saw her point.

“What are you suggesting?”

She took my hand, the one without all the tubes and wires in it and put my fingers under her skirt. She wore no panties, and my digits slipped directly into her slick and steaming hole. Doctor sperm lubed my knuckles. I instinctively pushed deeper because that’s just what guys do when they find themselves fingering a pussy. She leaned over the bed to kiss me and then moved her lips close to my ear.

“I’m suggesting I keep fucking men,” she whispered. “Any man I want, any time I want. We both know in our hearts that’s the future we crave. Why be cowards?”

My thumb found her clit and I traced a slippery circle.

“All right,” I said, and the beeping on my heart monitor began to quicken.

We both laughed.

“I’d call that a yes,” she said.

I was nervous about what might happen to us, to our marriage, but her furnace cunt smothered my fears. I felt semen run down my fingers and all I could think about was Lyra taking fat hard dick.

“All right,” I said, submitting to her vision of our future.

She left my side to check the hallway and then returned to the bed. She used the power buttons to lower it and then climbed on top of me.

“The doctor came,” she said, walking her knees up the bed on either side of me, avoiding the tubes and wires, bringing her pussy over my face. “But I didn’t.”

She lowered her smoldering cunt to my open mouth. Her hole was a thousand degrees. I planted my mouth over her vulva and wiggled my tongue between her pussy lips. She sucked air sharply, grabbing the rail headboard and pressing her opening down my stiff tongue. I lapped and licked and sucked until I had her moaning and gushing. She came fast, obviously thinking about our future escapades.


Chapter 7

“What color?” I asked. “Long or short?”

“I’m thinking something memorable, like red, and long,” Lyra answered.

We were shopping for a wig at Arnold’s Wig Emporium. Prices ranged from around fifty dollars for something short and ugly to six hundred dollars for something real and convincing. Lyra, of course, was looking at those.

“I want people to notice my hair and not my face. I want my wig to draw their attention away from me. I’ll combine that with a lot of cleavage, and no one will be able to identify me. They’ll all be busy looking at something else. All they’ll remember is that redheaded girl with the spectacular tits.”

“You do have spectacular tits.”

“Thanks, Honey. I’m going to try on this one.”

She pulled the plastic tag from the hook, and we brought it to the register. Arnold, a happy, chubby man, visited the stockroom.”

“Not going to follow him to the back room?”

She laughed.

“Pretty sure he’s gay, Darren.”

Arnold returned with a head covered in lovely flowing scarlet locks.

“Now,” he said, before launching into all the features and benefits of this seven-hundred-and-twenty-dollar wig. “I overheard you mention cleavage. Girl, let me tell you what you should wear. May I?”

“Of course,” Lyra said.

Arnold walked us away from the counter to a rack of hanging tops. He spun the carousel and plucked a shimmering silver item and held it up. The neckline in front plunged to the navel.

“I like it,” Lyra said.

“Daring,” Arnold added. “Bold.”

“I can tape my nipples, so I don’t show too much, while still showing almost my entire breast.”

“Precisely,” Arnold said. “Try it on.”

He gestured towards a dressing room. Moments later Lyra emerged, long red hair to her ass and deep, rounded, firm breasts in front, nipples barely concealed. Lyra shook her tits, which caused the plunging neckline to swing too far left and right and exposed both breasts, one at a time.

“Tape will fix that,” Arnold said. “But your man makes a good point. You do have spectacular tits. May I inquire about this event you’re attending? Will it be all adults, or will there be children present? If it’s to be an adult affair, are they sophisticated or are they simpletons? Is the tape truly necessary? Perhaps you can simply apply caution and grace and allow the fabric to sway naturally. So much sexier.”

Lyra looked at me and grinned.

“Good idea, Arnold. Yes, I believe the people at this event would be fine with a little exhibitionism. I will skip the tape, and I will buy both the wig and the top. Well done. You’re a smooth salesman.”

“Thank you. Do you always compliment your salesman?”

Lyra scoffed.

“No. Lately, I blow them.”

The chubby man’s eyes got big, but he got himself under control and laughed.

“No need for that here, my dear.”

We all headed for the register.


Chapter 8

What the fuck is wrong with me? Lyra was in the shower, her glass of wine half consumed and sitting on the bathroom counter. I saw her drink and my perverted mind completed a rapid series of connections and before I even knew what I was doing, I’d gone to her nightstand and now stood over her drink with the powder in hand. We were headed to an industry party of people she worked with, and I was seriously thinking about dosing her for real and for the first time without her knowledge before we went. What ramifications would I cause? What would I set in motion? What if I got her high on this shit and she ended up getting fired? What was motivating me to even think this way? We were in a good place. She’d avoided my covert efforts, but we’d arrived where I wanted, where we both wanted to be.

Was it simple curiosity or something deeper?

Did I simply possess a fucked-up brain?

I tapped a little more than one dose into her wine and quickly swirled the glass. I returned the powder to her nightstand and slipped out of the bathroom.

My heart pounded. I questioned my own sanity. I already had her where I’d wanted her, without giving her anything. Why drug her now?

Because if a little of something is good, then more of that thing must be better, right? Flawed logic but I did it anyway.

I heard the shower end and waited for her to step out to dry off. I timed my arrival to catch her toweling herself, and then I stood there admiring her womanly figure. She stopped to finish her wine and then continued.

“Excited about tonight?” I innocently asked.

“Yes. All the bigwigs will be there. I could score some hefty contracts. I doubt any name actors will attend since this is mostly to celebrate all of us behind-the-scenes people, but you never know.”

I took her empty wine glass.

“Will Brad be there?” I asked.

Her eyes flashed at me.

“Would that make you jealous?” she asked.

“Probably. Now that I know you fucked him sober.”

She laughed.

“I never fucked Brad,” she said. “I sent you that text to see what you’d say. I wanted to see your reaction. I was shocked when you said nothing. You didn’t challenge me at all. That’s when I knew I could get away with almost anything. Your non-reaction is what opened the floodgates.”

“You never fucked him?”

“No. He’s a big shot and too smart to get caught in a possible lawsuit. He’s tall and handsome and fit and wealthy. All the women want him but so far, he’s evaded us. He’s kept himself off-limits. All the executives at work are on guard after Weinstein. The mythical casting couch has been moved into storage.”

“Now actors get the part based on merit?”

“Yes, and yes, that’s better and how it should be, but it does kind of suck the tawdry mystique out of the business. It’s like what happened to Vegas. Corporations run everything now. Risk is managed. There’s something inspirational about a girl that will do anything, anything to succeed. That level of commitment is to be admired.”

“You sound disappointed the couch is gone.”

“I’m disappointed the aura is gone.”

“If Brad is off-limits, then what are your plans for tonight?”

“I’m determined,” she said. “I’ve caught him looking at me many times. I know he finds me attractive. He’s simply cautious. I’m going to make him overcome his caution.”

“I won’t ask how you’re going to do that.”

“You already know how I’m going to do that.”

Openly discussing with your wife how she is going to seduce another man is a level of arousal I never knew existed. I ran my gaze up and down her freshly scrubbed naked body. She’d shaved herself in the shower and her bald, pink labia seemed to smile at me. She’d thoughtfully prepared herself for sex with another man and I was thrilled.

“I’m going to skip the redhead wig tonight,” she said. “We’ll save that for another sexy night later. Go wait for me in the living room. I want you to see me after I’m finished getting ready.”

“Like the groom waiting to see his bride.”

“Exactly. Except in this case the new wife will fuck someone else on their honeymoon night.”

I retreated to the living room. When she did finally emerge, almost an hour later, my jaw hit the floor. She wore a short miniskirt and that plunging silver shimmering top, but she’d also used her makeup skills to turn herself into a sexy vamp. Her tits were barely hidden. If she leaned forward, she’d expose both. Her chest and tummy sparkled from a faint glitter-like lotion, and her smokey eyes pierced my psyche.

“Holy shit, Lyra,” I said.

She giggled.

“That was the reaction I hoped for,” she said. “Let’s get going. I’m already feeling incredibly horny.”

I grabbed my wallet and keys, and we were off.

I continued to steal glances at every stop sign and stop light. I sometimes stared as I drove. She looked smoking hot and sexy. She soon started squirming in her seat.

“I’m so hot and horny that I’d suck your cock right now,” she said. “But my lipstick is perfect, and I want to keep it that way. Brad will see me looking like this and his defenses will begin to crumble, but I’ll admit I’m feeling surprisingly horny already. Like, I’m craving cock. Like it’s not merely that I want it but more like that I need it.”

I said nothing.

“Drive faster,” she said. “I’m burning up inside. My pussy aches to be filled. If I can’t seduce Brad quickly enough, I’m going to find a new cock somewhere else.”

I stepped on the gas. Half a mile later, driving about eighty miles an hour, I hit the edge of the fog bank. I slowed, and then soon slowed again. The fog grew denser until visibility dropped to the nose of the car. In no time we were crawling along. We passed two cars involved in a wreck. No injuries but a lot of damage. Fifty feet later we passed another collision. Three cars this time.

“This is fucking terrifying,” Lyra said.

“I fully agree. Not only do I worry about what’s ahead of us, but I also worry about some idiot not paying attention and slamming into us from behind because we’re driving so slowly.”

“Let’s get off the freeway,” she said. “We’ll take side streets. We’ll get there a little late but at least we’ll get there.”

I signaled and moved right. The next exit was about a mile of five miles an hour and zero visibility. I was a bundle of nerves by the time we saw the guardrail leading to the off ramp. I followed until we reached an intersection. The red light was faint through the fog. I turned right when the light turned green, and we soon found ourselves driving through the poorest neighborhood in the whole city.

“Shit,” Lyra mumbled. “I think we accidentally took the Overstreet exit.”

“That would be bad,” I agreed.

She got out her phone but with one small bar the hourglass just spun and spun.

“There’s almost no reception here,” she said, voice strained with anxiety.

“Someone tore down the cell tower for this area and the city has not rebuilt it.”

A trickle of sweat crawled down my back. The Overstreet area was constantly in the news for violence and other crimes. It was a bad place to be, but it was an especially bad place to be wrapped in a dense fog and with no cell phone connectivity.

“We need to get out of here,” Lyra said, nervously.

“I agree, but how and where?”

I kept the car moving but we were blanketed in thick fog. I tried lights off and lights on. I tried windshield wipers. I tried driving with our windows down. Nothing helped. Lyra continued to check her phone for bars while I drove down the pot-hole riddled street. The fog broke a little and I saw a large dark building surrounded by a huge parking lot, like an abandoned Target, now boarded up.

“Let’s get off the street,” I said. “We can wait for the fog to lift a little.”

“All right.”

Lyra glanced around through all the windows but there was nothing to see. I parked in the middle of the lot and killed the lights.

“This is awful,” Lyra said. “I’ve never felt so horny. I’m scared and yet I’m also turned on. I’d be all over you if I had a way to redo my hair and makeup. Take your dick out and let me see it at least. Maybe that will relieve some stress.”

Her idea made no sense to me, but she wanted to look at my penis and I’m always fine with that. I pulled it through my fly and laid it on my pants, hoping the mere sight would make her suck me. She stayed put but spread her legs, teasing her pussy through her lace panties while gawking at my dick.

“I love those things,” she said. “Just the sight of one gets me hot.”

“A woman’s body does the same to me,” I said.

She put her back against the passenger door.

“Then look at me and masturbate,” she said. “I want to watch you get hard just from looking at me. I’ll be soaked by the time we reach the event.”

I ran my eyes over her outfit. She opened her legs wider and scooped her top outside both breasts.

“Pull your panties aside,” I said.

She did. Then she spread her pussy lips with the other hand.

“I really like it shaved. I can see everything.”

“Then I’ll keep it shaved,” she replied.

She trapped her panties to the side and lifted a breast to her mouth. She gently sucked her own nipple, causing it to stiffen.

“You are a sexy fucking woman,” I said.

“I am also a sexy woman fucking,” she giggled.

She played with her pussy and suckled her own tits, and I grew harder by the second.

“We have to get out of here,” she gasped. “I need cock.”

“Just not mine.”

“Just not yours right now, Darling. Don’t be hurt. I can fuck you any time, Baby. I love your penis but we both know there’s nothing as exciting as new dick. Maybe we should try to drive out of this anyway. Maybe the fog has lifted some.”

I took one last look at her pussy, then tucked my stiff dick back in my pants.

“Condensation has formed all over the windows outside, so we can’t see much,” I said. “I’ll get outside the car and check. Maybe there’s a spot where I can get a better view. Sit tight. Lock the doors. I’ll be right back.”

“I’m nervous.”

“I understand. I’ll be right back.”


Chapter 9

I left her the keys and stepped out of the car. Misty fog surrounded me. I saw maybe ten feet in any direction. I remembered a small hill next to the old Target store, so I headed that way and soon felt the ground rising beneath my feet. Gravel gave way to grass, and the fog thinned a little. I kept climbing. I climbed high enough that I was looking down on a massive bowl of soup. The hill I stood upon rose above and I saw the top floors of an abandoned factory about half a mile away, but everything else was blanketed in dense mist. The place smelled like diesel. I heard muffled sounds from everywhere under the fog but nothing recognizable. I used the Target building for my reference point and aimed for the car. I missed it, twice, in the mist but eventually circled around and knocked on the glass. I knocked again. I tried the handle and found the car unlocked and opened the door to find Lyra missing.

“Fuck!” I yelled.

I spun around, eyes sweeping the lot but unable to penetrate the mist. I listened closely but heard nothing like people talking or footsteps. Had she tried to follow me and gotten lost?

“Lyra!” I shouted. “Baby, where are you?”

Maybe she was off in a corner peeing? Maybe she thought she heard me calling for her? I checked inside the car for clues and discovered the keys on the dashboard and her cell phone face down on her seat. I punched in her code. She’d been reading the news.

“Lyra!” I yelled again.

I heard a metallic clank coming from Target. I pocketed the car keys and locked the doors and hurried towards the sound. The building rose out of the mist as I drew closer. I noticed one of the doors propped open with a broken cinder block and I aimed for it.

Inside was pitch black but I saw a circle of illumination far across a wide expanse. Empty metal shelves had been shoved aside. The ceiling was destroyed exposing metal brackets and frames.

Half a dozen people stood circling the small pool of light. As I got closer, I saw they were pirating power from an old outlet and had set up a table lamp. Flattened cardboard like breakdancers use to protect themselves from their moves covered the floor. I scanned the group. They were all young. Two white males, two black males, and two white girls all watched Lyra do a slow striptease in the center of the cardboard. They encouraged her to show more, and my horny wife was eager to comply. Lyra was still dressed in her short skirt and open top, but her panties now dangled from the fist of a smiling, skinny black guy.

“She’s so pretty,” one of the girls said.

“She’s so sexy,” the other girl offered. “I wish I was as brave as her.”

The four young men were mesmerized. Lyra made slow, sensuous turns, running her hands all over her body. I saw it in her eyes as her face came around: she wanted to fuck all six of them, but she wanted to keep herself fresh for Brad. She struggled with her desires, made worse by my secret dosing earlier. Her eyes connected to mine. I saw her focus.

“Get me out of here,” she pleaded. “Before I lose control.”

“No way,” one of the young men whined. “This is just getting good. She keeps flashing her titties.”

“I want to kiss them,” a girl said.

“Next time,” I said. “She needs to get to a party.”

“We got a party going on right here,” a guy said.

I grabbed Lyra’s hand and pulled her away. She stumbled a little but got her bearing and came along. I hurried us back to the car. The fog had thinned. I got her seated and seatbelt in place and glanced down at her panty less crotch and bald pussy. Her aroused labia were engorged and a lovely shade of pink. I’d left her underwear with the young man that held them. Oh well.

I started the car, and we drove. I turned around and headed for the freeway again, but Lyra placed a hand on my wrist.

“No freeway,” she said. “Too scary. Surface streets.”

I picked a broad avenue and turned right, heading in the same direction as the freeway. A mile later we had cell phone reception again and Lyra checked the map. Soon a robot voice was giving me directions.

“I wanted to fuck them all,” my wife said.

“I know you did.”

“I’m so horny.”

“I can see that.”

“I dose myself before my shower,” she confessed. “That’s why there was a glass of wine in the bathroom.”

Damn. Do I admit to dosing her too or let her believe everything she feels is because of her own actions?

“I slipped you a dose too,” I admitted. “In your wine while you showered.”

“Bastard.”

“I am. I wanted to see the effect. I guess we’ll see it doubled. Or maybe it will be a total scam.”

She was shaking her head as I spoke.

“No scam,” she said. “I’m already dying. I need cock. I can feel the desire building.”

“You are going to have a hell of a night,”

“I hope so.


Chapter 10

The party was on the roof of the tallest building downtown. Two caterers and four bars kept everyone well fed and slightly intoxicated. There was live music and maybe a hundred beautiful people and Lyra entered as calm as a sleeping fawn. I knew the fire that raged in her, but she played it so cool. We circled the room as she introduced me to her colleagues.

She saved Brad for last, and I understood why. He almost always had a circle of people around him and she wanted more attention than that. When the moment was right, she moved, and I stood there as they flattered each other. There were many women dressed as provocatively as Lyra, but none looked nearly as good. Not even close. Add to that the fact I knew her panties were in some young man’s pocket downtown. Brad gave her his full attention, forgetting I was even standing there. It stung to see the man she wanted most feel the same way about her, but that sting excited. I wondered if my presence was holding them back, so I excused myself to go get a fresh drink and wandered away. Neither of them really noticed me leave, but they definitely felt my absence, moving closer to each other and speaking with a kind of intimate body language.

I gave the bartender my order and turned to watch my wife and the man she was trying to seduce, only to discover they’d quietly slipped away. I studied the place where I’d left them standing and noticed metal stairs that ran along the outside of the building. I meandered in that direction and when I could peek over without being noticed, I did. Lyra and Brad were just stepping through a door three floors down. It felt too obvious following the same path they’d taken so I mingled a bit and then took the roof elevator down. I stepped out and got my bearings, listening closely for any sound. I heard a soft moan and crept forward.

They’d crossed to the far side of the building and now stood out on a balcony. They were locked in a deep and passionate kiss. His arms circled her neck and hers circled his waist, and they held each other tight, long years of desire flowing through them. I almost turned to leave them alone, so great was their tenderness. I’d expected Lyra to attack his cock like a slut, but her feelings ran deeper than that.

He moved his hand to cup her chin and then slid down to her shimmery top. He nudged the fabric aside, revealing her full breast, and brushed his palm up her tummy to cup her tit and gently lift. He began kissing down her throat until his kisses rained on her breast and his lips found her nipple. My wife gasped and pulled his head closer, forcing her stiff nipple into his mouth. She leaned against the side wall and opened her top to his burning gaze. His expression showed how badly he wanted her. I found myself hoping he had a nice big cock to give her. I knew she was hoping for the same thing. It was a testament to how attractive she found the man that she didn’t simply rip his pants open and inhale his cock. My wife had two doses racing through her. She was dying for cock. But this moment meant everything, and she would not rush it.

It was Bradley who broke first.

At last, his lust overwhelmed him. He filled his hands with her hair and forced her to kneel. He held her face directly in front of his crotch and then growled an order.

“Get it in your mouth,” he snarled. “Now.”

Lyra hurried to obey. My wife attacked the front of his pants, button, zipper, and underwear. She stretched the elastic, and his big hard cock sprang free, curved and smooth and thick. Her eyes went wide with delight and then they closed as she fastened her lips to the side like she ate an ear of corn. She held the flared head on one palm and the large hanging balls on the other. She moved her mouth side to side, traveling the length of him, kissing from the engorged tip down to the large, sperm producing testicles. She was clearly elated by what he offered. Precum oozed from the slit and she tenderly licked it away, rolling him around in her mouth to learn the flavor of him. He watched her closely.

“Beautiful lipstick,” he said.

“All for you.”

I saw how pleased she was that he noticed.

Wait until you discover her smooth bare pussy, I thought. That’s all for you too.

“There’s nothing in this world as sweet as a pretty woman worshiping your cock.”

Lyra laughed.

“Is that what I’m doing?”

“From my perspective, yes.”

“You’re right,” she admitted. “It is what I’m doing.”

She dragged her tongue from his balls to the head, and again licked away the oozing precum. She was keeping her voice and demeanor calm and playful, but I know her and I could see the signs. My wife was ready to explode. She was beyond thrilled to be on her knees before this man, his pulsating cock in her mouth. This was a fantasy brought to life. I knew it. I saw it. He watched her savor his hard meat.

“Take your panties off,” he told her.

“What panties?” she teased.

“That’s daring.”

“I was determined tonight.”

“You’re married.”

“I am,” she admitted. “Happily.”

“Then why are you fucking me?”

“Are we fucking?”

“We’re about to.”

“That’s exciting. I’ve wanted you a long time.”

“I feel the same about you. Didn’t I see your husband at this party?”

“Yes. He’s here somewhere.”

“Won’t he notice you’re missing?”

“Yes. He probably already has. He’s observant and intelligent.”

“Will he come looking for you?”

She rested his big cock on her face and smiled.

“Maybe,” she said. “But if he finds us, he’ll just stand there and watch.”

A broad smile spread across Brad’s face.

“Fuck a man’s wife right in front of him?” he said. “I’d like that. He’ll just watch?”

“Yes. He might jack off too.”

Brad got a hard look in his eyes.

“Fuck, what a rush that would be. I want that. I want to do that. Make that happen. I want him to watch me fuck you.”

She opened her mouth to rest his cock on her tongue.

“Now?” she teased. “Should I get up and go find him right now?”

He laughed. He pulled her head forward which pushed his cock towards her tonsils. Lyra closed her eyes, savoring the sensation of a mouth filled with his meat, savoring the sensation of having it forced in.

“No,” he said. “Not right now. Definitely not right now.”

He held her head with two hands and began to pump his hips. He used her mouth, and she loved it. Lyra must have felt him getting harder and harder because she started moaning in time with his thrusts. Finally, he pulled her off his dick. She gasped for air, gawking at the throbbing erection she’d made. She was so pleased with herself.

He filled his hands with her hair again and pulled her to her feet. He turned her around to face the wall and lifted the back of her short skirt. He held her pinned there with one hand and smacked her firm ass with the other. It was a gesture of ownership. Only a man with certain privileges would be allowed to smack an ass like that. Lyra loved that Brad boldly claimed those privileges for himself. She was pleased that he wanted them for himself. My wife was ready to give him everything.  

He moved closer and his fat cock slipped up between her butt cheeks. He pressed himself against her, still pulling her hair, and whispered hot things in her ear that I could not hear. My wife nodded enthusiastically in response. She braced one arm against the wall and reached under with the other, under, and between her legs. She found his stiff curved cock and pulled the head down to her slit, positioning him at her opening. I held my breath. I knew her excitement had to be off the charts.


Chapter 11

“Do it,” I said, stepping out of the shadows.

“Oh gaaaawd,” Lyra moaned.

I startled Bradley and he looked worried for a second, but then realized everything Lyra had said was true. He moved one hand to her hip bone and leaned closer. The large cock head split her labia.

I unzipped and pulled my partially erect penis out. I began to stroke.

“You guys are wild,” Bradley said, staring at me.

He returned his attention to Lyra. My wife had backed her hips up, forcing his cock to slide deeper, and he used his weight to press her body to the wall.

“Come around where I can see you,” he told me.

I moved closer, standing next to them.

He grabbed my shirt and tugged, trying to get me to kneel. I went along with it, my face now just inches from his slippery cock gliding in and out.

“Perfect,” he muttered. “Watch my dick in her. Watch my cock moving in and out of your wife.”

He was grandstanding but I let him have his fun. I planned on watching his cock fuck Lyra anyway. He held her butt steady with one hand and my head steady with the other, pumping in and out only inches from my face. It was easily the best view I’d ever had of my wife taking cock and I was mesmerized by it. He was so firm and solid he shoved my wife’s soft flesh around, forcing her to accept the shape of him. It was such an erotic sight. Her pussy clung to his stiff cock like she was desperate to keep him in there, which I suppose she was. She knew I was on my knees and watching and that drove her wild. Her cunt was dripping.

“Cum inside her,” I said.

Lyra sucked air and Brad laughed.

“With pleasure,” he grunted.

He began to fuck deeper, long stroking up into her body. He relished the fact that her husband watched him conquer this hot babe. Then, he got another idea. He pinned her head to the wall with one hand.

“Stand up,” he told me.

I did, and he pulled me closer, my erection almost alongside his. He chuckled at the difference.

“Look how much thicker I am than you,” he said.

“I see it.”

“Listen to how your wife moans.”

I was. Lyra gasped and moaned almost every time he sank deep.

“Now you,” he said, withdrawing his penis and making my wife whine. “Fuck her. Let’s see how she likes it.”

Lyra did not understand what was happening behind her. I moved in, parting her labia with my dick and then pushing deep. She whimpered in frustration, trying to turn her head to see what we did. She whined again, vexed and disappointed, and wiggled her ass at us.

“Fuck me,” she griped.

Brad smiled broadly. Bastard. I should have gotten angry with him but the mild humiliation of Lyra preferring his cock over mine turned me on. She didn’t know it was his cock versus mine, she just knew it didn’t feel as good as it had. She grumbled something and Brad nudged my shoulder to back me out. He slid his cock into her again and lyra’s head fell back.

“God,” she groaned. “Push it all in.”

He did, and my wife moaned. He fucked her smooth and strong for a minute and then pulled out again, shoving me forward. I slipped into her, and she stomped a foot.

“Fuck me,” she pleaded.

I grabbed her hips and started to pound her. She got into it, but it just wasn’t the same level of passion. Her preference for his cock made me as hard as iron. He was quietly laughing. He let me go for a while and then pulled me away. He pulled me away from my own wife. My throbbing dick waved in the air. He took his cock in hand and quickly assumed my place, holding her hips and driving his cock deep. Lyra moaned loudly, moaned and pushed her ass back at him.

“Yeah,” she groaned. “Like that. That feels best.”

She had no idea what she was saying, but I sure did. My dick had never been harder. Brad pushed on my shoulder to force me down to her pussy again and slowed his thrusts, granting me an almost slow-motion view of my wife getting fucked. I started masturbating again. The sight was too much. I felt cum rising but resisted. It was too soon. I suspected all the things I found so hot right now would cause nothing but anguish if I orgasmed. I needed to forestall any climax until after them.

Lyra grunted and began to tremble.

“Fuck!” she hissed. “Fuck! Unngh!”

Her climax hit her hard. She loved that she was fucking him, and she loved that his cock filled her like that, and she loved that her husband was right there watching every slutty thing she did or was done to her.

“Don’t stop,” she whined, hips rocking. “I’m cummingggg!”

I released my penis. The excitement was too much. Hearing her cum so hard was too much. If I didn’t stop, I’d shoot. Bradley fucked her harder and faster and Lyra’s orgasm climbed higher and lasted longer. He was rocking her world. My wife tried to climb the wall. Her feet shuffled constantly. Her fingers clawed and scraped. Impaled on his dick, my wife had the strongest orgasm of her life.

I almost lost it. Muscles clenched and a spurt of semen climbed up my shaft and ran down my penis. I regained control in time, but I was primed and ready. Too ready.

“Her cunt is milking my dick,” he told me. “I feel her fluttering in there, coaxing, teasing. I think your wife wants me to cum inside her.” He leaned closer to Lyra. “Is that what you want? Do you want me to cum inside you?”

“Yes!” my wife croaked.

Bradley laughed at the madness of it all and released her head. He grabbed her hips with both hands and focused his energy on getting off. He hammered her hole from behind and thought about nothing except filling her married pussy with jizz, right in front of her husband.

I started stroking myself again, trying to time my orgasm to his. He grabbed my head and pressed it against his thigh, holding me there, so close, to see what he was about to do.

He erupted like a volcano. He shouted a strange cry and then pumped his hips even faster, his veiny cock swelling and his balls clenching.

“Take it!” he shouted at Lyra.

His hips bucked as he shot, He held himself buried for a moment, spewing straight into her uterus, then pumped a few times before freezing again, freezing and shouting as more and more hot sperm fired out of him and into her. Lyra was laughing with joy, offering herself and grateful to receive his seed.

My load blasted out of my dick to rain down on my hand. Long strands coated my pants. I groaned and that set Bradley off again, hearing me climax to his taking of my wife. He poured himself into her, pumping her womb full.


Chapter 12

She sucked my dick almost all the way home. Well, she would have, but I made a stop along the way, so she never got the chance.

It was late. The sun would rise soon. But the abandoned Target still held one black young man and one white girl. I marched Lyra in and laid her on the flattened cardboard.

“She’s been thoroughly fucked already,” I told them. “Feel free to do whatever you want to her.”

The girl, a blonde with arm tattoos and baggy pants, quickly kicked off her shoes and shed her pants. She grinned mischievously and lowered her knees on either side of Lyra’s face.

“Anything I want?” she asked me.

“Anything.”

“Does she like girls?”

“Let’s find out.”

Blondie smirked and settled her bushy pussy on Lyra’s mouth. My wife was confused for a split second and then awareness hit. She dove into the presented cunt, eagerly lapping.

The black young man couldn’t believe my offer and stood watching.

“I can fuck her?” he asked.

Lyra pulled her busy mouth away long enough to bark, “Yes!” and then returned to licking. The young man climbed between my wife’s thighs and fumbled with his pants, desperate to free his penis.

When we left the party, Lyra still had too much powder flowing through her veins to simply head for home. My penis was out of commission after my powerful orgasm, but Lyra craved more, demanding I find her new hard dick. The hour was late. What was I to do?

Then I remembered the gang at the old building.

I had gotten her out of her work party and away from her colleagues before she damaged her career. Brad had muttered something about granting her new contracts as we left the place. A few people suspected something but nobody except Brad knew for sure. I’d loaded a very horny Lyra into our car and offered my limp penis to distract her.

“Is she drunk?” the blonde asked, holding Lyra’s head in place.

“Kind of,” I said. “Not on booze, on sex.”

“All of you need to shut the fuck up,” Lyra groaned, briefly pulling her mouth away from young pussy. “I’m dying here. Will someone please stick a cock in me?”

The young black man lifted his phone and eased his cock into my wife.

“Hog?” he said, into the cell. “Cornelius. Come back to the Den. Remember that woman who danced for us? She’s back and craving cock. I figure she needs to meet yours. That will shut her up. Her husband’s here and says we can do whatever we want to her. She says the same thing. Come on down.”

Cornelius ended the call and slid the phone away. Hog would be here soon, and it sounded like he was bringing something special with him. Good. I’d get his number for the weeks and months to follow.

Lyra and I would run out of powder probably sooner than later and I’d need to buy more. I’d buy a lot. I’d gambled not so long ago and lost but then quickly discovered I’d actually won. We both had.

I watched Lyra lift her legs and lock the young man between them and I wondered, did I even need to buy more powder? Lyra and I were both into this life now. There was no going back. I’d gotten the horny wife I always wanted, and she’d gotten all the dick she could handle.

I sat on the cardboard.

Hog will be here soon. I can’t wait to introduce him to my lovely wife.

End.
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