
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
   A few weeks ago I mentioned to my husband Mark that things had gotten pretty bad at work and I needed to move on. We had been discussing that it was time for us to start a family and this would be a big set-back to those plans, but we both felt a happy, stable work environment would benefit a child, so that night I sent out resumes and set up job interviews and we pushed the family plans to the back-burner.  
 
   Today I find myself at my fifth interview this week. I have no reason to be nervous, yet I am. They had all gone well, I reminded myself, so nothing to worry about. I sit in the reception area waiting for the girl behind the desk to call my name. 
 
   I fidget, nevertheless. 
 
   I was on my lunch hour and needed this to happen in a timely manner. The girl behind the desk called my name and ushered me into an office, telling me the office manager would be right with me, and then she left, closing the door. 
 
   I sat at the chair in front of the large desk and smoothed the material of my skirt and then adjusted my top; a little cleavage, not too much. Sexy, yet professional. I had to be careful as my boobs are a little too big for my petite frame. I checked my long brown hair in the glass reflection. I composed myself, ready to make an excellent first impression when the office manager came through the door. 
 
   The door opens. I smile. As the face clears the jab, I gasp.
 
   Vincent Lobos. 
 
   Fuck. 
 
   I'm a fat and socially awkward freshman and it is my first day of high school. I'm terrified of everything and everyone. Upper class-men can smell my fear and taunt and tease me mercilessly. I'm smart and I tested well so in most of my classes I find myself mixed in with juniors and seniors and now I am in fourth period Early American History and the teacher is late and the vultures are circling. Two seniors decided I am actually cute under all my fat and launch into me, calling me names and asking me why I'm so heavy. When one of them snaps my bra-strap all the other girls in class laugh.
 
   Then Vincent Lobos grabs both seniors by their shirt-collars and practically lifts them out of their chairs. Vincent is six inches taller than any other boy in school and easily fifty pounds heavier. Vincent is an All-American linebacker and although we don't know it at the time, he will win a full scholarship to UCLA and get drafted by the NFL Buffalo Bills and play four great years before a knee injury ends his football career. 
 
   But all that was still years in the future. Right now broad-shouldered Vincent walks them across the room and has a few quiet words with them and ends up shaking their hands and they sit down and leave me alone. The girls too. Vincent takes a chair at the back of the class. My eternal crush on him commenced immediately. We never spoke. We never interacted socially. Twice he smiled at me and once he even said hello. I have never forgotten Vincent Lobos and now he was about to interview me for a job. 
 
   Fuck. 
 
   I am instantly flustered and nervous. He still looks amazing and obviously still works out; big brown expressive eyes, broad shoulders and narrow waist, high cheek bones and olive skin. He is wearing his brown hair a little long and slightly messy. He wears no wedding ring. He is calm and confident and self-assured without an ounce of cocky and my crush is suddenly back a thousand times more powerful than it ever was in high school. He looks amazing in his suit with his perfect smile and the beginnings of little crows-feet by his eyes absolutely melts me and I have a sudden impulse to take his dick out and suck it. Jesus, I have to get the fuck out of here. 
 
   I stand and we shake hands and introduce ourselves and as you would expect he acts like he's never seen me before. I've changed over the years too; all the baby-fat is gone replaced by tone and fit muscle I've earned at the gym. He asks me to sit and I do. 
 
   The interview begins. One hundred and nine minutes later it is over and I am an emotional wreck on the inside. After we had talked for ten minutes he noticed the high school listed on my resume and asked if I was the same Jenny. Oh my fucking God! He remembers me? I said yes and conversationally we were off and running. He's so attractive my mouth is literally watering and I begin to notice that I seem to be doing to him the same thing he was doing to me. By the time we finished I swear the temperature in the room had risen fifteen degrees. Nothing we did was obvious. There was no overt flirting. He did compliment me in a very round-about way regarding my weight loss and blossoming from a girl into a woman, but that was it. He walked me to the door and shook my hand and I left.
 
   Downstairs in the lobby my phone buzzed and I saw it was a text from his secretary informing me of a second interview for Friday evening at four-thirty. I made a mental note and put my phone away. 
 
   On the drive home I debated what to tell Mark about the interview. Normally my husband and I have no secrets from each other but for reasons unknown to me, I was reluctant to tell him about Vincent. The drive was long enough that I had time to reconsider my position and by the time I got home, I'd decided to tell Mark everything. 
 
   I turned onto our street. Our house sat at the end. Mark would be there waiting for me. For the first fifteen minutes I talked about the company and the people that worked there. I was stalling. Finally I casually mentioned Vincent and my husband's body language changed. Mark is very smart and knows me very well. Whatever little signs he picked up on told him Vincent was no simple high school friend. Ten minutes later I had answered all his questions and sat blushing, hoping I'd not made him too jealous or angry. Mark sat there tapping one finger on the arm of his chair.
 
   "You have a second interview with him Friday afternoon at four-thirty?" he said at last.
 
   "Yes."
 
   "Hmm..." 
 
   Mark does this thing where he acts like he knows something and is waiting for you to figure it out too. It pisses me off. He'll look you knowingly in the eyes and purse his lips or raise an eyebrow or, like he was doing at the moment, tap a finger. 
 
   "What?" I finally caved.
 
   Mark drew a slow, deep breath.
 
   "He finds you attractive. He calls you back to the office late on a Friday when no one else will be there. I bet he tries something. It's obvious to me you are still hot for him too."
 
   I thought about denying it but knew Mark would see right through me. I knew he was trying to bait me so I waited him out, and this was where our talk got odd.
 
   "I bet he's hung."
 
   My jaw hit the floor. What the fuck? Why would a husband say something like that? Before I could form a sentence Mark went on.
 
   "Big guy, lots of testosterone, super calm and confident. Definitely has a big dick."
 
   Mark stood up and kissed me on the forehead.
 
   "I know you’ve thought about it. Maybe at the interview Friday he'll show it to you," he said, chuckling as he walked to the den.
 
   I sat stunned. I know he was just fucking with me; his sense of humor is so twisted. I thought about scolding him and giving him shit for saying something like that to his wife but as my composure returned I changed my mind. I decided instead to beat him at his own game; try to shock me and get me flustered just to amuse yourself? Okay, now it's my turn to shock and fluster you. I would come back from what I was sure would be a perfectly professional interview but make Mark think something had happened. Rattle me? No, I rattle you! 
 
   Friday afternoon arrived before I was mentally ready for it. I left work a little early and drove to the second interview but the secretary was on her way out. She sent a quick email and wished me luck and left to start her weekend. The office seemed empty. In fact, the whole floor seemed empty. Was I alone with Vincent?  Had he planned this? Had Mark been right? My temperature rose as I felt myself get excited by the possibility. 
 
   I waited in my chair as long as I could and then began to snoop around. Sure enough, there seemed to be no one else left in the office. One of the walls was mirrored and I gave myself the once-over, electing to unbutton one more button on my blouse and pull my skirt up a little higher. Nothing obvious, but definitely sexier. I listened at Vincent's office door and heard a deep voice which I guessed was Vincent on the phone. I returned to my seat but I was antsy. Oh my God I'm alone with Vincent Lobos! 
 
   I calmed myself.
 
   That calm went out the window when Vincent opened the door a few minutes later. Apparently Friday is casual day at their office and Vincent was wearing jeans and a fitted polo. Goddamn he looked good. I offered my hand to shake but he gave me a little hug instead.
 
   The interview was informal and casual and we were soon chatting like old friends. We talked about people we both knew from high school and what had happened to them. 
 
   His phone rang a few times and since no one else was left at work he answered and talked to them. While his attention was off me I confess I let me eyes do some roaming. He was so hot.  I started at his handsome face and worked my way down across his broad chest and flat stomach. Mark doesn't work on his body much and has gotten a little soft and pudgy but Vincent looked hard all over. I glanced up at his face to make sure he was focused on his phone call and risked a quick peek down at his crotch. I know that sounds crude but there are a fair percentage of women who check out the package too and I am one of them and I was very pleased with what I saw. I could almost make out the outline of his penis. I have a couple girlfriends that feel the same way I do and we love to trade stories about crotch-watching and this was going to make a great story for them. They always teased me about having the strongest sex drive out of all of us. Mark had teased me about it too.
 
   When I glanced up at Vincent's face again it seemed he was just looking away from me. Had I been caught? After another few minutes he hung up and apologized for the interruption but I assured him it was okay. We returned to the interview smoothly and I began to suspect I'd imagined him catching me. Out in the main office some overhead lights clicked off signaling it was now past six o'clock. We talked a few more minutes and then he said I'd need to complete a test on his computer. 
 
   As we traded chairs my bubble-butt brushed against the front of his pants and I felt something solid and heavy bump me. A tingle raced up my spine. Vincent remained quiet while I answered the various questions on the test. When I announced I was finished, he came up behind me and leaned over my chair, checking my answers. 
 
   The heat from his body flowed over me. I felt his warm breath on the nape of my neck. Goose bumps rose on my arms and my pussy tingled. He was so close to me. His face was right next to mine. Suddenly crazy, impulsive ideas flitted through my mind; turning and kissing him, squeezing his thigh, running my hand over his round, firm ass. Of course I did none of those things but I was sure thinking them. 
 
   His phone rang again and since I was at his desk he left the room to take the call. I waited a minute then the snoop in me got an idea and I checked his computer's history. My pussy tingled again when I saw that after our first interview he'd visited my Facebook page and looked through all the pictures of me. He'd even visited a few of my friend's page to look at additional pictures they had up of me. I was flattered. Some of the links were in the history several times and I clicked it and discovered they were pictures of me at the beach wearing a bikini. My husband had taken them while we were on vacation in Hawaii and I admit my bikini was skimpy. I figured we were a long way from home so why not be a little daring. I loved that Vincent had gone back to look at them several times. I heard a door close out in the main office so I closed the history and sat up straight but before I did I slid my skirt a little higher and slipped open one more button on my blouse. 
 
   Vincent entered the room and took the other chair. Soon afterwards the interview was over and our conversation became much more casual. Vincent pushed his chair back from the desk and faced me. They longer we talked, the more conspicuous the flirting became and the greater the sexual tension in the room. Several times I caught Vincent sneaking a peek at my newly exposed cleavage and the thick-snake outline of his penis through his jeans was growing. 
 
   An uncomfortable silence fell. Both of us were no longer trying to hide our blatant appreciation of the other. His burning eyes roamed my body and my eyes alternated from his face to his bulge. In less than a minute he was hard; a tube of flesh pushing down his pant leg. I've seen my husband hard like this many times but he never looked this big. My heart was racing.
 
   When the phone rang again we both jumped and then laughed. He answered it and asked the person to hold, then stood and offered a hand. I shook it. He told me I would be hearing from him very soon. We briefly hugged again and I left.
 
   When I got home Mark greeted me at the door with a glass of Cabernet. I downed it in two gulps and then pushed him onto the couch, unfastened his belt and freed his penis, sliding every inch into my mouth. I knew this meant my plans to tease him that something had happened were out the window but I didn't care; I needed dick.
 
   A short time later we were catching our breath and Mark asked me how the interview had gone. I told him everything, letting him know he had been correct about the sexual tension and Vincent's owning a big dick, and that I had seen it stuffed down his pant leg and that I found the view exciting. I expected Mark to be a little jealous and thought I could placate him by telling him his predictions had been right. I withheld nothing. Guilt drove me so I just unloaded. I held my breath and waited to get blasted.
 
   But Mark didn’t get jealous. To my surprise and his as well, Mark got excited. In fact, even though we had just made love, Mark actually got almost completely hard again. I raised a questioning eyebrow. Why in the world did my confession excite him?
 
   "Don't look at me," he said, looking down at his lap. "I'm as surprised by that erection as you are."
 
   I sat patiently waiting for him to go on. 
 
   "You are so sexy,” he began, then faltered. "I'll admit it's confusing. I get jealous thinking about you and Vincent alone at that interview, checking each other out and getting turned on. It's intimidating and threatening.”
 
   He looked down at his pulsing erection again.
 
   “But then this happens and I am forced to admit it also turns me on. I'm not exactly sure why though, it just does. I was hard the entire time I knew you were with him. I don't want something to happen between you but the thought that it might really excites me.” 
 
   I was a little taken aback by Mark's words.
 
   “I know, it's weird. What husband likes the idea of his wife with another man? It's like a fist into my guts but it's also arousing. Part of me was actually hoping you'd have something to confess when you got home, something bad. I know that's crazy. I guess you kind of did, although it was pretty tame, but even that turned me on...as this proves.” He pointed at his hard penis. 
 
   I had no idea how to proceed. One thing I did know was how vulnerable he was feeling at the moment. It was written all over his face and in his body-language. I leaned over and gave him a long, deep, heart-felt kiss. 
 
   “Honey,” I said. “I would never, ever do anything behind your back. I'm not a cheating kind of girl.”
 
   He nodded his head in understanding.
 
   “I felt so guilty the whole drive home. I had no idea how you'd take what I had to tell you. I was certain you'd be angry and jealous. Now I feel relief. Don't worry, I won't take advantage of it Baby. How long have you felt this way?”
 
   He hesitated before answering.
 
   “From the day I met you. I've always had feelings like this. You're so sexy; I love it when other men want you. You are also very sexual; I love it when you are turned on and when it's not because of me it somehow makes it even more sexual.”
 
   “Has anything ever come up before this? Have I turned you on and not known it? Have you jacked off fantasizing about me?”
 
   He hesitated again but answered bravely.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Tell me about it.”
 
   Mark cleared his throat obviously uncomfortable but I didn't let him off the hook. I waited. 
 
   “Last year's Christmas party for my work. I was across the room talking to Bob and Rick from marketing. I saw you talking to my boss, Eric, and you both were standing very close. The room was crowded and the music was loud so I rationalized maybe that was why. Then he touched your arm and hand several times and you did not move back. You didn't seem to mind at all. I wondered if something was going on between you two that I knew nothing about. The idea shocked me but then I discovered I was more excited than angry.”
 
   I remembered exactly what Mark was talking about. His boss is rich and drop-dead gorgeous and had flirted with me hard that night and I had consumed just enough wine to allow it. He's also a total womanizer-sleaze ball so while I enjoyed being the object of his attention, I did nothing about it and never would. I regretted my actions almost immediately.  Eric was a disgusting pig. He used his looks and money and power to seduce any woman he wanted. Rumor says he's slept with many wives, sometimes behind their husband's back, sometimes not; sometimes he forced the woman by threatening to fire her husband. He was despicable. The only way to avoid him was to be so good at your job he couldn't afford to lose you. Mark was that good. 
 
   “That night I fucked you hard when we got home. I was imagining I'd caught you with him in a back bedroom. I sneaked in and watched him fuck you from behind, his big balls crashing into you as he slammed his big dick all the way in on every thrust. You were moaning and gasping and loving it. Your tits were swinging and your strong thighs gripped the bed. He made you orgasm on his big cock and then he filled you with his sperm. 
 
   “Once I had you back at home you were so wet and I imagined it was his semen in your pussy making you like that. I fucked you hard like you were a slut until I added my load to his. Please don't be angry. It was just fantasy stuff.”
 
   I was shocked! I remembered that night and the way Mark had fucked me so roughly. He'd pinched my nipples and slapped my ass. He'd pulled my hair and ordered me around.  At the time I thought it was just the booze; he never treats me like that. I remembered I liked it a lot and I got really wet and now I find out he pretended my wetness was Eric's cum. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I kept my opinion of Eric to myself. 
 
   I reached across and gripped Mark's penis.
 
   “When else? Tell me another time...”
 
   Mark boldly forged ahead. 
 
   “Erica's birthday party last weekend. You girls went to 'Muscles', that male strip club downtown and you got home really late, smelling of cigarettes and alcohol. Your hair was messy and your lipstick gone. I made you suck my dick just like I was sure you had sucked a stripper's cock just a short time before.”
 
   Impulsively, I decided to fuck with him.
 
   “Ha! What's ironic is that I had sucked a cock earlier...”
 
   His jaw dropped open in disbelief and I felt the blood surge in his dick. I had only meant to tease him and quickly explain I was joking but the desire on his face caught me. I let him believe it was true a little longer and went on with my make-believe story.
 
   “Becky bought me a lap dance in a VIP booth and after a few minutes of gyrating the dancer took his big cock out and offered me the head. I kissed it and sucked him in. He fucked my mouth until he exploded down my throat.” 
 
   Now I was the one fantasizing and I surprised myself with how easy and exciting it was. “I sucked hard on him, pulling out every drop as he went soft. He stuffed his big dick back into his G-string and kissed me on the lips and I went back to the girls. I told Becky but none of the others know.” I was so convincing I almost believed my own story. Mark was hanging on every word and his dick was harder in my hand than I can ever remember it being. Finally he must have seen something in my eyes as he grinned.
 
   “You're fucking with me, aren't you?”
 
   I broke. “Yes,” I chuckled. 
 
   We regarded each other. We were both aware how Mark would have reacted had my story been true. We sat silently pondering this new information. His hard-on stuck straight up from his lap. I lowered my mouth and engulfed him again pulling a loud moan from his throat. I sucked voraciously for several minutes, cupping his balls in the palm of my hand. Then an idea occurred to me. I stopped sucking and met his eyes, my hand slowly pulling on his dick.
 
   “So you like it when other guys flirt with me?”
 
   “Yes...”
 
   “And you like it when I flirt with other guys?”
 
   “God yes.”
 
   “And you're not using this as some round-about way to have sex with other women?”
 
   “Absolutely not.”
 
   “Then I say we have some fun with it; loosen up a little bit. Nothing too crazy but since we both enjoy it so much, let's experiment a little. Cool?”
 
   He grinned widely.
 
   “Cool,” he said, pushing on the back of my head.
 
   “Not so fast Mister. We really have to communicate with each other. We have to be really open and honest. Someone could get hurt. If one of us says that's far enough, we both stop. Okay?”
 
   “Okay my Love. Now suck my dick.”
 
   “In a minute. So if they offer me the job should I take it? I'll be working with a muscular man I find incredibly attractive and suspect is also well-hung. Are you sure you will be okay with that?”
 
   “Positive. Now suck my dick.”
 
   Boy did I.
 
   On Monday I got the call and was offered the job at the salary I requested. I accepted. I text Mark the news and then I typed up my letter of resignation, submitted it, and went around to let my friends at the office know I would be leaving. They insisted on throwing me a going-away party and when they asked me where I wanted it held, I told them Muscles. Erica looked confused but Becky smiled. 
 
   After Erica walked away Becky asked me why I wanted to go back there and I told her last time we had acted a little too conservatively and I wanted to set things right, especially with Mr. November. She laughed and told me I was bad and maybe we should take the girls to dinner and then ditch them and just she and I would go to Muscles. That idea got my heart racing a little bit because Becky was a terribly influence and always taking things too far and I was about to tell her no, let's just go out for dinner, when my conversation with Mark came back to me and I blurted okay, let's do that. She pumped a fist and went to let the girls know she had talked me into just going out for dinner. The extra-curricular activities would be my secret with Becky...and my husband of course. 
 
   Two weeks, eleven hours, and fifteen minutes later I was pressed up against the back of a black leather booth in a dank and dark smoke filled club with a hot muscular guy rubbing his G-string covered half-erect cock against my face. Becky sat next to me with a huge black guy standing over her doing exactly the same thing. We reached for and held each other's hand, giggling. An empty Champagne bottle fell over on the table as my guy bumped it with his firm, round ass. 
 
   “Close your eyes and open your mouth,” Becky instructed. Laughing, I did as I was told. 
 
   I expected a bulging G-string to be pressed against my lips and tongue. Becky had other plans though and the next thing I know a soft, fat, naked penis fills my mouth. My eyes fly open and I realize she has reached across to my guy and pulled his thong down in front, allowing his thick dick to flop into my mouth. We are so getting kicked out. We may even get arrested. I struggle to sit up and try to spit him out but he has other ideas. He keeps me pinned against the back of the booth, trapping me. From this position, I can't move much at all. Mark and I agreed more flirting was allowed but this seriously crossed the line. 
 
   Both his hands settle on my head as he keeps himself firmly planted. With a flex of his butt cheeks he pushes another inch deeper. The head of his dick tickles the back of my throat and I feel like I might gag. My eyes tear up. To my left I hear Becky laughing wildly. I slap the stripper's thighs and groan loudly, ordering him with my eyes to pull his dick out. 
 
   “Suck it,” he says. “I'll pull it out but first you have to suck it.”
 
   Arrogant prick. Gorgeous, hunky, sexy, beautiful bastard. I take a deep breath through my nose and exhale, then suck on him as hard as I can. 
 
   “Goddamn,” he breathes. “GodDAMN.”
 
   The head of his fat snake slips a little farther down, tickling my tonsils, and as I control my gag reflex I whip my tongue out and swab his sweaty balls. I bob my head on his shaft.
 
   “Holy shit,” he gasps and I hear Becky and her black stud chuckle. I feel a wave of guilt so I slap his thighs again and he says okay, okay and withdraws his shiny cock from my mouth and flips it back into his pouch. I punch Becky on the shoulder, hard, and let her know she's a bitch which she totally agrees with.  We both laugh. I tip both boys twenty bucks and send them on their way. It was all over so fast.
 
   “Goddamn it Becky! Thanks to you I now have to tell Mark what I did. Way to go.”
 
   Becky looks at me like I'm crazy.
 
   “What the fuck are you talking about, woman? We don't tell our husbands a damn thing. I thought you knew that.”
 
   I leaned my head close to hers and relayed the conversation I'd had with Mark. I felt a little guilty about it; Mark and I never discussed if I was allowed to share what he'd told me. I just had to go with my gut. Becky was my best friend ever so I went ahead. I told her everything from beginning to end. Her eyes grew bigger the longer I talked.
 
   “Holy shit girl, you won the lottery! I had a boyfriend like that in college. He wanted to know every dirty detail about my sex partners before him. It felt weird at first but then it improved our sex life. The more I told him the better he fucked me. Before long I was telling him about the guys in my classes and professors I wanted to fuck and he went nuts. Our sex was amazing. If Mark is anything like that guy you are in for a treat. They don't get jealous like other men. They actually like it. You can flirt all you want! Sometimes even more than flirt...”
 
   Becky's face was lit up. Was she right? I ask her to tell me more about how her relationship worked. I asked her about intimacy and trust and told her I was afraid of actually hurting Mark, which was something I absolutely did not want to do. She explained she had all these thoughts and fears too when she and her boyfriend first started exploring but they passed quickly. She assured me Mark would love it.
 
   “Does he know you are here at this strip club right now?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, of course he does.”
 
   “He's waiting at home for you, right? Text him and ask if he's hard, ask him what he's thinking.”
 
   I raised a questioning eyebrow at her.
 
   “Do it. I'll prove to you I'm right and I know what I'm talking about.”
 
   I looked at her like she was crazy but she waited me out. Finally I grabbed my phone and punched out the text. Mark's reply was quick and conclusive. He sent me a picture of his hard dick and the text, “I've been like this since you left. Anything sexy happen?”
 
   I told Becky what he said but did not show her the picture. She told me to tell him what had happened with the stripper. When I hesitated she said if it made me more comfortable I could blame it totally on her. So I did. 
 
   Mark shot a text back asking how big the guy's dick was, which confused the hell out of me. Becky expected Mark would ask that and told me to answer with “Long and thick. Much bigger than you,” which utterly freaked me out. No way could I say that to my husband. It seemed so hurtful. True, but hurtful. 
 
   I refused at first but she swore to me Mark would like it so eventually I did it. I held my breath. Two minutes later Mark sent me a picture of his now soft penis with cum running down his hand. I'd made him orgasm. 
 
   “Holy shit Beck, I made him cum! I told him about sucking another man's dick and he climaxed in two minutes...maybe less. He never does that. I don't understand. None of this makes sense to me.”
 
   “Yeah, I felt like that too. It's a guy thing. Or at least a some-guys thing. You know about my thing for older guys? Well, some guys love it when their women are naughty. In fact, the naughtier the better.  I'm not sure how it works for them but it does. The good news is you are now off the hook; you can flirt and have fun with any attractive man you see. Back in college I dated a guy, Sammy who felt the same way Mark does. I went wild with it. The farther I took things the more turned on Sam got. We kept taking it a little farther each week until I actually fucked a guy on the lacrosse team. Knowing I wasn't limited to Sammy made me horny all the time. I looked at every guy I met as a potential lover.”
 
   We both sipped our Champagne. 
 
   “So why just one guy? After you had lacrosse guy what happened? Did you boyfriend realize he actually didn't like it?”
 
   “Not at all and I didn't stop at one. By the time I graduated I'd been fucked by a handful of hot men. Once, Sammy even hid in the closet and watched me. Those were the best orgasms of my life. After they'd leave Sam would reclaim me, hard and rough. I absolutely loved it.”
 
   “So what happened then? If this college boyfriend was so great why didn't you marry him? Where is he now?”
 
   Becky's face got serious. 
 
   “I would have. I was young and stupid and thought I knew how things worked. After graduation I took a job across the country and started to party. I treated him poorly. I returned his calls less and less. Finally he gave up trying to chase me and moved to Europe. That's the last I heard of him. I still think about him often.”
 
   I put an arm around her shoulders.
 
   “I never would have known. You and Jimmy seem so happy.”
 
   “I am happy with Jimmy, Beck. He's a wonderful husband. But life is messy; lots of loose ends and unfinished business. One makes the best of things and one moves on.”
 
   The mood had taken a serious turn. I gave Becky a moment or two to wallow and then kissed her cheek. She giggled. 
 
   I waved the sexy waiter over and ordered another bottle, then told him to send the black guy back for another lap-dance for Becky. That did the trick. Soon we were laughing again and having a great time. When the moment presented itself,  I pulled down the front of his thong and let his big, black cock bounce in Becky's face. She tried to kiss it but he kept smacking her face with it until all three of us were laughing hysterically.
 
   When I got home Mark fucked my brains out and I was so happy he did. The Champagne buzz and all that sexy, gyrating male-flesh, not to mention another man's dick in my mouth had me so wound up I wanted to be pounded by a hard penis. Mark was happy to oblige. 
 
   He was on me as soon as I walked in the door. I wanted to shower and clean up but he wouldn't have it. He pinned me against the living room wall and had his hand up my shirt in record time. He wanted every detail of my night, especially when I told him about the stripper and what Becky had done. It was hard being completely honest to my husband about another man. I knew in my head he wanted to hear everything and Becky's words were still ringing in my ears, but even so I glossed over some details about how far and how long the stripper was in my mouth. I made it seem like it was just a couple seconds.
 
   Mark spun me around and fucked me from behind, still wanting more details. He wanted to know everything that had gone through my head, everything Becky had said, everything the stripper had done. I felt awkward, aroused, slutty, and vulnerable. Mark fucked me three times that night, something he hadn't done in years. 
 
   Afterwards Mark fell into a deep sleep but I was still too wound up. I lay there staring at the ceiling. In the last three weeks so much had changed. I masturbated another orgasm and it was still almost an hour before sleep came.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I'd been on the job four weeks and I loved it. The work was challenging and I was actually able to use my degree, which was a fresh change of pace. My experience in the field was paying off already and I was quickly becoming the go-to person when problems arose. 
 
   I've worked in several offices and they run from conservative to not so conservative but I have to say, this one was positively racy. We shared the floor with a large sales force and sales people are always pretty lusty. On top of that most everyone was young and fit and horny. Myself and an older woman named Susan were the only two married women on the whole floor. 
 
   When I had first started everyone insisted I come to the company Halloween party and bring my husband. I knew Mark loved Halloween so I agreed for us both. The only requirements for the party were a costume which included a mask and no children, which suited both of us. A few days later Susan and I were talking about the party and she warned me, since I was new, to be prepared; every year there were always several people that got out of control. She also told me that the group takes it a little seriously and I should expect everyone I meet to stay in character and the costumes to be pretty extravagant. I thanked her for the heads up and let her know Mark and I were very open-minded. She just kind of looked at me funny. I asked her where the party was held and she said Vincent's house. My heart stopped. 
 
   At home that night I told Mark and he just laughed and asked if I knew what costume I wanted to wear yet. I have to say over the next four weeks I hit the gym extra hard and by the night of the party I was looking my best. I stay fit all the time so four weeks of intensity really got me tone. 
 
   I was going as Cleopatra and Mark would be Marc Antony. He wore a fancy white toga which matched his white mask and leather sandals. Olive twigs in his hair completed his outfit. Simple, but he looked great. 
 
   My costume was most painted on with diaphanous bronze gauze strategically placed to make it legal. I wore a wig of long jet-black hair, various gold jewelry and necklaces, and thin flat sandals which laced up to my knees. With Mark's help and encouragement I was showing a lot more flesh than I felt comfortable showing and it was only the complete anonymity the mask afforded me that allowed me to do it.  I was nervous and almost chickened out several times but Mark assured me I looked great, no one would recognize me, and my costume covered all the truly naughty bits and I should think of it more like a bikini. We had some drinks before we left the house and he was under instructions to provide me more as soon as we got there. I was really looking forward to Vincent's eyes traveling every inch of my body. 
 
   Vincent's house was huge. The driveway led us around to the back and everyone entered through the den. There were already way more people here than work at the office. Trying to determine who was whom would be virtually impossible unless you spoke with them directly and even then, unless they gave something away, one would never be sure. I immediately relaxed. I don't know who the extra people were but I now felt so at ease I actually loosened my sash and let a little more skin show. Mark and I said hello to everyone we passed and saw not a glint of recognition from any of them. This could be fun. 
 
   Different music played in each room of the house and the scary Halloween decorations looked professionally done. Susan was right; these people take their Halloween seriously. In the kitchen Mark and I found wine and we both poured a glass of red. We wandered the home admiring the excellent costumes and being admired for ours. I had loosened up a lot and adjusted my costume and had more tits and ass on display than I ever had before. Three glasses of wine later I discovered with the right move of my shoulders, I could flash nipple in either direction. 
 
   The party was really moving full speed now. Mark and I had spoken to just about everyone there but always on a superficial level. Nobody wanted to reveal themselves. I'd thought Vincent would stand out but there were a number of men there with his size and build so I was never certain. Mark became involved in a discussion about football so I took the opportunity to find a bathroom. I did easily but of course there was a line. I'm sure carefully removing and replacing costumes was slowing everyone down.
 
   While I waited in line I noticed a group of three couples across the room, all dressed as historical figures, in a shadowy corner talking to a man dressed as Tarzan that seemed to be alone. His body was masculine perfection; muscular but not muscle-bound and not an ounce of body fat. For a moment I thought perhaps this was Vincent but soon realized it was not. 
 
   As I watched, one of the women, Marie Antoinette, left her husband's side and stood next to Tarzan. He put his arm around her shoulders. They all continued chatting but the now wife-less man, Benjamin Franklin, was silent and seemed tense and did not take his eyes off his wife. The rest of the group carried on as if nothing had happened.
 
   After a while, Marie discreetly slipped her hand under Tarzan's tan leather loin cloth. I was sipping my wine and almost choked. Everyone in the group seemed not to notice except her husband, Ben, who narrowed his eyes and watched her intently.  She stroked him with short, slow movements and minutes later when she withdrew her hand his loin cloth looked more like a small awning. My turn for the bathroom arrived and I used it as fast as possible, and then retrieved Mark, taking up a position where we could both watch the group without being obvious.
 
   Marie's hand was back under, pumping him again. As my husband and I watched, Tarzan took her other hand and led her away from the group and her husband. I was flabbergasted. Mark's eyes were glowing. We both knew where those two were going and what they planned to do. 
 
   “That's intense,” he breathed. I took his hand. C-3PO wandered the room with a tray of Jell-O shots and Mark and I took two each. Clink and boom, clink and boom. 
 
   “Are you thinking what I'm thinking?” I asked him.
 
   “Yes. Right now Ben's wife is being introduced to Tarzan's body.”
 
   I shivered as a thrilling electric tingle raced up my spine.
 
   Mark and I continued our conversation until sometime later Tarzan and Marie rejoined the group. Marie left Tarzan's side and glided back over to her husband, who gave her a peck on the lips. Her cheeks looked flush. She wrapped her arms around him tightly and he squeezed her back. Amazing. Twenty minutes of conversation later another wife, Lady Godiva, left her husband King Henry and moved to Tarzan, standing in front of him with her ass pressed against his crotch. He wrapped his strong, muscular arms around her shoulders and nuzzled her ear. The whole group went quiet and King Henry slipped a hand into his pocket and played with his dick on the sly. After a minute Tarzan again led the wife away and upstairs.
 
   I was dripping wet and Cleopatra wears no panties so I felt a trickle meandering down my inner thigh. I rubbed them together and Mark understood.
 
   “Me too,” he said. “Holy shit that is fucking hot. If we are right in what we are thinking. Can you even imagine?”
 
   I gulped more wine and squeezed his hand. I showed him my empty glass and we made our way to the bar for refills. About half an hour later Godiva and Tarzan returned to the group and this time there was no hesitation; Lady Di took Tarzan's hand and left with him, blowing her husband Prince Charles a kiss over her shoulder.
 
   “Tarzan is a fucking stud,” Mark declared. “Three women in a row. Not even when I was eighteen. Wow. Just, wow.”
 
   “Wow is right. Everyone was so cool with it. Obviously not their first time since they all knew what to do and what was happening. Who are these people? Can you imagine I probably work with them? This party is amazing.”
 
   An hour later found me in the living room talking to Frankenstein's monster. Mark had wandered off some time earlier to use the bathroom and refill our drinks and had no doubt been drawn into a conversation because I hadn't seen him for a while. Marie Antoinette stopped by to compliment Mr. Monster and the two of them started talking about make-up.  I was quickly drawn into the conversation too. 
 
   After a few minutes I see Marie's husband approaching her from behind and he's not alone; Tarzan accompanies him. I expected in a few seconds I would be really uncomfortable. I glanced around for Mark to save me but did not see him. 
 
   The two men came up on either side of her and each took a hand. She leaned back against both, completely serene. The men joined right in as the conversation turned towards old Hollywood movies compared to new Hollywood movies. Tarzan was lightly stroking her arm and kissing her nape as her husband took both her hands and held them. I allowed my gaze to wander over Tarzan now that he was so much closer and Lord Almighty, that man was gorgeous. His muscular body was perfectly proportioned. He radiated physical strength and health. His long black hair hung to his shoulders and framed his chiseled face and smoldering dark brown eyes. 
 
   He must have felt me looking at him because he swung his gaze over to me. I panicked and looked away right at first but made myself turn back. He said hello and extended a hand. I said, “Hello Tarzan” and blushed like a school-girl. I glanced around again to see who was watching but nobody cared as they were all too busy with their own concerns. Just as I was about to turn back, I saw Mark across the room, behind a palm, sipping his wine, watching me. 
 
   I was about to wave him over but something about his body-language stopped me. What was he doing? It took me two seconds to realize he was playing the voyeur, no doubt because hunky Tarzan was here, and enjoyed watching his wife talk to a stud. I remembered what he'd said about the thrill of watching me flirt and it occurred to me this was a perfect situation. I decided to play with it. 
 
   I faced Tarzan and asked him some lame question about how often he worked out and he slipped away from Marie and came to stand close to me before he answered. He was close enough I felt the heat coming off his incredible body. We talked a few more minutes with Mark in the background, observing. 
 
   Maybe it was the wine or maybe it was Tarzan, but the next time he made a joke I laughed and reached out and touched his arm. His skin was hot and hard and he glanced at my hand and then looked me right in the eye. I left my hand there for a few seconds too long before withdrawing it. 
 
   Mark took a big gulp of wine but did nothing. 
 
   When Tarzan took a half step closer I leaned into him a little. He bent at the waist and put his mouth next to my ear and whispered, “You're gorgeous.” 
 
   When he straightened back up the front of his leather loin cloth had tented a bit and I blushed again but kept staring at it.
 
   “Thank for saying so. Is that because of me?” I asked, looking down.
 
   “Yes, Cleopatra, that's for you. I noticed you the moment you entered the party with Marc Antony. You're stunning. You're beautiful.”
 
   I knew what he was up to but it still worked on me. Bastard. A total player and womanizer but yet I melted anyway. What girl had a chance against a man like this? The tent had risen higher and any other man would have been embarrassed, but not Tarzan. He was rapidly growing a very public erection and he displayed not a single shred of self-consciousness. Yes, it was still covered under the loin cloth, but I thought guys hated when this happened. 
 
   Across the room Mark's eyes were huge. He was breathing through his mouth and pure lust and excitement radiated from his face. I had no idea what I was allowed to do or not do. All I knew is I was dying to touch this incredible man before me. 
 
   I reached out and placed my hand on his broad rock-hard chest. The tent below me jumped. I stepped closer to him. He gazed into my eyes. I realized I was holding my breath and exhaled slowly and took another half step forward and the leather-covered tip of his half-erect penis nudged its way between my bare thighs, which I parted a little to help accommodate him. I sucked a quick intake of air. Only thin fabrics separated his cock from my pussy. The heat from his rod cooked my flesh. I felt my legs go weak but just then Marie Antoinette was behind me, her arm round my waist, her voice and her strength providing me the support I needed. I placed my hands on Tarzan's shoulders.
 
   “Can you sneak away from your husband?” she whispered to me. “If you'd like me to distract him while you slip away with Tarzan, I will. Just point him out.”
 
   My eyes sought out Mark and Marie followed my gaze.
 
   “Oh yes, I noticed him with you earlier.”
 
   Mark and I locked on each other. He seemed to be waiting for me. I searched his face for some clue about what I should do but I found no clues there, only intense arousal. 
 
   Tarzan leaned in and kissed my exposed neck. His shaft slid another inch forward between my thighs. Marie held me up and kissed an earlobe. I shivered with excitement. I looked down again when Marie reached between Tarzan and me and pulled his loin cloth back revealing his thick half-erection. I groaned and bit my bottom lip. He was so big! One long, fat vein ran down the top of it, disappearing between my legs. His naked shaft was now pressed against my sheer panties. Marie kissed my cheek and told me to enjoy myself. 
 
   A battle raged inside me. As she left us, heading for Mark, I asked her to please not do anything with him.
 
   “Only you get to play? That doesn't seem fair.” she said, looking over a shoulder. “Okay Beautiful. If those are your rules I'll follow them.”
 
   I felt relief and guilt. Marie was very pretty and I hated the thought of Mark touching her. On the other hand, even though we had discussed it, it seemed so unfair that I got to play but Mark didn't. But that's how it had to be. Oddly, when I phrased it like that it turned me on. I felt special and privileged. I was the lusty princess and Mark just had to accept my capricious whims. Jesus, what a selfish bitch I am.
 
   Tarzan leaned in for another kiss on my neck and I let my head fall back, exposing my throat. He kissed and nibbled from collar bone to chin, bring his body up to mine. His cock thickened and hardened until I felt it arching up against my ass. After a minute he spun me around so I was facing away from him and started kissing and biting my nape. He worked his now firmly erect penis once again between my legs, the head and two inches or so protruding in front of me. I moved my costume to hide it, but not before Mark saw.
 
   Marie was hanging on his shoulder, curled up against his body. Her breasts mashed against his arm and chest. She was talking to him but I had no idea what she was saying. Regardless, Mark just sipped his wine and stared intensely at Tarzan and me, occasionally nodding to her. When he shifted on his feet, I noticed a bump and realized that he was hard beneath his toga. All this was turning him on too! My guilt and worry evaporated. 
 
   I curled my arms up behind Tarzan's head and, twisting my neck, pulled his lips down to mine. When his hands came up under my costume to cup both breasts, I made no move to stop him. Pure lust flared behind Mark's eyes. He wanted this as much as me, maybe more! I was so caught up in the moment that when Tarzan leaned in and told me to come upstairs with him, I said yes. 
 
   I did not dare risk a look at Mark until I reached the top of the stairs. What must he be thinking? When I did, I saw that Marie was leading him by the hand and they were following us, but at a distance. My heart was pounding in my chest. I honestly had no idea what was going to happen next. Did Tarzan think he was taking me to a bedroom to fuck me? The wine had my head spinning and Tarzan had me so hot. Every time I started to feel like I was doing something wrong and bad I'd remember Mark was right behind me, not saying a word. His silence was permission. 
 
   Down the hall Tarzan opened a bedroom door and ushered me inside. He started to lock it but I said no and he stopped. At the foot of the bed he took my face in his hands and leaned down to kiss me on the mouth. Sweet Jesus he was a good kisser. We made out for several minutes as our tongues quickly found each other. His hands traveled my body, caressing me, learning my curves. I gasped when he pinched my nipple and moaned when his fingertips grazed my panty-covered pussy lips. His hands were huge and strong just like the rest of him and he towered over me. I felt like a little girl.
 
   At last he lifted the flimsy lace over my head and off. It drifted down and landed at our feet. I stood before him wearing only underwear and sandals. He untied his loin cloth and let it fall on top of my lace and ran my eyes down every square inch of his godly body. He did the same to me. 
 
   His cock was enormous; I'd guess about twice as big as Mark's in every way. Even his balls were double the size of Mark's. 
 
   I've never been with a man with a large penis before. Girlfriends have told me sex is better if the guy knows what he's doing and I sure love the way they look, but I have no experience with them at all. It was frightening and exhilarating at the same time. The walk up the stairs had deflated it somewhat so it was no longer arching straight up. Now it jutted from his hips and pointed down, hanging under its own weight. He had almost no hair on his body.
 
   He stepped out of his costume and right up to me and I watched my own hand glide across the space between us and my own fingers wrap around his fat shaft. He was hot and pulsing. I wanted it in my mouth. I was unsure about fucking him. I wasn't ready for that yet. I admit my pussy was dripping but it felt like such a leap forward; too far, too fast. My hips tingled at the thought of it though. I couldn't imagine what a cock this big must feel like inside me but I really wanted to know.
 
   He kissed me again and our tongues writhed and he slipped a hand down across my flat tummy and under my panties until his fingers teased my lips. I thank God I'd shaved everything for the costume. He parted me and we both heard how wet I was and that turned me on even more. His other hand kneaded my breasts. My hand began long, slow strokes of his cock. I couldn't take my eyes off of it. 
 
   My other hand cupped and lifted his balls and I was surprised by how heavy they were. Were they still filled with cum? Maybe he had fucked those wives but held himself back so he could go on to the next one. That idea made me want his sperm. If none of them had taken it from him I wanted to be the one that did. Mark teases me about it but I always feel my most feminine and womanly after he's given me his semen. He says I have a fetish. Maybe. But I found myself craving Tarzan's load. As I examined him he grew and hardened again becoming rigid, throbbing against my palm. 
 
   I knelt before him. He didn't ask me to or push me down or give me any indication that he wanted me to. This was all me. Kneeling before him felt perfectly right and correct. He was an unbelievably gorgeous and attractive man. His penis was superior to any I'd ever seen, including movies. I felt compelled to please him, to submit to him. 
 
   I brought my face very close, turning him in my hands. His cock was absolutely beautiful, which I'm sure sounds strange because whoever thinks of a penis in that way? But it was. He was thick enough my fingers did not meet on the other side. It was a perfect fleshy spear designed to penetrate and inject, conquering and impregnating all at the same time.
 
   I reverently kissed the big tapered head and felt the heat of him through my lips. I kissed farther down the shaft and felt his blood rushing and surging through his veins. I had him so hard now the skin was straining to contain him, shiny and sleek. My tongue slipped out and slathered a long trail from his balls to the tip. I faintly tasted the pussy he had claimed earlier and instead of disgusting me, it turned me on even more. 
 
   I hear a moan from the darkness to the side of me and I recognize the voice. Mark is in the shadows somewhere, watching me, watching his devoted wife worship another man's superior meat. I've never given Mark a blowjob like this and I'm sure he knows it. I wonder if it hurts him to see me do it.  I know we'll have lots to talk about later. 
 
   I glance at the darkness and see shadowy shapes; Mark and Marie are seated and watching my performance. Mark has his penis in his hand and is stroking it. Marie has a hand up under her dress, playing with herself. I love that they are not touching each other. I feel suddenly like a powerful bitch, taking what I want and giving nothing back and I like it, in fact I love it. Let Mark see how much his sweet bride loves cock.
 
   I open my mouth and engulf the crown of Tarzan's cock. Hot, firm, and rubbery I push it back into my mouth as far as I can. Mark, Marie, and Tarzan all moan at the same time and I am going out of my mind from arousal. I feel wicked. My head bobs. Slowly at first as I adjust to his enormous size, but picking up speed. My hand joins my mouth and I stoke as I suck. Tarzan groans from deep in his chest and I am a good little slut. He pushes his hips forward and rests his hands on my head and I suck his cock like I need his cum to survive. I'm so turned on my hand finds my clit and I rub it, realizing I am going to orgasm soon from a big cock in my mouth. I'm shocked by how much it matters to me that it is big. 
 
   I worked him over for a long, long time. I get sloppy and he is dripping with my saliva. I know he is trying to hold out because who knows what the night may yet bring, but I want his sperm and I am working hard to get it. Tarzan growls. I know he is resisting me but he's crumbling. I suck harder and stroke faster, pushing his hard dick as deep into my mouth as I can on each push. I'm so turned on my gag reflex never kicks in and in just a few more seconds I am slamming him all the way back and into my throat. He's going crazy, making animal sounds, holding my head and fucking my face. I love it! 
 
   I orgasm with him hammering his cock into my mouth like a piston. I drive him up and over the edge and he bellows and his hips buck and jerk and his cock fires a blast of hot cum straight into my stomach. I seal my lips around his shaft and grip his hip and suck and bob and make him give me jet after jet of white hot sperm. As my orgasm explodes I am milking him for every drop. Nothing goes to waste. I take every single one of his hundreds of millions of seeds and swallow them down. I hear Marie gasp and cum too. Tarzan falls back onto the bed like a redwood tree and his dick makes a pop as it leaves my vacuuming mouth and I am grinning from ear to ear. I follow him, licking his shaft and balls and crown. I slip the head into my mouth again and suckle on it, coaxing out the last few precious drops. 
 
   I risk a look at Mark, worried perhaps I've crossed a line, but he is standing now with his limp dick in hand, cum dripping from the tip and his knuckles. 
 
   I've never felt prouder. 
 
   He strides towards me and wraps me in his loving arms, kissing my face and head. I note he stays away from my lips and I am still feeling wicked so I take his face in my hands and impulsively kiss him deeply on the mouth. After a heart beat I slip my salty tongue onto his. He tries to pull back but I hold him fast and after a second he relaxes and goes with it and kisses me back. I can't believe how erotic that moment is for me; Mark and I pass Tarzan's slippery essence back and forth until we can't taste him anymore. This is uncharted waters for us both.
 
   Marie approached and kissed us both on the cheek, then helped Tarzan get dressed and they both left us alone. We were quiet with our thoughts for a long time. As the adrenaline drained away I expected any second he would get angry, but he never did. 
 
   All at once the enormity of what I had just done hit me. Water sprang into my eyes. Mark saw my face and understood instantly and gathered me into his arms again. I fought back tears. I had allowed myself to get carried away by lust and risked hurting Mark just so I could have my own selfish desires met. He seemed okay with everything but was he really? Would this come back to haunt us? I fought to keep my composure as he hugged me fiercely. Finally I asked if he was okay.
 
   “Okay? I'm much better than okay, I'd have to say. I'm fucking great. Watching you just now was the hottest, most erotic and exciting thing I've ever seen in my life. I was terrified and yet hard as diamond. You looked amazing. Are you okay?”
 
   I smiled. “Scared I fucked up. Worried I hurt you. Do you want to go home?”
 
   He pondered a moment then wiped a tear from my cheek before he answered. 
 
   “I hope you don't take this the wrong way, but no, I don't. Honestly, I want to explore what's happening here. Baby if you're upset because you think you did something wrong or you are feeling guilty, don't be. You didn't. Get your costume back on and let's get back out there. The night is young. People are still arriving to the party. I know we'll need to talk more about all this later but right now I'm on a sexual high. Do you want to go home?”
 
   I felt calm returning. I saw the excitement in my husband's eyes and knew he was telling the truth. 
 
   “You want to see me play some more?” I asked.
 
   He took both my hands in his. 
 
   “I do. I want more. It's scary but I want more. I can't tell you what to do or that ruins it. It has to be your idea. Maybe nothing else will happen. I don't want to force anything.”
 
   I wasn't sure that I felt the same way but it did seem way too early to head home already. We got our costumes back in place and hugged and kissed a few times. I discovered I could drape my lace in such a way that it hung down and almost completely covered my pussy. I handed Mark my panties. He had no pockets so grinned and tossed them under the bed. We kissed softly. I had just sucked a stranger's cock and swallowed his cum but I somehow felt closer to my husband than ever before. Weird. 
 
   When we were ready we left the room holding hands. I felt utterly conspicuous returning to the party, like everyone would look up when we hit the top of the stairs, but nobody noticed or cared. They were all chasing their own desires, drinking and laughing. Mark got us both new glasses of red wine and we sat on a love seat and sipped them. After a minute he moved closer to me and whispered into my ear.
 
   “I watched you suck a stranger's cock...”
 
   I felt the blood rise in my face. Hearing Mark say those words took me back to the bedroom, on my knees, looking up at that glorious rampant piece of meat. I knew he was just playing with me, trying to get a reaction. I played along.
 
   “Yes, you did, and I swallowed every drop of his sperm too. He's inside me right now.”
 
   I don't know what reaction Mark expected me to have but I'm pretty sure that wasn't it. A lusty groan escaped him and he bit his bottom lip. Two can play that game mister. We both flashed playful, mischievous grins. 
 
   Across the room a sexy woman dressed as the Devil was deep in conversation with Zorro. She wore small black panties and cloven boots and her amazing body was covered in bright red body paint. Small black horns curled up from her forehead and a long black snake wound up an arm and around her neck. She was wildly sexy and I loved how brazen she was. Her big tear-drop tits were on display for all to see. I noticed Mark staring and asked him if he needed a bib. He acted guilty so I told him to relax, I understood; the woman was gorgeous. No harm in looking.
 
   The man she was talking to was tall and dark skinned, with tousled black hair falling to his shoulders. He was a perfect Zorro. Even wearing a mask his good looks were obvious. I watched the two of them flirt for a while and then part company. Zorro headed for the bar and I realized if I wanted to go flirt with him, I could. Any attractive man I saw was now open and available to me. I thought back on how many times I'd seen an attractive man and kept my mouth shut out of respect for my husband, unaware that all along he'd want me to talk to them and then tell him about it. I gulped the last of my wine and handed Mark my glass.
 
   “I'll be back in a little while,” I teased. “I'm going to say hello to Zorro.”
 
   Mark's eyes got really intense and he nodded his head twice. 
 
   At the bar I stood next to Zorro and completely ignored him. That lasted about two seconds until he noticed me.
 
   “Cleopatra! How have you been? Is your husband Marc Antony with you tonight?”
 
   I laughed. “Yes, actually, he is, but the Devil caught his eye and he wandered off leaving me all alone.”
 
   Now he laughed. “Yes, I met her. That Devil is a worthy temptation. I understand your husband's dilemma.”
 
   “Yet here you are talking to me and he is off chasing her.”
 
   “Foolish man. Your husband chose poorly.”
 
   I liked this guy. We both took a seat and chatted about art and global warming and the upcoming elections. I intentionally ignored Mark and gave Zorro my complete attention. When he ordered me a drink I graciously accepted it and let my knee touch his below the bar. Three seconds later while making a point he touched my hand. I admit it got to me. His blue eyes were burning right through me. When he touched my hand again a moment later he left it there and I did not pull away. 
 
   I wondered who he was. Do I work with him? I’ve spent a month at work already yet I haven’t recognized a single person here tonight. I considered that thought for a moment. Of course it meant that one here had recognized me either. The lighting through the house was dim and moody. Alcohol and god knows what else was flowing freely, and we were all wearing make-up and masks. I was free. My chances of getting recognized and busted were virtually zero.
 
   Emboldened, I placed my hand on his knee and leaned in to tell him how handsome he was, in spite of the mask. The wine may have contributed to my actions. He smiled and thanked me adding I was an exceptional beauty and he understood why stories of my beauty had survived across the ages. His eyes held mine for a moment, then another, then he leaned in and kissed my lips, which I quickly parted to accept his tongue. Half-way through the kiss I opened my eyes to look at him. His eyes were closed. His handsome face so close turned me on and I really felt in the moment. The recklessness of what I was doing was intoxicating. I closed my eyes again and let myself sink under the water.
 
   When I felt his light touch on my inner-thigh, I slightly parted my legs. His fingertips moved higher and I gasped when he brushed my pussy lips and discovered I wore no panties.
 
   “Oh my God that's so sexy...” he breathed. I expected him to push a finger into me because that's what guys always do, but Zorro didn't. Instead he took my hand and tugged me to stand with him, then led me towards the back of the house. Finally, I shot a look at Mark. He had moved to a spot that afforded him a better view of Zorro and me and had been watching the whole time. He looked excited, curious, and tortured, wondering what was coming next but honestly, I had no idea. Zorro seemed to have a plan and I was just going along with it. 
 
   In the next room, a kitchen, Zorro walked up to Superman, who also happened to be smoking a joint. Superman was wearing a red cape, tiny red briefs and red boots. The rest of the costume was body paint and he was obviously a bodybuilder because he had huge muscles everywhere. Even the bulge in his briefs was large. Zorro spoke to him in Spanish and Superman looked at me and smiled, his perfect white teeth gleaming. He spoke Spanish back to Zorro and then took my other hand and they both tried to lead me from the room out a side door. 
 
   Whoa! I panicked. Did they want a threesome? My mind reeled. No way I could do that. Could I? I never had. I looked them up and down again and images of sex with them flashed through my mind; hot, handsome men fucking me, eating my pussy, pumping their cocks into my eager mouth. Was I safe? If we exited using this door Mark wouldn't see me. He wouldn't know where I had gone. Would he freak out or would that add to his excitement? We never talked about this. Was he always supposed to be able to watch? Could I even fuck two men at once? 
 
   I'd stopped and was staring at the ground without realizing I had done so. Zorro asked if I was okay and I smiled weakly at him. He was so handsome. Superman pulled me to the side and put an arm around my shoulder, which felt great. He was as solid as an oak tree. I tried to figure out what to say and what to do. Superman brought the joint up to my lips and without really thinking about it, I took a long hit, to calm my nerves. He passed it to Zorro who also hit it hard, then took one himself. We all stood there holding our breath.
 
   It smashed into me like a freight train. One second I'm fine, just a little tipsy from the wine, and the next I hear rushing air like a tornado and the earth is trembling. What was that shit I smoked? Both men saw it hit me and broad grins spread across their faces. My whole body started to tingle and the sounds of the party receded. I became acutely aware of my body; I felt the lace against my skin, cool air caressing my warm pussy, the little beads of sweat on my forehead. Awareness brought stimulation and when my nipples puckered and stiffened against the fabric of my costume, I felt a thousand volts travel from each to my clit. This time when each man took a hand I just smiled and walked out the side door with them. 
 
   The next several minutes were cloudy and confused. I felt their strong arms as they led me through rooms and past people. Voices were muffled and far away. I remember dark, carpeted stairs down and then a big dimly-lit library filled with books and shelves and over-stuffed reading chairs. I noticed other people moving here and there, mostly hidden by shadow. Superman and Zorro guided me past two women sucking on one man's incredibly hard and heavily veined cock and I tried to stop and join them but they wouldn't let me.
 
   We approached an over-stuffed love seat and the men spun me around and seated me on it. Zorro dropped his zipper and Superman pulled down the front of his briefs and I had two semi-erect cocks hanging in front of my face. I wanted to suck them so badly my jaw ached. I spread my knees and scooted to the front of the couch, exposing my bare naked pussy. I wrapped a hand around each and started to stroke. 
 
   Superman sat the joint on the coffee table and pushed his briefs down to his knees so I could get at his balls. I swabbed my tongue all over him. His entire body was hairless and there was no blue body paint on his cock and balls; just a lovely pink, plump phallus. Zorro followed suit and pulled his balls out as well. I tugged both men closer so they stood hip-to-hip between my wide open legs. My head was spinning. My hard nipples were tingling.
 
   I alternated my attention between them but we all grew frustrated with that pretty quickly. I had them throbbing hard and held them up to compare them; both men were above average in length and thickness. Zorro may have started out bigger but once fully hard, Superman had him beat by a lot all the way around. The over-sized head on Superman's cock was purple and as big as a plum. 
 
   A feeling of emptiness had been growing in my pussy since I'd first inhaled the weed and now, with two hard cocks waving in my face, it was agonizing. I kept Zorro's dick in my mouth as I moved to all fours and Superman moved into position behind me. I felt guilty but I had to have it. I desperately needed to be fucked. My adventure with Tarzan earlier had left me more unsatisfied than I'd realized. 
 
   Zorro put his hands on my head and Superman pushed my costume out of his way and took my hips in his hands and I just melted. My pussy gushed with what she knew was coming. Part of my altered brain was processing all this like an outside observer. I saw myself on the love seat with a hot man at each end. I saw myself about to get fucked. Superman's huge muscular body coiled, hips pulled back, long cock taking aim. Zorro's cock arching up from his hips, hands on my head, guiding my hot mouth down. The whole scene was fucking obscene and pornographic. Thank God for the weed. I doubt I'd ever do something like this without it. 
 
   Superman's hot tongue split my slit and I cried out, my whole body electrified. It wriggled around inside me then coated my hole with saliva as he prepared me for penetration.  His tongue was fat and strong and I swear he worked it all the way up into my guts. It felt amazing as the weed heightened the sensations of everything that was happening to me. He withdrew his tongue and I felt the pressure of his fat cock head.
 
   For a brief moment I knew I shouldn’t be doing this. It was wrong; Mark should be here. But then Superman held my hips tight and put his weight behind his shaft, trying to drive it into me. He was too big so he pressed harder, mashing my pussy lips out of the way. I blossomed as he sank the tip in and cried out as I felt the fullness of his cock moving deep. 
 
   Zorro's dick was forgotten for the moment as I lost myself to the intense sensations of Superman laying claim to me. My pussy enveloped his hard inches, stretching to accommodate him as he was much bigger than Mark too. Finally his cock head touched bottom and he rested there a moment, but then withdrew and began again. It felt so good I wanted to scream. Zorro reached over, grabbed the joint and fired it back up. He puffed once then pulled his dick away from me so I could take a drag. Lastly he gave it to Superman.
 
   I tried to think about Mark but I simply couldn't. Four strong hands were touching me and teasing me, playing with my breasts, pinching my sensitive nipples. I was gushing juices like a fountain, moaning around the hard cock in my mouth, driving my hips back against the hard cock in my pussy. My body was enduring more pleasure than it had ever experienced. My mind was doing cartwheels. I would have collapsed if the two men hadn't kept me pinned between them. I climaxed quickly and powerfully, both of them driving as deep as they could and pumping me with perfectly timed short, fast, hard strokes. They had clearly done this before. 
 
   After my orgasm they slowed way down and gave me time to recover, and in short order I did. The weed was in full bloom in my bloodstream now and the room was filled with muted colors and shapes. Far away I heard other men and women around the room gasping and moaning from pleasure, bodies slapping together, wet squishy sounds; a surreal orgy of Hedonistic pleasure, and incredibly, wonderfully, I was right in the middle of it. Never in my life had I imagined myself in such a scene and I was amazed at how easy it had been to stumble into it. The knowledge staggered me; I was in a threesome! I was happily married yet two perfect strangers were fucking me and my husband was nowhere around. Wild abandon swelled up in me and lost myself in the sensation of two hard cocks at once. I let myself memorize and absorb this moment completely.
 
   Superman shifted his hips and slowly pulled his cock from out of my depths, creating a vacuum behind it. Zorro lifted my chin and withdrew his meat from my mouth. Suddenly empty of cock, I pouted. I needn’t have worried. Superman put a cushion on the coffee table and laid me on it on my back. Then they traded ends while I lay there eagerly awaiting the return of their cocks. Zorro spread my knees and pushed them back up to my tits and Superman tilted my head back off the coffee table. Both of them stuffed their cocks back into me and in no time were pounding away. The angle Zorro was hitting inside my pussy brought me to another mind-numbing orgasm but this time neither one slowed down and I knew I was in for it. 
 
   They fucked me hard for a long time, using my openings to pleasure their dicks. I know it’s fucked-up to admit but I really liked it. I was their sex-toy, their fuck doll. They used me and I loved it. After a while they spoke Spanish again and then traded ends once more. I really felt how much bigger Superman was and I got so turned on being fucked by a big cock I came again. There was such an obvious difference between them and Mark; they were both bigger but Superman especially so. The sounds I made excited Zorro and soon after me he came too, shooting the second anonymous load down my throat that night. After he came he fell back onto the love seat and Superman took over.
 
   With Zorro absent, Superman had all the room he needed. His body was so much bigger than mine I disappeared underneath him. He hooked his arms under my legs and pushed them back onto my chest. I felt exposed and vulnerable and totally at his mercy. My pussy and asshole were obscenely displayed to everyone in the room. His face appeared over mine and he spoke Spanish to me but I have no idea what he said. He kissed me and our masks rubbed and then he kissed my hand. I noticed a small crucifix tattoo at the base of his thumb. He then looked down between our legs and I felt his massive dick head begin to press against my opening again. Holy shit it felt good. His heavy tool slowly sank into my soaked cunt and now he was fucking me once more.  
 
   This time he got rough. I almost couldn’t take it except I loved it so much I kept telling him to fuck me harder. We kissed a few times but mostly it was just raw, hot, lusty sex. His big cock was so amazing going in and out of me I came again and this time it almost killed me. It felt like it anyway. My orgasm built for a long time as this man fucked me like an animal. I was trapped under his huge body, his arms wrapped around my torso, his teeth and hot breath on my neck. My universe began at the point of his cock inside my body and waves of pleasure slowly grew, radiating outward. When I finally climaxed my entire body convulsed and I screamed as I exploded. Superman just pounded me harder pushing my orgasm higher and I screamed again as another wave hit and I was sure he was killing me. I was sure I was dying. I felt his cock expand and then convulse and white hot liquid surged inside me. His big cock head flared as he drove it up into my guts and convulsed again as he pumped another bucket of his hot semen into my womb. His muscular body had gone rock-hard and I was being crushed beneath him. I was gasping for breath when another bucket of cum gushed into me and then another. He was growling and groaning and his breath came in ragged gasps.
 
   With a spasm he finally gave me his last blast of cum and fell to his elbows over me. I could breathe again and gulped air then wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him hot and passionately for several minutes. I’d never been fucked like that before in my whole life. I know it wasn’t real, but at that moment, I felt myself fall in love with him. It was such a young girl thing to do but I couldn't help it. Women are emotionally wired for sex differently than men. Intimacy plays such a huge part for us. With what Superman and I had just shared I felt connected to him. No man had ever made me feel like that from sex before.
 
   His heavy cock still impaled me and went soft very slowly. I told him, “Show me” and he lifted his body off mine and I saw where our bodies met. My pussy lips still stretched around his thick shaft and it was a gloriously erotic sight I know I’ll never forget. My lips made a tight seal around him. He pulled out a little and my pussy lips followed him, clinging to his dick like they hated for him to leave. He pushed back in, still stiff enough to penetrate me deeply, and held himself over me. We kissed sweetly. 
 
   Zorro spoke and Superman nodded and kissed me one last time. I sighed. He slowly withdrew his big dick from my cunt, and stood towering over me. His cock was shiny with our mixed juices. He put his briefs back on and kissed my forehead and they both left. 
 
   I lay there on my back on the cushion on the coffee table with my legs drawn up, my head spinning and my nerves on fire. I closed my eyes and lost the edges of my body to the ephemeral universe. Or some shit like that. It is difficult to describe what I was feeling. My body was weightless, my mind was floating. My nerves still vibrated with residue sensations of extreme pleasure. I think perhaps for the first time in my life I was purely and completely sexually satisfied and content. I hummed a little tune. 
 
   Strong but gentle hands on my ankles brought me back to the moment. I opened my eyes and saw a black man dressed as an African Warrior Chief stepping up between my legs. A big black cock arched up amid the strands of his grass skirt. His wooden mask was designed to be terrifying, carved with the face of a demon, but I wasn’t afraid at all. In fact, I grinned. His smooth dark skin appealed to me so I parted my legs, inviting him. I hadn't fucked a black guy since college. Behind his mask I heard him mutter “Sweet fucking Christ” as he gazed down at me. He moved up and guided his dick in. 
 
   I loved being fucked again and I really loved it was someone new. My mind and body wanted to live in this self-indulgent, pleasure seeking place. A small, quiet, far-away voice in my head tried to tell me that this was the real sexual me, not that vanilla, middle-of-the-road, conservative woman I showed everyone else. 
 
   My pussy had recovered enough she was ready and the excitement of my decadent behavior brought me to yet another orgasm quickly. I couldn't take my eyes off his shiny, chocolate skin and the smooth muscles working beneath it. He fucked me slow and deep and then withdrew his black cock and arched his hips so I could see it; coated with wetness and hard as diamond. The surface of his fleshy spear was covered with ridged and throbbing veins. 
 
   We never changed positions. He held himself over me, pumping my flooded pussy, stretching me open, slowing increasing his pace as his orgasm drew closer. When it was imminent, he pulled out and started stroking his dick with his hand, no doubt planning on spraying his cum all over me. I told him no, and smiled sweetly, and guided him back in. A few minutes later he was gasping and grunting and adding his sperm to the load already in there. 
 
   He left right after. I remained on my back, drifting along. 
 
   I dipped a finger into the semen oozing from me and thought about what it meant. In another life, seemingly far away now, Mark and I were trying to have a baby. I hadn’t been on birth control for weeks. 
 
   I noticed the last of the joint on the coffee table next to the lighter so I fired it up and finished it off. I felt the effects immediately. What was this shit? Warm swirling water rose up and covered me again as the weed took hold. 
 
   Across the room I heard a woman orgasm and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever heard. I sat up to watch and in the darkness witnessed two men fuck a slim blonde much like I’d just been fucked. It was so sexy. I lay back down and closed my eyes, taking in every sound, smell, taste and touch my senses could deliver. 
 
   “Jenny?”
 
   That sound seemed familiar but I could not quite place it. My nipples were throbbing so I teased them with my fingertips. 
 
   “Jenny?”
 
   There it was again. Something about it was comforting and made me smile. I turned to face the direction the sound had come from and saw Mark’s handsome face staring back at me. I was so pleased to see him.
 
   “Hiiii Babyyy...”
 
   “Jenny, are you okay?”
 
   I opened my arms to hug him and he came and knelt beside me. I wrapped him in my arms and kissed him lovingly.
 
   He pulled back a little. “Baby, are you okay?”
 
   “More than okay, my Love,” I answered. 
 
   I saw his eyes roaming my body. I felt deliciously lewd and wanton. I spread my legs to show him the sperm oozing from his wife and watched his eyes grow big. I pulled him down to kiss me again and slipped my dancing tongue into his mouth. He kissed me back, hard. I was pleased he wasn’t angry.
 
   “What did you do Honey?” He asked, afraid to believe what his own eyes had seen. “Did you do something with another man again?”
 
   To answer, I took his finger and slipped it inside my well lubricated cunt, sending bolts of electrical current racing to my clit. Mark moved his finger about, testing the liquid he found there, and I moaned from his touch. I reached under his toga and discovered he was erect.
 
   “Please…” I whimpered. “I need to suck it. Bring your penis to my mouth.”
 
   He looked surprised and I saw the ten thousand questions behind his eyes but he was a man. He lifted the front of his toga and I sucked on the head of his dick. 
 
   “Baby, are you high?” he asked.
 
   I laughed around his penis.
 
   “I am soooooo high. I smoked some fucked-up weed and drank way too much wine and now I am just drifting along. Darling, I got fucked by two gorgeous men and I loved it. They fucked me at the same time. Can you believe I did that? I swallowed one and the other came in my pussy. I wanted that one to cum inside me because his dick was so big and I'd never had one that big.”
 
   Mark's penis jumped when he heard that.
 
   “I loved fucking a guy just because he was hung. It was amazing! His cock was much bigger than yours Honey. It felt so good buried in me. I felt so dirty. He fucked me and made me cum so hard and then he came and I took every drop. Then another man wanted to fuck me so I let him too. I came on his cock too Baby. Are you shocked? Are you appalled? Are you disgusted? Turns out your wife is secretly a slut. Do you want to leave her now that you know?”
 
   The more I talked the harder Mark got. I was having trouble sucking him now he had become so stiff. I brought my legs up and spread myself open to him. His eyes went to the cum leaking from me and my puffy pussy lips.
 
   “HA! I guess not. I guess instead you are turned on, just like me.”
 
   “You really did, didn’t you? You actually fucked someone else?”
 
   I nodded my head and flirtatiously my bit my finger tip. 
 
   “He had his bare naked dick in you…actually in you, unprotected…and he came inside you too? Jenny, did he come inside you?”
 
   I swung my butt over towards him and pulled his penis towards my opening.
 
   “Oh my God!” He exclaimed, the truth landing on him like a ten-ton piano. “You really did it. I can’t believe it!”
 
   I rubbed his dick head up and down my dripping lips, preparing it to penetrate me, coating the head with a mix of cum and my juices. Mark’s penis was harder than ever. It throbbed in my hand. With two fingers I parted my lips and pulled him forward.
 
   But he never made it. An inch away from entering me, Mark’s hips jerked and a jet of cum flew across my tummy. Then another. I tried to stroke the rest out with mediocre success as Mark groaned and gasped. His level of excitement caught me by surprise. A few more convulsions and he was empty. He'd gotten too excited to fuck me. This had never happened.
 
   He dropped onto the love seat and I moved to curl up in his lap. He had his hands covering his face and sat there shaking his head. Finally he spoke.
 
   “I’m sorry Honey. I got too excited. Give me a minute to catch my breath and I’ll take care of you. I'm embarrassed.”
 
   Becky had been absolutely correct. My husband loved the idea of other men fucking me. I turned that truth around in my head examining it from every angle. I experienced a powerful and rising excitement at what that may mean for us but I made myself stay calm. 
 
   I slipped from his lap and stood. I pulled off my costume and sandals and then put a finger to his lips to silence him. I turned so he saw my nakedness. All I wore was a mask. I leaned down and kissed him.
 
   “Stay here,” I said. “Don’t move. Promise?”
 
   He nodded, confused.
 
   I looked around the room. Several groups of people were playing in the dark. Off to the side a man dressed as The Flash watched two girls eating each other. I walked over and took his hand, leading him back to Mark, who started to say something but I shushed him again. The Flash only smiled as I knelt before him and unbuckled his costume. Mark was in shock at how I was behaving and eyed me warily.  
 
   “I now know a way to quickly get you hard and ready to go again,” I teased. “I've learned your buttons. It's okay my Love. 
 
   I tugged down Flash’s bright red stretch pants and pulled out his cock. It was nicely shaped, a little longer than Mark’s but a bit thicker. I slurped the head into my mouth and got to work with my tongue.  
 
   Flash moaned and dropped his head back. I locked my eyes on Mark’s as I worked those warm inches deeper. Mark started playing with his flaccid penis again and it showed some signs of life. The sluttier I behaved the more he liked it. I scratched my nails down Flash’s balls and pulled on the loose skin. He started leaking right away and I knew he wouldn’t last long.
 
   “Come here Honey.”
 
   Mark looked at me questioningly.
 
   “Don’t worry; I won’t try to make you suck it. I just want you closer. I want you to see this. Don’t you want to watch your naughty wife Baby?”
 
   A little reluctant, he slithered off the couch and came to kneel next to me. His face was just a few inches from the cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I took Mark’s hand and wrapped the fingers around the base of this thick dick and helped him pump it a few times. He was nervous and uncomfortable but I was sky high and having a blast. I wanted him to get there too. 
 
   “Come on Baby,” I cooed. “Jack his cum into my mouth. It would be so hot! My husband giving me another man’s jizz, milking another man right into my mouth.” 
 
   Mark tentatively stroked a few times, still not sure about all this. I held Flash with both my hands on his hips and pulled him back and forth. He was moaning and getting close. I dropped one hand down to Mark’s semi-erect penis and pumped him in time to my mouth bobbing. My head was spinning.
 
   Flash started making noises like he was going to orgasm so I told Mark to jack him faster; I wanted all the sperm trapped in those swinging balls. Mark did, partly because he was getting into it and partly because my hand was giving him the encouragement he needed. He looked around the room to make sure no one was watching him and then he really started pumping the guy fast. Flash let out a long groan and his cock swelled and his first salty blast hit my tongue, followed by many others. Mark worked him like a spigot until he had drained every drop into my mouth. He made a ring of his fingers and squeezed Flash like a tube of toothpaste, wringing the last drops into my mouth. I tilted my head back so he could watch my throat and I swallowed.
 
   Mark was hard again, just like I knew he would be. For whatever reason the naughtier I behaved the more excited he became. I climbed back onto the love seat and spread my legs, aiming my pussy right at him. He moved between them and guided his penis into me and pumped back and forth; slow at first, but gaining speed quickly. Soon he was hammering away at his slutty, cheating wife, trying to punish me and reclaim me at the same time. 
 
   I didn’t orgasm but he sure did. When I opened my eyes and looked around, Flash was gone. Mark and I cuddled on the love seat. We just looked at each other for a long time, searching, like for the first time really seeing each other. 
 
   “We have come a very long way in a very short time,” he eventually offered.
 
   I nodded. “Hope you’re okay with that. I’m surprised myself; I had no idea I was holding so much back. Who knew? I think we've found your magic button too.” 
 
   “I got worried when you were gone so long. I tried following you but lost you in the kitchen. I went out the wrong door. After I doubled back some guys called me over to settle a drunken argument over the best running back in the history of the NFL. I finally slipped away from them and continued my search, but this place is a huge maze. Vincent must make a huge salary. I actually stumbled across those stairs leading down on accident. When I found you lying there, obviously recovering from a sexual encounter, I didn't know what to think.”
 
   His eyes were examining my body, no doubt looking for evidence of other men. He found plenty. The weed had diminished a little but I was still pretty high. Mark's eyes on me turned me on again and I felt like I could fuck all night. I wanted to fuck all night. Mark's penis looked tired and his balls empty and for the first time I realized that no longer meant we were finished for the night. Tectonic plates were moving around inside our relationship and I knew after tonight, nothing would be the same. 
 
   “Shall we return to the party?” he asked.
 
   I searched the floor for my lacy costume and Mark helped me put it back on as best I could. I exposed a lot more boob this time than when I'd first left the house earlier this evening. The weed was still making me dizzy and horny so I clung to Mark's arm as we climbed the stairs and grabbed fresh glasses of wine.
 
   It was now after midnight and upstairs the party was at full speed. The house was packed in almost every room and the music had been turned up loud. We had to shout to hear each other.  As Mark and I walked the house or sat and talked I felt an occasional trickle of cum leak from my pussy. I didn't tell Mark about it but each time it happened I became so aroused I wanted to fuck right then. Instead I just let my feeling feed a growing sexual fire inside me. 
 
   After a while Mark and I stepped outside onto the second-story deck. The view across the golf course was spectacular. The night was chilly and a low fog hugged the fairway. Mark had his arm around my shoulder to help keep me warm. Across the deck Captain Jack Sparrow tended a make-shift bar, handing out drinks and laughing with the small group of people out here. Mark saw where I was looking and asked if I wanted anything.
 
   “Tequila, please.”
 
   A broad grin split his face. I only drink Tequila when I'm horny and drinking Tequila makes me horny. He figured he was in for a special treat once we got home. Last time I drank Tequila I sucked his cock for over an hour. I fucking love those penis things. He kissed me on the forehead and went to stand in line.
 
   In the center of the deck was a metal-dish fire pit with a good sized blaze going. A few of the women, all in scanty costumes like mine, were standing near it for warmth. I moved over and took an open bench seat. With my heightened sensitivity, the heat on my skin felt fantastic. I felt the seat next to me move and turned to discover my African Warrior Chief had returned. He still wore a fearsome wood carving of a demonic face but his eyes were visible and they were intense. The memory of him between my legs was fresh and clear and wonderfully exciting. I looked down at his grass-covered lap and remembered the big black snake that lived there. I return my gaze to his eyes and smiled. A quick glance around the pit showed several of the women checking him out too. His costume showed a lot of his lean, muscular body and smooth black skin and many of them, just like me, found him quite appealing. 
 
   Mark returned with our shots and asked me who my new friend was. 
 
   “Someone I had met earlier, on the love seat, while you weren't around.”
 
   I waited for understanding to sink in and when it did Mark's eyes lit up. He looked at the Chief with renewed interest. All he knew at this point was that something happened between the Chief and me, but he didn't know what. I saw his mind racing to figure it out. I decided to clarify for him and leaned my mouth close to his ear.
 
   “He fucked me Honey. After the first guy finished the Chief stepped up and shoved his big black cock into me too. He tried to pull out when he came but I didn't let him.”
 
   I lowered my voice further and made it raspy.
 
   “I have his cum in me right now...”
 
   Mark moaned and met my eyes before looking back at the Chief. I'm sure he was thinking, 'This man fucked my wife...'. What must that be like for a man? Ownership seems to be such a big part of sex for men so how did Mark feel sitting next to a man that had fucked his wife? Judging by his face, I'd say Mark had a million emotions running through him at the moment. I took my shot from his hand and downed it. He downed his too. 
 
   I saw in Mark's eyes uncertainty and fear. A big part of him wanted this sexy black man to go away, wanted his wife to go back to being shy and predictable, wanted this party to be over and both of us back at home in front of the television. He was nervous about the other people around, worried about what his high and drunk wife might do next. He was excited too, but so much had happened in such a short time. His life was suddenly erratic and confusing.
 
   Tomorrow, would everything go back to the way it had been? I didn't know. I doubted it. 
 
   I adjusted the folds of my lace, subtly exposing my bare pussy to our visitor. A quick glance at the few people on the deck with us showed me that they had returned to their own interests. The Chief squirmed in his seat, moving his ass and legs a bit, freeing things up. He opened his legs a little wider. I opened mine a little too and I saw the grass in his lap move a little. I wondered if I could make him hard just playing this little game. If I did, where would it lead? Mark was right here with me and I suspected he may have had enough of his wife's wild adventures for one night. I sensed he wanted to slow things down, digest all that had happened, have a long, heart-felt talk with me and get a handle on his emotions and mine. 
 
   I wasn't feeling that at all. 
 
   I was feeling the Tequila hit me and I wanted another shot, and I told Mark so. He hesitated, no doubt wanting to ask if that was such a good idea and maybe we should think about heading home. I decided to let him know exactly where I stood but I thought it best to show him and not tell him; much harder to argue that way. I sent him back for another shot and he quickly returned with them. I snuggled up to him and raised a toast.
 
   “To true love that conquers all.”
 
   He repeated what I had said and we touched glasses. 
 
   I leaned my back against his chest and straightened my legs a little, aiming myself at the other end of the bench and my fine African Warrior. I drew my toes up his leg and rested my heel on his knee. He moved to face me more and as he did my view under his grass skirt improved. The shaft of his black penis was lying on the bench with the head aimed right at me. I know Mark saw it too, just as I knew the Chief was able to see up under my lace and my sweet naked pussy. I teasingly played with my nipples and pulled the fabric away, exposing them and the cold night air made them stand up big and hard. Pinching them sent chills racing up my spine.
 
   That black python started to rise just as the shots were taking full effect. I watched that black beast harden and knowing it was for me and because of me got me so hot. I leaned all my weight back against Mark and spread my legs at Chief. The intensity of his eyes thrilled me. I couldn't tell if he wanted to fuck me or murder me. His dick looked bigger this time, jutting out from the fronds of his skirt. Chief moved up between my legs and took his black cock in hand, trying to line himself up to my hole. I was desperate to feel it inside me.
 
   I looked up at Mark and savored the conflict on his face. I don't mean to sound cruel. I wasn't doing this to him. I was doing this for me. I also believed that deep down, in spite of his fear, he wanted me to.
 
   “Spread my legs Baby,” I moaned. “Open my legs to him. Let him have my pussy. Give it away, give it to him.”
 
   Mark swallowed hard and licked his lips, his mind going a million miles a second. He placed a hand on each of my thighs and gently pushed, opening me up to my black lover. I saw on his face how it killed him to do it and at the same time thrilled him to do it. I drove the dagger home, really enjoying my new freedoms.
 
   “Wider Baby. Look how big he is. You don't want him to hurt me with it, do you? Spread my legs and then open my pussy to him too.”
 
   Behind me, Mark was taking deep breaths, controlling himself. His penis swelled some but I had exhausted it earlier, so he didn't get hard. I felt his heart pounding against my spine. 
 
   A demon's face moved up my body and loomed over me. I wondered, briefly, if this man was good-looking or ugly. I loved his intense eyes. I found myself hoping he was ugly under the mask. How perverse is that? I wanted to be a rutting animal, a cock-loving slut and if he were ugly and unattractive, that would make it more about fucking and raw, nasty sex; a big cock forced into a small wet cunt and pounded until filled with sperm. That's what I wanted; to be fucked like an animal.
 
   Mark's hand snaked down my firm tummy and his fingers spread my lips. He pushed a finger inside and when he pulled it out it was shiny with my juices and cum from other men. 
 
   Chief put a hand behind each of my knees and moved closer, resting his big cock head in my opening. He was hard as iron. He adjusted his legs under him. A few people on the deck with us had moved closer and formed a loose circle around us, ready to watch me get fucked. I saw couples making out and feeling each other up.
 
   My sexy African Warrior Chief pushed his fat cock head down and rubbed it around for a second before flexing his ass and pushing it into me. Good Lord he was thick. It took him a few in and out moves to get his pole greased with my wetness but once he did he started sinking a little deeper every time. Mark was our head-board, keeping us from falling off the bench, helping the Chief to fuck his wife. 
 
   Chief pushed my legs up to my chest and spread them and then started really long-stroking me. He buried his long cock on every thrust and then withdrew all but the tip before he drove every hard inch back in again. His balls thumped my asshole every time. I was ready to cum really fast and told him so and he sped up and angled his dick even deeper. I gasped and gripped his arms and tried to capture as much of his black cock as I could, awkwardly trying to raise my hips to his. Mark gently pinched and twisted my nipples. I was gasping and moaning and I looked up and locked eyes with a woman watching us and climaxed as she smiled and rubbed her man's dick through his pants. Chief came right after me releasing a huge surge of black-man semen deep inside me. 
 
   As before, he didn't hang around long. He couldn't kiss or really even talk because of the mask so he just caught his breath, pulled his deflated penis out, adjusted his costume and walked quickly into the house. 
 
   Mark wrapped his arms around my shoulders and squeezed. Eventually he asked how I felt and I told him fantastic and asked how he felt. He didn't answer right away and I turned around to face him. 
 
   Poor baby looked like he was in shock. How could he not be? We started this evening knowing both of us wanted me to flirt more. I'd gone way beyond that. Had I gone too far? 
 
   “Sweetie, are you okay?” I asked.
 
   Mark was clearly struggling with something he wanted to say. I was sure he was hurt and wanted to tell me I'd gone way too far. I braced myself.
 
   “You can tell me Honey. It's okay. I went too far, didn't I? I've hurt you. You never intended things to go this far. I'm so sorry...”
 
   “Jenny, Baby, stop, listen.” He drew a deep breath. “I'm fine with what happened. I'm actually afraid to tell you how great I am with it because I don't want you to think I don't care, like I don't think you're special, but I've fantasized about watching you for a long, long time. I feel so perverted. Husbands aren’t supposed to imagine their wives fucking other men. But I do. I told you I wanted you to flirt more but that was me being chicken-shit. The truth is I wanted way more than that.”
 
   I studied his face and realized he was as worried as me. We both wanted this but were afraid of what the other might think. 
 
   “Like holding me while a big black stud fucks me?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Like watching me get fucked by two men at the same time?”
 
   “God yes.”
 
   “So in spite of everything I've done tonight, you still want more? You're thrilled with what's happened so far?”
 
   He nodded. His eyes were alight with erotic possibilities. I made a decision for us both.
 
   “I think I've discovered something about us,” I said. 
 
   “Tell me.”
 
   “We both care about the other person more than ourselves.”
 
   He considered that.
 
   “Yes,” he said. “I'd have to agree.”
 
   I took his arms and wrapped them back around me, resting my back against his chest.
 
   “So,” I began. “This sex drive of mine. We both agree that I need to do something about it?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “And you'll be cool with whatever I decide, as long as I include you in some way?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “That's exciting Honey. Are you sure? What are we getting ourselves into?”
 
   “I'm so beyond sure Baby. I've wanted this forever but was afraid to tell you. I don't know what the future holds but I do know we will face it as a couple. I love you. I trust you.”
 
   I wrapped my arms around his and squeezed. Just the idea that I could explore my true sexual self had my heart racing and adrenaline making my whole body tingle. 
 
   My hangover was epic. I was in bed all day Sunday. We talked a little about everything that happened and I mentioned I'd stop by the pharmacy on my way to work on Monday and pick up the morning after pill. Then Mark got very serious and said he needed to ask me about something. I told him to go ahead. He started and stopped several times before it finally made it out. 
 
   “The Chief. I saw him, when he was moving up between your legs. He looked really big. Bigger than me. Guys care about this stuff. Could you tell a difference?”
 
   For a second I thought about lying to him; better to reassure him, tell him it made no difference. But that felt wrong. I trusted in the truth.
 
   “I'm sorry Honey, yes, it really did. It added to everything that was happening. Just like if he'd been small it would have drained excitement away, because he was big, it added excitement. That makes sense doesn't it?”
 
   I thought Mark would be hurt, and I did see a flash of it behind his eyes, but mostly my words seemed to arouse him. 
 
   “But you should have seen me with Superman,” I continued. “Superman was huge. He made me orgasm so hard I thought it might kill me. It was AMAZING. You're not small Baby and I love you so much our love-making is intensely satisfying, but for pure, raw fucking, there was nothing like it. I get it now. My girlfriends were right.”
 
   He thought about that and seemed to come to terms with it. 
 
   He tried to have sex with me several times that day but I was too tender. He said it drove him crazy knowing I carried sperm from other men and yet he couldn't reclaim me. 
 
   Monday arrived and it was back to work for both of us and our busy routine quickly pushed everything else into the background. Everyone was talking about the party and how wild it was. Those that hadn't attended truly regretted it. In an unspoken understanding, nobody tried to identify anybody. We talked about the amazing things we had seen and fun we had and left it at that. 
 
   Four days later the janitor reached under my desk for my trashcan and I spotted a small crucifix tattoo at the base of his thumb. This was Superman! To my credit I stayed cool and revealed nothing. 
 
   Now that I knew I could see it plainly; muscular body hidden under the overalls, black, tousled hair, tight ass. My body temperature sky-rocketed knowing this man had fucked me like a god and filled me with his cum. I remembered my temporary crush on him after our intense sex and blushed. My pussy tingled remembering the huge cock that was now mere inches from me. I excused myself and walked rapidly to the bathroom where I regained my composure. 
 
   If the janitor was Superman, who was Zorro? I decided to keep an eye on him and see if he had a friend at work that fit the bill. 
 
   Back at my desk I introduced myself as Jenny and he said his name was Juan. I told him I was new and if there were any tips he could give me that would be much appreciated. We chatted for a few minutes and he asked if I'd attend the office Halloween party and I lied and told him no, my husband had been sick all weekend. He said I missed an amazing party and he looked forward to seeing me there next year. 
 
   As he walked away I watched him leave. What a sweet, sexy, charming man. Roxanne, a pretty, sweet, tall redhead with green eyes, who worked in the cubicle next to mine, followed my gaze.
 
   “He's a cutie-pie, isn't he?” she asked. 
 
   I nodded my head. “Yes, he is...”
 
   “You should see his body,” she continued and I looked at her. “A few months ago, at the office summer barbecue, he jumped in the pool after a shirt-less volleyball game. All the women were drooling. He's totally buff. He's a hunk.”
 
   I looked back at Juan, now emptying the trashcan from a distant desk. 
 
   “Well, I'm happily married,” I said. “Looks like I miss out.”
 
   Roxanne smiled and winked at me.
 
   “I wouldn't tell a soul,” she promised, and for some reason I knew it was true. “Us girls have to stick together.”
 
   I grinned at her and told her I'd do the same.
 
   “Good.” she stated. 
 
   We both watched Juan.
 
   “He's big,” she added.
 
   I raised a questioning eyebrow.
 
   “Where it counts. I've seen it. He and a friend fucked a girl at the Halloween party last weekend. His friend was cute but he's amazing. He has a perfect body and a perfect cock. Poor girl almost died under him, he made her orgasm so hard.”
 
   I hoped my face was behaving itself but honestly, I couldn't be sure. I tried to place Roxanne in that room but there was no way. I'd been way too high and way too occupied. I avoided her eyes as I said, “Sorry I missed that.” She just looked at me. Finally she spoke.
 
   “Thanksgiving and Christmas are always mellow events but New Years is wild. You're coming to the parties, right?”
 
   “Of course. I'm a team player.”
 
   We talked a few more minutes about fall fashion and then I turned back to my computer screen and got back to work. 
 
   At home that night Mark asked if I thought Roxanne knew it was me under Superman. 
 
   “No, I didn't get that impression,” I answered. “More like she was gauging my reaction to the wild things that happen with that group. Like she was wondering if she can trust me completely. I think she decided she could.”
 
   “That's kind of hot,” Mark said. She watched Superman fuck your brains out.” He thought for a moment. “I wonder how many others at work saw you too.”
 
   “Who knows? No one knows it was me. I like that they saw me too.” I went on to tell him about Thanksgiving and Christmas and New Year’s. He was intrigued. 
 
   The next day Roxanne stopped by my desk during lunch time. Our floor was almost empty as everyone was out grabbing something to eat.
 
   “Meet me in the stock room in five minutes,” she muttered. “Need to show you something.”
 
   I nodded once quickly. Five minutes later I was opening the storeroom door and walking to the back. I heard low voices. I turned the corner and saw Juan and Roxanne locked in a passionate kiss. His eyes were closed but hers were open and she saw me. I started to apologize for intruding and she stopped me.
 
   “Come here. We don't have much time. I wanted you to see this.”
 
   As she spoke, she unfastened the front of Juan's pants. Down went the zipper. Her hand fished around for a second and then a big grin split her face.
 
   “Here we go,” she purred.
 
   I looked down. 
 
   Juan's big soft cock rested in the palm of her hand. Actually, I should say hands because he stretched all the way across one and almost to the end of the other. It was bigger and more beautiful than I remembered, but then again I'd been drunk and high, and the room had been really dark. Now here it was in full, warm, pulsating glory, and it was something to see. I didn't even try to play it cool. My jaw dropped open and my eyes grew big.
 
   “Oh my God it's gorgeous!” jumped out of my mouth before I could stop it.
 
   Juan chuckled.
 
   “I warned you, didn't I?” Roxanne asked. “Can you believe it? Touch it.”
 
   I gently placed my hand on the head and began petting it as one would a snake; sliding my hand from head to base. It was actually much bigger than I remembered. Jesus, this thing had been balls deep inside me, pounding away until I couldn't take it anymore and had cum all over it. It had felt so intensely good. Recalling it now made my pussy tingle with want. I felt myself getting wet. Roxanne read my mind.
 
   “Yeah, I'm thinking the same thing girl. I have a boyfriend so I haven't let Juan fuck me...yet...but I weaken every time I see it. So far all I've been doing is this.”
 
   Juan knew what was coming and leaned back against the wall as Roxanne dropped to her knees and slurped the head into her mouth. She started bobbing her head and using both hands to stroke him. He was getting stiff fast. 
 
   She pulled her mouth off but her hands kept moving. “I suck his cock almost every day, Jenny. His cum is almost sweet. Here, taste it.”
 
   She squeezed his shaft hard and a drop of milky liquid appeared at the tip. My jaw ached with want but I stayed put.
 
   “I can't,” I whined, biting my lip. “I'm married.”
 
   “Suit yourself,” she replied. “Just watch then.”
 
   She returned his dick to her mouth and sucked really hard, making her cheeks dent. Her pretty green eyes watered as she tried to take as much of him as she could. Her hands stroked fast. Very soon Juan drew a sharp breath and put his hands on the back of her head, which just made her bob even faster. A minute later Juan tangled his fingers in her hair and jerked his hips. He clamped his jaw shut as he came in her mouth, strangling his grunts and groans as he filled her mouth with semen. Pretty Roxanne swallowed it all and licked the shaft for any stray drops. She stood and pecked Juan on the lips as he leaned against the wall.
 
   “You guys are crazy,” I said. “That was super-hot, but you guys are crazy.”
 
   Roxanne giggled and grabbed a stack of copier paper. 
 
   “I'll leave out the far back door. I doubt anyone is back from lunch yet but why take chances. Bye Juan.”
 
   Juan grinned at her as she left, his mostly soft cock and big balls hanging out of his pants. 
 
   “How long have you guys been meeting like this?” I asked.
 
   “Since I started. Four months.”
 
   “Who else knows?”
 
   “Just you. I think Roxanne really likes you. She said you were hot. I think she wants to fool around with you and is using me to get to you.”
 
   I was flattered.
 
   “Maybe I'll let her,” I said. “Although I don't go for girls; I like men. I love cock.” I hefted his heavy dick in my hand. I lifted his ball sack with the other. “Amazing,” I said, admiring him. “Okay, wait five minutes after I leave and exit the back door. 
 
   Ten minutes later I was back at my desk and Roxanne was back at hers. We were both back to work like nothing had happened. I never saw Juan leave but later I saw him buffing out the lobby floor. I was going to love my new job!
 
   I rarely saw Vincent. I think Mark was actually a little disappointed. Vincent traveled often or met clients and potential clients outside the office. I was okay with his absence because the few times he did show up I got completely flustered, blushed furiously and made stupid mistakes. 
 
   Roxanne and Susan laughed at my school girl crush until I told them the story and how right they were and then they really laughed at me. They were merciless in their teasing. Neither had any stories or information about Vincent other than he worked all the time, was single, dated only occasionally, and every girl in the office wanted him. Great.
 
   Juan I saw often and the game he and Roxanne were playing was driving me nuts. Almost every day they'd both disappear into the stock room and reemerge later grinning and giggling. That girl could not get enough of that big dick. I have to admit, I understood. I'd come home sexually charged every day. My sex-life with Mark had never been better although he kept hinting perhaps I should flirt more, which I was reluctant to do. I felt like I had dodged a bullet after the Halloween party. I had totally lost control and done outrageous things with my new co-workers, and paid no price for it whatsoever. Nobody even knew it was me. As a rule I've always stayed away from office romance, even keeping my friendships pretty limited. I'd seen how bad things can get. I was afraid of messing up something great. 
 
   Still, knowing Roxanne wanted me was hot and Juan walking around all day with that monster cock in his pants was very tempting. 
 
   Two weeks later I met Zorro. He wasn't in costume, of course, but I'm sure it was him. Juan had a friend stop by the office to take him to lunch and Heard them speaking Spanish to each other before I saw him and I knew in an instant. As they walked past my desk I glanced up and sure enough, Zorro without his mask. Juan introduced him as Enrique and Good Lord was he handsome. 
 
   Funny thing is, my desire for the two men had totally shifted, and, ultimately, Juan's big cock was to blame. I felt slutty admitting it but I had to; big cocks now just did something to me. That night with Juan had changed everything for me. I'd always loved them visually but now I knew how they felt too. There was no going back. 
 
   Mark told me to just accept it. In the bedroom he would talk dirty while he fucked me, reminding me of all the naughty things I'd done. Every time he got to the part where he described Juan's or the Chief's big, hard cock, that was it, I came like an earthquake. He loved pushing my new button.
 
   Zorro, or Enrique, took my hand and gently shook it. He was about to say something like “nice to meet you” but as he looked into my eyes his words died in his throat. He knew. He knew and I knew he knew. I fought down the panic and shook his hand. He collected himself and told me it was nice to meet me, a huge grin spreading across his face. My back was covered in a cold sweat. Would he say something? Would he tell Juan? I was sure of it. I decided my tactic would be flat denial; I  had stayed home with my sick husband. He was mistaking me for someone else. He had no proof. 
 
   We all chatted a bit for a moment it seemed he was about to say something but thought better of it. He and Juan left for lunch. 
 
   After about an hour I was calm and back to normal. A few minutes later I was horny as fuck. What the hell was wrong with me? Somehow the reality of standing next to the two men that had fucked me so well that night ignited a wild lust in me. I'd sucked both their cocks! I'd had both of them inside me! Images from that night raced through my head. It was too much. I was wet at my desk and squirming in my seat. I couldn't wait to get home to Mark and jump his bones.  Actually, I couldn't wait to get home. Roxanne wasn't at her desk so I asked Susan to watch the phones and I headed for the restroom with the intention of giving myself some masturbatory relief. I never made it. As I turned the corner Juan was carrying boxes into the supply room and no one was around. I took his hand and shut the door and without a word led him to the far corner behind the file storage. He started to ask a question and I put a finger to his lips and dropped to my knees.
 
   “Take it out,” I ordered. “Show it to me. I want it. I need to suck it.”
 
   His hands were fumbling as fast as they could. In no time his zipper went down and a long thick tube of flesh flopped out right in front of my face. I snaked my hand in and scooped out his big balls too and kissed the shaft and sac all over, worshiping this formidable slab of beef. I only had a few minutes so I looked up at him.
 
   “Don't hold back,” I instructed. “Give it to me as fast as you can.”
 
   He nodded and I got to work, licking and sucking and stroking with my hands. He spoke as I did, telling me how much he had wanted me all these weeks, how pretty I was and what an amazing body I had. I reached a hand up under my skirt and rubbed my clit while I sucked and bobbed. He was soon fully erect and throbbing, which just drove me faster, and when he started moaning I knew he wouldn't last long. He didn't, but neither did I. His cock looked magnificent standing straight up, huge and hard and pulsing and shiny. I was once again under that big-dick spell and I got so excited by it my orgasm hit me with the first blast of his sperm. I sucked so hard his knees almost buckled and he fed me buckets of hot cum as I climaxed. I sucked even harder trying to drain those big swollen balls of every drop and I think I succeeded. 
 
   We straightened up quickly and exited the room using different doors and different times. When I returned to my desk Roxanne was back and she seemed to have no idea what I had just done so I didn't tell her. Two hours later she disappeared with Juan and I knew what was happening and I was amazed at Juan's stamina. What a stud. I wondered if she was only blowing him still or if she had advanced beyond that and was fucking him. 
 
   I felt a tingle of jealousy at the thought and scolded myself; I had no fucking business getting jealous over Roxanne fucking Juan. I had to laugh at myself. Sex for women is very different than sex for men, and I tended to get quickly attached emotionally to the man I was having sex with. Since I was married to Mark this made no sense whatsoever but still, there it was.  I shook it out of my head and got back to work. 
 
   When I got home that night Mark and I had a marathon session. He asked me after what brought it on but I only hinted around that I may have been naughty at work. He tried asking questions at first but gave up and just enjoyed the rush of having a hot wife. Afterwards I told him about Roxanne wanting me and he suggested I go for it, which surprised me; girl on girl stuff has always been boring to him. 
 
   “No, it won't do anything for me,” he admitted. “I'm just wondering if it will do something for you.”
 
   I snuggled up under his arm.
 
   “Baby,” I said. “I love men. I love dick. I love muscles and whiskers and deep voices. Roxanne is pretty but I feel no sexual attraction to her.”
 
   “Poor thing. You'll break her heart. Maybe her boyfriend is hot and you could have a threesome with them.”
 
   “No, she told me he is really conservative. Smart, but conservative.”
 
   “I think you should arrange a double-date with them. I'd like to meet them both.”
 
   I coughed a laugh.
 
   “Right. You want to see how pretty Roxanne is. I know what you're up to.”
 
   He looked at me with a mischievous smile.
 
   “Seriously,” he said. “Set it up. I'd like to meet them both. I think it's hot that she's sucking Juan's dick every day and he doesn't know. I'd love to meet them for drinks, shake his hand, talking to him about business or sports and the whole time know that his woman is fucking around on him. It's brutal but hot.”
 
   “You're twisted.”
 
   He laughed.
 
   “I am,” he agreed.
 
   That weekend the four of us went out for drinks and music. Brad was a strange guy; shorter than Roxanne by about an inch, small frame, thin, kind of obnoxious. He had something negative to say about almost everyone and everything but made it obvious he thought I was hot. When he said our waitress was a slut I decided I didn't care much for him but when he wondered out loud “How many more gays were they going to let in here?” I actively began to dislike him.
 
   Since the men were driving Roxanne and I were free to drink and boy did we. In no time she and I were dancing and hugging. Mark laughed but Brad tried to get Roxanne to be quiet, which she was in no mood to do. Mark danced with me a few times but he's never that into it so Roxanne and I stayed out there until we were sweating.
 
   When she took her jacket off I saw she wore a low-cut top that showed off half her big boobs. She pulled back her red hair and winked at me when she caught me staring. I wondered if I'd made the right decision not having sex with her. She looked hot. She kicked off her shoes and pulled her skirt farther up her legs, then grabbed my hand and drug me back out onto the dance floor.
 
   Minutes later two guys joined us and all four of us danced and laughed and had a blast. A glance over at our table showed Mark loving it but Brad, not so much. I turned to one of the guys and snaked my arms around his neck, dancing a little dirty with him for a minute. Roxanne followed my lead, just like I knew she would, and Brad's sour face actually pleased me. O worked my way over to Roxanne and danced with her, knowing the guys would move around behind us and grind our asses, because guys always do. When I felt my guy put his hands on my thighs, I did nothing.
 
   Roxanne glanced down at his hands and smiled at me. She put her arms around my neck and pulled me close. The guys followed and now we were all locked in one big group hug, bumping and grinding. My guy slipped a hand up to cup my breast and when Roxanne saw it, she cupped the other one. Brad looked pissed.
 
   Two songs later we all headed back to our table and I made sure to bring the guys with us. I introduced my guy, Luke, and Roxanne's guy, Jacob, and Mark and Brad shook hands all around. Mark suggested we all move to a booth for more room and led us to a fairly secluded one buried in a corner.
 
   Brad went in first with Roxanne on his right and Jacob on her right. I slipped in next to Brad and Luke on my left. Mark pulled up a chair on the other side of the table and gave me a knowing smile. That boy had something planned and I thought I knew what. The next good song started and Roxanne asked Brad to dance but he said no. Jacob jumped at the opportunity and offered and Roxanne looked at Brad who said sure, why not, and off went Jacob and Roxanne. Luke asked and I looked at Mark and with a nod he agreed and off I went with Luke.
 
   We stayed out there for two songs and on the third the DJ played a slow ballad. Jacob didn't allow her to leave, gathering her in his arms and holding her tight. I saw her melt. When Luke wrapped me up I pressed my whole body against his. Roxanne didn't stop Jacob's roaming hands and I didn't stop Luke's. I felt Luke harden against my leg and I'm sure Roxanne felt Jacob do the same. After the song we went back to the booth.
 
   This time Luke sat with his thigh against mine and after a minute rested a hand on my knee. More drinks came and were consumed and I had a perfect buzz going. I caught Brad looking down at my legs and the hand on my knee and I innocently parted my legs just a little more. Luke slid his hand farther up. My heart was racing and Roxanne was clearly aroused as Jacob was doing the same kinds of things to her. 
 
   The next time I saw Brad look down at my lap I parted my legs even more and my white panties came into view. Luke moved his hand higher still and grazed the thin fabric with a fingertip and I squirmed and pushed my hips forward a little. Next I pulled my arm back from the table, knowing it would knock my napkin into Brad's lap. I apologized and reached for it, making sure to squeeze Brad's cock at the same time, which I discovered, was a little small but was very hard. Sexual fire flashed in Roxanne's eyes and she tossed back another shot of Jack Daniels. I left my hand on Brad's thigh.
 
   Mark kissed my cheek and excused himself to use the restroom but I suspected he was just leaving the table to make everything easier on us and would find a spot to watch. Jacob leaned in to say something to Roxanne and she turned her head to hear him better and I took that opportunity to finger Brad's dick again. He was watching Roxanne talk to Jacob and was now even harder than before. When Jacob's hand pushed Roxanne's skirt higher, Brad looked angry but his dick throbbed even harder in my hand. I slowly pulled down his zipper and pulled the little guy out. He was not very thick and not very long but he was as hard as any dick I've ever felt. 
 
   Luke slipped a finger under my panties and teased my clit and I slowly pumped my fist up and down Brad. Roxanne saw what I was doing and locked eyes with Brad and when he said nothing, she let her head drop back against the booth wall. Jacob accepted that for the green light it was and slid his hand up under her skirt. Roxanne moaned when he penetrated her. Brad was a battleground of conflicting emotions but hard dicks don't lie. I'm sure they would have a huge fight after this but who cared about that now? I handed Brad a double shot of Jack and did a single with him, toasting our new friendship. What could he do? He gulped it down. I wanted him lubed for what I had planned. I poured him another and he did that one too. 
 
   Jacob had unzipped and pulled out his cock and it stood straight up from his lap. Nice and thick and long, way bigger than Brad's, Jacob grabbed Roxanne's hand and wrapped it around his erection. She automatically started stroking him as he leaned in and kissed her neck, face, and ears. She was really getting worked up. 
 
   Brad began to leak cum onto my knuckle and I made him watch me lick it off. There wasn't much. Mostly I did it for show. A big drop formed at the tip of Jacob's cock and I told Brad to tell Roxanne to suck it off.
 
   “What? Are you crazy? No way am I going to do that. Honestly, this has all gone way too far already. We need to leave.”
 
   I gave his penis a hard squeeze and lowered my mouth to his lap, just stopping short of his dick. I let him feel my hot breath. I waited, squeezing his shaft as I stroked him.
 
   “So, you want me to stop then?” I asked.
 
   He put his hand on the back of my head and pushed but I fought him. I breathed hotly on the head of his penis. Above me, I heard him moan in frustration and I chuckled. What a bitch I am.
 
   “Tell her,” I said again. “It's just a blowjob. We'll never see these guys again. Tell her and you'll get yours.”
 
   Above me I heard Brad tell Roxanne to suck Jacob's cock. Hell yes! As I closed my mouth over Brad's little peanut I heard Roxanne moan from deep in her slutty throat as she swallowed Jacob's fat rod. Both of us girls bobbed for a few minutes but it was obvious Brad would cum fast so I stopped and leaned back to watch Roxanne. 
 
   She was masterful as she played with Jacob, clearly trying to make him cum as fast as he could. She had no idea how long Brad would allow this to go on and she wanted to finish before he changed his mind. I glanced around and saw that Mark had intercepted our waiter and was talking to him, giving him drink orders and sending him back on his way. I pumped Brad a little faster, trying to time his orgasm as close as I could to Jacob's. I got pretty close; with Brad shooting his load onto his own lap just after Jacob shot his load down Roxanne's throat. 
 
   Mark showed up with a tray of shots and a huge smile with perfect timing. I told Jacob and Luke it had been nice meeting them and I was sure we'd see them again soon and they both took the hint and left, Luke was super bummed that all he got to do was finger me so I gave him my number to make him feel better. 
 
   It took a few more shots but Brad eventually came around. He was pissed at first but of course I had stolen any argument from him so he just had to take it. Roxanne scooted right up next to him and gave him all kinds of loving and affectionate attention. I moved up on his other side and babied him too, mashing my big boobs against his arm and chest and laughing at everything he said and he mellowed right out. I even gave his limp penis a few squeezes under the table. 
 
   After half an hour I told Roxanne I needed to use the restroom and she came with me. It was crowded. I pulled her into a corner and before I could say anything she exclaimed, “Holy shit Jenny!” and then started laughing wildly and hard. I joined her and we hugged laughing and bouncing in place. Women stared.
 
   “Jenny, I cannot believe that happened!”
 
   “Fucking wild, wasn't it? I did not see that coming.”
 
   “It only happened because you're so hot. Did you see Brad's face when you first walked in? I thought he was going to faint or something.”
 
   “I'm sorry Honey.”
 
   “Don't apologize. It's not your fault you're gorgeous and my boyfriend is kind of a douche. I love him but he's often a dick, I know that. But holy shit we danced with total strangers and then I sucked a dick in front of Brad! That was awesome! How did you know to try that?”
 
   “I didn't. A really great friend told me about how some men want to watch their women and when Brad didn't freak out over the dancing, I just kept pushing the envelope, waiting for him to stop me, or us. I hope you don't mind that I played with him a little.”
 
   “Not at all. I've been feeling really guilty about Juan and now I feel great. So, what'd you think about Brad's dick?”
 
   I hesitated to answer and she understood.
 
   “I'm guessing your husband is bigger?”
 
   I nodded my head.
 
   “Lucky girl. But now you see why I like Juan so much. I could never be with Juan in any other way. We have different ideas about family, work, church. Even our sense of humor is different. Juan's sweet but not educated. We have almost nothing to talk about. But goddamn I love his big dick and his sweet cum.”
 
   We both started laughing again. What a crazy night. I considered telling her about Juan and me in the stock room. I even thought about telling her about Juan and me at the Halloween party. But in the end, I didn't.
 
   “Mark didn't flinch at all. Have you done this before?”
 
   I nodded again.
 
   “We don't make a habit of it but yeah, Mark is another one of those guys. It's a recent discovery for us so we are still learning the rules but he gets totally turned on when I flirt and act slutty.”
 
   “Must be nice. Do you think Brad is that way too?”
 
   “I don't know. Brad seemed to prefer having no choice...like he's more comfortable if it's done to him. That way he's not to blame. Mark likes to feel like he's involved in the decision-making.” 
 
   “I think you're right. Let's get back to the table and test your theory.”  
 
   When we returned to the table of course Brad was furious. He'd used the time Roxanne and I were gone to get himself all worked up with righteous indignation. He and Roxanne stepped over to an empty corner and I watched them argue. Every now and then I heard Brad say things like “cheater” and “unfaithful” and “slut”. What an asshole. The fight was pretty heated at first but Roxanne calmed him down after a while. I couldn't hear her but whatever she was saying was slowly working. By the end of it Brad had her hand in his and was kissing her fingers. I wondered if I should remind him that those fingers had been wrapped around another man's dick not long ago, but thought better of it. 
 
   When they returned to our booth Brad looked defeated. His eyes perked up when Roxanne said, “Okay Sweetie, I'm ready.” I thought they were preparing to leave but Brad slid out of the booth and disappeared into the crowd. I looked at Roxanne quizzically.
 
   “We came to an understanding,” she crooned. “I got Brad to admit he liked what happened and allow me to do it again whenever I wanted, and I promised to make it worth his while once we got home. This is exciting.” Her face was beaming.
 
   “Where did he go just now?”
 
   Roxanne looked flush and her eyes looked a little wild.
 
   “To go find Luke and invite him back to our group. You seemed to be finished with him but I actually thought he was better looking than Jacob. You don't mind, do you?”
 
   I shook my head. “Not at all. Please help yourself.”
 
   The three of us chatted until, abashed, Brad returned a few minutes later with Luke in tow. Luke tried to slide in next to me but I said no and pointed at Roxanne. He grinned and slid in next to her.
 
   “You all are an interesting group,” he chuckled, moving right up against Roxanne. Brad looked sick but couldn't look away. I was getting hot. Mark knew it and rubbed my thigh, slowly moving his hand higher. Luke eased a hand under the table and we all knew it was headed up Roxanne's dress.
 
   “I bet you're already wet,” Mark whispered and I knew he was right.
 
   “This is exciting,” I whispered back. “Roxanne is busting Brad's balls and I love it. The tables have turned. She knows his secret now and he can’t stop her. Look at him; she's killing him and turning him on all at the same time. Is that how it is for you Baby? Do I make you jealous and turn you on?”
 
   Mark grinned broadly.
 
   “Oh yes,” he said. “I'm a lot more accepting of my own feelings... Brad seems tormented but unable to say no. I like it without fully understanding why I like it, and that's okay with me. I bet he's rock hard under the table.”
 
   Roxanne moaned softly as Luke's arm worked. 
 
   I turned to Mark. “I want to join in. Can I go sit on the other side of Luke?”
 
   “Of course Honey. I love to watch you play.”
 
   I kissed Mark's lips and slid around the booth. Luke was now between me and Roxanne with Brad on her left. To my surprise, Roxanne had Luke's cock out and was playing with it. I was so pleased she needed both hands. He wasn't hard yet but was already thick and veiny and looked like he'd end up even bigger than Jacob. My mouth watered. I fucking love those things. They're so masculine. Even the ugly ones have a manly presence that gets to me. 
 
   But Luke's wasn't ugly. It was strong and healthy and radiated masculine power; power to dominate, power to impregnate. He wasn't quite as long as Juan but he was as thick. I added my hands to Roxanne's and we both jerked him discreetly. Mark turned his chair to keep an eye on the club and to warn us if we needed to behave. Brad just stared at Luke's big dick and then at Roxanne's pretty face. She opened her mouth and licked her lips and Brad asked if she was going to blow this one too and she said no. Brad visibly relaxed.
 
   Roxanne stood up and settled her ass back down on Luke's lap, slipping his cock in between her ass cheeks. Brad's eyes flew wide.
 
   “Roxy! What the fuck baby? You can't fuck him!”
 
   Roxanne looked around the club but nobody was near our dark corner and the people that were closest had their backs to us watching the dance floor. Roxanne made little motions with her hips while Luke's hands worked fast.
 
   “Actually,” Roxanne breathed, “I think with just a little effort,” her hips rose and then settled, “I can.” 
 
   She moaned as Luke's thick hard cock eased up inside her, stretching her wide. She used her body weight to slide all the way down his shaft, burying his cock fully in her pussy. Brad's face was a mask of shock and horror. Roxanne gripped the edge of the table with both hands and gasped for air. Luke and Mark had the same ear-to-ear grin splitting their faces. I squirmed in my seat, my pussy suddenly feeling very empty. I reached down between both their legs and cupped Luke's big, hot balls. 
 
   They tried for a minute or two but it was almost impossible for them to fuck like this and at the same time not get caught. I made a decision for all of us. 
 
   “Okay,” I said. “Mark and I live the closest to the club. Let's all head back to our place. Roxy rides with Luke and Brad rides with us. Go.”
 
   Mark was up collecting jackets instantly. Any objection Brad had died in his throat. Roxanne pulled off of Luke's big cock, which landed with a loud plop on his lap, and fixed her skirt and panties. Luke tucked his erection back into his pants. Fifteen minutes later we were all walking through our front door. On the ride over Brad whined about things going too far too fast but I shut that shit down. Honestly, I felt like Brad was only complaining because he felt he should and deep down was incredibly turned on by what his woman was doing. 
 
   Once the door closed behind us at home I stripped off my clothes and Roxanne did the same. Both of us dropped to our knees and sucked Luke's cock like porn-stars. We helped him get out of his clothes and move to the couch. Naked, I saw now his cock really was quite big and his hairless balls a little over-sized and drawn up tight to the base of his dick. 
 
   I was jealous Roxanne had already felt this beast up inside her and decided it was my turn. I pushed Luke to sit on the couch and mounted him, feeding him my big tits at the same time. He entered me like a fat spear and I had to go slowly as his head worked ever deeper. He pressed against my cervix but had dick left over so I sat my full weight on him and he crept deeper still. I was gasping for breath by the time I felt his balls mash my pussy lips. I had taken all of him. Roxanne dropped down and licked from my asshole to his balls and Luke and I moaned at the same time. That shit was intense!
 
   It was at this point Brad decided to start acting like an ass again. He threatened to leave Roxanne here with her new 'dirty' friends and if he'd known how she was he never would have been with her. I glanced back at him over a shoulder and saw he had his hard dick in hand and was stroking it. Why couldn't he just admit he loved this? 
 
   Mark jumped in and told him to put up or shut up, and feel free to leave if this was too much to take. On the other hand, he pointed out that Brad's hard dick didn't lie, and let him know he was safe and among friends that didn't judge him and enjoyed all this just as much as he obviously did. 
 
   Mark is a much nicer person than I. My response to Brad was to pull myself off Luke's huge cock and tell Roxanne to climb on with her back to Luke so we could see her cunt swallow his dick. Just before she began to lower herself onto his fleshy spear I made her stop and then told Brad to come guide Luke's cock into Roxy. Brad's jaw dropped wide open. Fuck him. Everybody froze.
 
   “Do it,” I ordered again. 
 
   Roxanne looked down at the massive tower arching up towards her and her legs trembled.
 
   “No,” Brad stated. 
 
   I knelt in front of Bard and jammed my tits in his face and then, before he could react, I grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him down onto the floor with me. When his face came up again it was inches from Luke's hard, throbbing shaft. Above me I heard Luke whisper, “You guys are crazy...”
 
   I took Luke's prize in both hands and showed it to Brad.
 
   “Look how big it is,” I began. “He's so much bigger than you. Imagine what Roxanne will feel as this begins to fill her. Don't you want to see that?”
 
   I didn't wait for him to answer. I knew I was flirting with danger here and he could bolt for the door any second. I wanted to shock him but not freak him out. I caressed the big cock and Luke's head fell back onto the couch. He closed his eyes. Brad looked at me but I told him to look back at Luke's prick, which he did.
 
   “It's amazing, isn't it? Look how hard Luke is. That's how much he wants to fuck your woman. You like that he wants your woman, don't you?”
 
   Brad nodded his head almost imperceptibly.
 
   “We all want that Brad. Don't be ashamed. It's totally natural. She'll still be your woman afterwards. But this is an alpha cock and she wants it as much as I do, as much as any woman would. This is just about sex, Brad. Let's make Roxanne your personal porn-star. Would you like that?”
 
   Tiny nod.
 
   “Good boy. Now hold it down at the base like this.”
 
   I wrapped my hand around his and held Luke straight up.
 
   “Perfect. Now guide her hips down to his cock. Be careful to line it up with her opening.”
 
   Brad looked mesmerized. I wanted to chuckle. Seems everyone loves a big cock. 
 
   To my absolute shock, Brad leaned forward and slurped the head into his mouth. Through his cheek I saw his tongue swirling the crown. Luke moaned. Brad opened his mouth and swabbed the top four inches, getting Luke wet to help penetrate Roxy. 
 
   Roxanne had chosen that moment to look down and saw Brad suck Luke. She was stunned. Her eyes were wide and her mouth open. She regained herself quickly and pushed on the back of Brad's head, forcing that big dick back into his mouth. She made him bob and told him to suck hard, which he did. I looked down at his lap and his little penis was pulsing and throbbing and hard as diamonds. He whimpered at his humiliation and reached for his penis but as soon as he touched it a spurt of cum arced out onto our living room carpet. Another spasm and another spurt, repeated until his balls were empty. I took over guiding his mouth up and down Luke's prick. Brad stayed hard in spite of his orgasm and even seemed to enjoy the sucking he was giving Luke. 
 
   Once Luke was dripping with Brad's saliva I pulled Brad away and told him to guide Roxanne down. He held her pussy lips wide and steered her hips and watched with manic intensity as Luke penetrated Roxanne. Roxanne climaxed almost immediately the poor girl had so much sexual tension built up. Once Luke and Roxanne hit an up and down rhythm I guided Brad's tongue down to Luke's big balls. About ten minutes later Roxanne came again but this one was really intense and she sobbed as it hit her, calling out Luke's name and telling him to fuck her. Brad whimpered again listening to his slutty girlfriend and I saw his penis jump and strain again. This was killing him but he loved it at the same time.
 
   I decided to go all the way. I steered Brad's tongue up from Luke's balls to Roxanne's clit and she almost screamed. I saw how every few strokes Brad's tongue would slather the shaft of Luke's hard cock as it passed by and Brad didn't care at all. I was going to have fun using this boy. 
 
   At the same time Brad was doing this I buried my face between their legs and took over Luke's ball washing duty. I knew this would be more than Luke could take and I was right. In seconds I heard his breath escalate and knew he would soon be cumming inside Roxanne. I wanted Brad right there to experience it with them. 
 
   Moments later Luke started moaning loudly and growling, “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” and then his hips went crazy and he ejaculated a flood of sperm inside Roxy. I tasted it as it ran down his shaft and across his balls so I know Brad was licking some of it up too. I thought he would gag but he was so turned on he didn't care at all. Luke was filling his woman with semen and Brad was about to cum again from it, his hand a blur stroking his penis. As Luke finished giving Roxanne the last few drops, Brad shot a second load on the rug. 
 
   Before I could untangle myself from all of them Mark came up behind me and drove his dick into my pussy, pounding me like a high school slut. Like Roxanne, I was pretty sexually tense and climaxed right away. My husband's penis always feels so good. Mark pounded me until he exploded in a massive orgasm, which I spun around and caught with my mouth, then fell to the side and rolled onto his back, down for the count. 
 
   When I next looked around Brad and Roxanne were sharing Luke's big, soft dick. I carefully reached for my phone and snapped a few pictures and once they really got into it, passing his cock head back and forth between them, I switched over to video and recorded both of them blowing Luke. 
 
   Luke just laid there like a king, eyes shut, head back, absorbing the intense pleasure of two mouths, not worrying too much that one was a guy. We did drink a lot at the club. All of us. When Brad noticed I was using my phone he started to protest but Roxanne shut him down and made him suck harder. Surprisingly, Luke started to get fairly rigid. I stopped that video and started another. 
 
   Luke was pretty stiff and Brad was now sucking his cock like a woman; trying to take as much as he could into his mouth and down his throat. He'd gag often and his eyes were watering but that didn't stop him. Roxanne helped by playing with Luke's balls and stroking the part of his dick outside Brad's mouth. She was trying to get Luke to cum and she wanted to make Brad swallow it. Two videos later, I caught it on film; Brad moaning and sucking like a bitch as Luke's hips arched up and Roxanne jacked him into Brad's mouth. Brad drank every drop, his peanut dick hard and dribbling pre-cum, ready for a third orgasm. 
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