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		But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass; I, that am rudely stamped, and want love's majesty To strut before a wanton ambling nymph.

		William Shakespeare

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		"Remember, Ronni, the game is Saturday."

		Veronica pulled clothing out of a box and looked at me. "The landlord's game?"

		I nodded.

		"I'm supposed to have a costume for a poker game?"

		I scratched at my shirt. "Not exactly. It can be anything out of the ordinary: a costume; a theme; or just very revealing clothing."

		She tilted her head over at me. "Why?"

		"Eaton says it is good for distractions."

		"What?"

		"You know, you've got an intense poker hand going and maybe someone gets distracted."

		"For his benefit."

		"Well, everyone benefits."

		She made a face of disbelief. "What am I supposed to wear?"

		"That's why I'm reminding you – so you can choose something."

		"I don't know what to pick."

		"Do you have any costumes?"

		Her face clouded over and her brows fell. "Yes, but it's in storage." She went back to taking clothes out of the box – with more force than before.

		Touchy subject. We had been married for three weeks and she had been living with her sister and brother-in-law until today. I had been unable to convince Eaton to let her move in early: had to be the first to keep the extra rent for the additional person straight in the records.

		Whatever.

		But all of Veronica's things had been in storage after a breakup with her then-fiancé some months before.

		I clued in that the costume must be related to her ex. But the game was in two days. "So, do you have anything for Saturday?"

		She flicked her hair back and looked at me. "After I get everything unpacked and put away, I'll have you help me."

		"Okay."

		"Kurt."

		"Hmm?"

		"Do we have to play poker?"

		"No, we could just sit there. Playing each hand isn't required—"

		"No, I mean, do we have to go at all?"

		"All my friends go. It's a great way to relax for me after working all week. It's fun."

		"You're sure you don't have a gambling addiction?"

		I held out my hands. "It's a twenty-dollar game. Other than bringing our own food and booze, in what way can we spend a cheaper evening? A movie is less than ninety minutes and almost a hundred dollars."

		"Well, if you're sure..."

		"I've been gaming with them for over a year now. It's always a fun time."

		"And the girls dress provocatively?" Her scoffing tone sounded suspicious.

		"Not always. Some wear costumes. Some wear almost nothing."

		Veronica laughed. "Uh huh, sure."

		I didn't want to try convincing her. "You'll see."

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		"Kurt, what do you think of this?"

		I looked up from clipping my nails. "Hmm?"

		"The outfit. For tomorrow." She spun.

		I blinked and shook my head. "It's fine for everyday wear, but it won't cut it at the game."

		She squinted at me. "A blouse and shorts isn't good enough?"

		"The shorts aren't tight or loose enough to be provocative. The blouse is buttoned up."

		She shook her head up in the air as if rejecting an awful smell. "I'm not buying it."

		What can I say? I shrugged and went back to clipping my nails. Had to keep them short for construction work.

		"Aren't you going to help me?"

		"I just tried."

		"I can't believe that this isn't good enough."

		I shrugged again. "You'll see."

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		I was ready for the game. My body was ready for the game. Stiff and sore, and only beginning to unwind from the work week, I was energized to go play cards.

		I didn't always win. But if I thought about it, I mostly broke even over the long run.

		I took Veronica's hand and led her down the ancient staircase. The Carolina Hotel had been built a century before and still contained much of the original work after being converted to apartments. All of the doors were eight feet tall. Ceilings were twelve feet. Because of the lack of parking, the rents were extremely cheap.

		Eaton Spencer was the great-great whatever of the original owner and he kept a very tight rein on who rented apartments in his inheritance. He had a game room long ago converted from some grander bottom floor room. Maybe a parlor or something equally impressive. His room had all the original crown molding and tin ceiling.

		The man himself let me in after my knock on the curtained glass double doors. Standing shorter than me, he was still incredibly imposing. Intense, deep eyes and a brown beard streaked with white only at the nose and mouth reminded me of some wild heretic preacher. "Kurt." His eyes flicked to my wife.

		"This is my wife, Ronni... Um, Veronica."

		His eyes sparkled and he stuck out his hand. "Very pleased to meet you. We wondered if young Kurt would be strong enough to land a wife."

		I sighed. Some said I was weak-willed. I called bullshit on that idea.

		We were let in.

		Eaton said, "Make sure you introduce her to Angelica."

		Veronica whispered to me, "See? He didn't say a peep about my clothing." She glanced up at my hardhat and shook her head.

		Around the large round table in the center of the room, Samantha nudged Thomas. "Who's the boring gal with Kurt?"

		I felt Veronica stumble.

		I dragged her along until we were next to Angelica in the kitchen. I placed my bag on the long serving counter. "Angelica? This is my new wife, Veronica."

		The black-haired woman with brilliant red lipstick looked my wife up and down and said not a single word.

		I led my wife away.

		Veronica pulled me to a stop. "What was all that about? And what was with that girl saying I was boring?"

		I calmed her with my palm on her arm. "Relax. Angelica rarely ever speaks to anyone except Eaton. And Samantha..." I waved my hand to indicate the people in the room. "Notice anything?"

		She looked.

		She saw the costumes and clothing.

		She paled.

		Coming up to us was Melissa. She was wearing an open silk robe. Underneath it and exposed was a black lacy bra and very see-through panties. Very, very see-through. She took hold of my arm and smiled at both of us. Pressing her body to mine, she said, "Is this your new wife? Introduce us."

		Veronica's face was wearing confusion.

		I said to her, "This is Melissa. She's married to the guy over there with his head in his cellphone: Eric."

		She embraced my wife, putting her mouth to Veronica's ear. "I'm Melissa. Welcome to the game."

		My wife jumped.

		Melissa returned to the table.

		"She licked my ear."

		I chuckled. "That's all? Normally she'd rub a hand across a boob."

		"But she's married."

		"Yes...?"

		She coughed.

		I led her to the table and began introductions. "Everyone, this is Veronica, my new wife." I began pointing. "That's Justin, Thomas, Eric—Hey, Eric. Eric!"

		The man looked up from his cellphone. "What?" He was dressed as an old-time banker, as usual. It was his only costume.

		"This is my new wife, Veronica. I'm introducing you."

		"Oh, hey." Immediately, he went back to Twitter or Facebook or whatever he scrolled through endlessly.

		"You've met Melissa. Next to her is Samantha and this is Katie."

		Veronica said weakly, "I don't know if I can remember all the names..."

		Samantha said, "Kurt didn't tell you about the game rules?"

		I said, "I did. She didn't believe me."

		Samantha was a curvy woman without being fat. She was wearing a corset with a plumed hat. Her boobs were bursting out of the top. If she coughed, they'd probably pop out.

		Katie twisted around to see us better. She was wearing the smallest of tube tops and the tiniest of micro mini-skirts. Her panties were fully exposed. She offered my wife her hand. "Umm..." Her eyes traveled up and down my wife's outfit. She giggled. "Hi."

		Samantha said, "Boring girls go nowhere in life."

		Melissa said, "Be nice."

		Eaton sat. "Yes, be nice. I'm sure the young Veronica will show next time in much more compatible attire. It's no fun to be left out."

		My wife said in a very embarrassed voice, "I will."

		Until there were available seats, we had to sit out the opening game as we had arrived later. We sat on one of the two large leather couches.

		Veronica was recovering. "This sure is a nice place down here."

		I shrugged. "Generations of wealth, I guess. Or close to it."

		"If we need to go to the bathroom—"

		I explained the rest of the house rules. "Everything is open down here in the game room. Eaton has a private room on the other side of the building separate from this. The bathrooms and bedrooms in this part are open for the gamers to use."

		"Bedrooms?" She cast an eye at me.

		"Sometimes someone gets tired. Sometimes drinks too much or something. Or..."

		"Or?"

		"The bedrooms can be used if you want to get frisky..."

		Her eyes went wide. "Does that happen often?"

		I leaned close to whisper. "No, not very often. But Melissa has used them on occasion. Katie, too. Never Samantha, though."

		"You mean Eric and Melissa use the bedroom here? Don't they live here? Why not go use their own apartment?"

		"No... Yes, they live here. Melissa has never used the rooms here with Eric..."

		My wife's eyes popped open. "She went in with some other guy?"

		I fidgeted. I pulled at my collar and pulled down the brim of my construction helmet. "Yes..."

		"Was Eric here?"

		"Yes."

		She went silent, sitting up straighter.

		"Katie, too."

		"But she isn't married."

		"No. I think she has a boyfriend, but he doesn't live here and never comes to the games. The games are only for residents."

		She shook her head. "Melissa does that with her husband around?"

		I whispered, "Look, Eric isn't all that attentive. Melissa just has a little fun from time to time. Can you blame her?"

		Instantly, her shoulders sagged and a hurt look of sympathy came over her face. "No... She must need someone to talk to."

		"Well... probably." I saw Eaton get up and answer the door.

		Ian and Sean came in.

		They joined us as the first hand was still going on.

		Ian popped a diet soda and eyeballed Veronica.

		"Ian, Sean, this is my wife, Veronica." I pointed while I said names.

		My wife was shaking her head. "Forgive me if I don't remember your names..."

		Ian's gaunt face was expressionless. His voice was quiet almost to the point of being inaudible. "What was your name again?"

		My wife said, "Veronica."

		Steady stare. "I was kidding."

		"Oh..."

		Sean popped a beer with a flourish. "Another Saturday night." His pirate outfit was a mix of whatever looked pirate-ish. Practical and... so much like Sean. His scruffy blonde beard looked like it was made for the costume.

		Ian wore the Fedora and had an unlit cigar to go with it. His tweed jacket was the only other costume bit that fit. Jeans and white shirt made him look more like a pretend-reporter.

		Sean said, "Kurt... didn't you tell her the rules?"

		I said with much stress, "I did."

		I heard my wife swallow. She crossed her arms, crossed her legs, and began kicking her foot.

		Ian was staring at her, but it was an interested stare – as if trying to imagine her dressed appropriately.

		Sean was grinning at her and at me.

		Back off, boy. No matter what you think.

		He nudged Ian. "We should come by tomorrow and bring gifts."

		Ian grunted.

		I said, "Gifts aren't necessary."

		"Nonsense. You got married. We're your friends and I'm supposedly your best friend. We'll bring gifts since you wouldn't invite us to the wedding."

		"It was a small thing."

		"Sure..." His eyes were on my wife, though and it was an appreciative look.

		I felt... warm. We had often talked about girlfriends and wives while we sat here. We knew what we liked. I was glad Sean liked what he saw – it made me feel proud.

		The fact that Ian was staring was proof. He didn't bother looking at someone unless he liked what he saw. He didn't pay attention to Samantha at all. He was cordial to Melissa and friendly to Katie.

		Having him openly admire my Veronica was... hot.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		Sunday morning we were at her storage unit. She rolled up the door to a wall of boxes. The whole storage complex felt exactly like a tomb.

		This was where personal belongings came to die – most never recovered and lost forever.

		Hands on hips, she muttered, "It's in here somewhere."

		"The costume?"

		"The box that has it. Help me dig through these."

		There weren't very many; the storage unit was one of the closet types.

		I opened a box on the left. "Computer stuff."

		"Won't be in there." She was reaching for the highest box on the right.

		I saw a bunch of flash drives. "Oh, nice. Flash drives." They always seemed to disappear and were never around when you wanted them. I grabbed four of the dozen or so I saw.

		Suddenly, she was pulling them from my hand. "No! Those are garbage." She darted out and looked around. "Where are all the trash cans?"

		That's... odd. Why does it matter? "Aren't we supposed to be finding clothes?"

		She came back in and threw the drives back into the box. "I'll throw them away later. Just keep looking."

		Why throw away flash drives? Didn't want me seeing her porn stash? I made a pretense of reaching for a box further back.

		Seemingly satisfied I was looking for clothing, she resumed her search.

		I brought down a box and set it on the open computer parts box. Opening it, I saw toiletries. "Shampoo, hair dryer—"

		"Won't be in there." She had climbed onto a box to reach the back row of boxes at the top. She was facing away from me.

		I moved the toiletries box slightly and reached down, quickly fumbling for the flash drives. I came up with two. The others had fallen in between things and deeper. I stuffed the two I had managed to grab in my pocket.

		She looked back just as I closed the toiletries box.

		I looked at her as innocently as I could.

		"Try the top boxes. I'm pretty sure we loaded the clothes on top because they were lighter."

		"Okay." I took down the top box on my side and opened it. What would the flash drives be holding? So what if it was porn? Was it bad porn? "Knitted blanket, plus—"

		"Nope. Because... this is it." She came sliding back down pulling a large box. Opening it, she dug down until she began lifting some black material. It was thin and lacy. "Wellp, this is it." She held it up in her fist.

		The wad was impressively small. I raised my eyebrows in approval.

		She looked down and lifted out a silk coat. "I can wear this over it."

		"Well... we'll have to see you model it."

		She nodded. "Great. Let's go." She threw a last scowl at the contents of the unit.

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		I had to wait until she showered before Ian and Sean's arrival to test out the flash drives.

		Plugging into my laptop, I saw the first one contained a folder that was dated the previous year – about two months before we met and started going out. Inside the folder were cellphone video files.

		I clicked the first one and began watching the jerk of phone motion. Clearing into focus was a blowjob.

		I was unimpressed.

		Until I realized I was watching cellphone footage and the light adjusted enough to see that it was my Veronica giving the blowjob. When the view moved around, I realized further that this was a video that had been recorded by someone other than Veronica... and other than the man receiving the blowjob. I found myself staring at her lips and they slid along the man's shaft.

		Who? My heart thumped heavily.

		Which one was her ex?

		I skipped to a different video, clicking the mouse with a trembling hand.

		The next one focused in on her from behind. She was riding someone. Couldn't see much at all. I skipped ahead. More frontal this time. Veronica's face was damp. Her mouth was open and her eyes closed. Her nipples were hard and red.

		I snatched the other chip up and replaced the one I was using. The shower was still running. Opening the folder inside, I clicked the first video.

		It was a man, smiling.

		Who?

		I skipped ahead.

		Veronica and the man, kissing.

		Both clips were a different setting from the other flash drive.

		Selecting the last of the recordings in the file, I played it.

		Veronica, lying on a couch, a man between her legs, fucking her with smooth movements. Skipping ahead, closeups of the man's cock sliding in and out.

		I turned the volume way down, then unclicked Mute. Instantly, the sighs and gasps and my wife's thin voice could be heard. These two were in the throes of passion.

		Who was the man?

		It had to be her ex.

		Or...?

		Veronica had never mentioned much about her past fiancé at all. Certainly nothing about a ménage, or having sex with her ex filmed by... who? Or her ex filming her with...

		I was dizzy from trying to get enough air into my lungs. Everything felt constricted and panicked.

		I couldn't grasp who the man was she was with and who was filming. The water shut off.

		I clicked out of everything and safely hid the drives under papers in my computer desk drawer.

		But I could not unsee what I had seen.

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		"So, is this okay to wear?" Half her tone was inquisitive, the other half sarcastic. She turned in a circle: ripped jeans shorts; and a very loose tank top. Flash of nipples from the side if she moved the right way.

		Best wife ever.

		I tried not to laugh and just shook my head. "It's not the game today, though."

		She bugged her eyes out at me. "This would've been okay?"

		"No, I just meant you didn't have to get dressed up for Ian and Sean. They just want to get a closer look at you, anyway."

		"Something I should be worried about?"

		"No..." I tossed around in my head past conversations with both. I didn't see anything worrisome about Ian – he was just too quiet for his own good. Sean on the other hand... Maybe and maybe not. But I didn't want to give my new bride cause for distress.

		I had been a different person when I was single; now my life was devoted to Veronica.

		Sean and Ian came in with gifts. With them, Samantha.

		Veronica was delighted.

		Sean handed her a two-pack of electrical strips and kissed her on the cheek. "So you can hook up all your computer stuff next to his..."

		Always practical.

		Ian stared at her. He held out a boxed set of kitchen knives in a counter stand. His low voice said, "For when you have to chase down Kurt."

		Samantha looked back and forth between Ian and my wife.

		I cleared my throat. "Ronni." I cleared it again.

		She was staring at Ian, looking uncertain if he really meant what he had said.

		I cleared my throat again. "Take the gift. That's how Ian jokes."

		Tall and gaunt, he leaned back and laughed. Quietly.

		She took the box.

		He gave her a fast hug and mumbled warmly, "Welcome to the family."

		Sean was looking her up and down, holding his scruffy chin in one hand. "Hmm, an improvement, for sure. But still not game night material."

		Samantha was giving my wife a critical eye.

		I said, "Sean." Enough warning there that he should get it.

		Veronica lifted her chin. "I have a costume." She delivered it with finality.

		Sean snickered. "Nun? All one big tent?"

		Ian said, "Sexy nun is cool."

		Samantha said, "I've got a nun costume – with cutouts so my boobs show."

		Veronica snorted. "No, not a nun—"

		Sean quipped, "Something that covers even more?"

		She coughed. "I have the perfect outfit."

		Ian said, "Might need to see it before it's declared perfect."

		Sean chimed in, "That's right. We'll need to see it. Maybe you should put it on and model it. We'll give you our honest opinion." Despite the desire to see my wife in whatever costume for his personal titillation, I knew he was suggesting a pragmatic compromise.

		I said, "You know, Ronni, he has a point. Maybe go put it on." I also knew this would be a much easier introduction of her wearing it: in front of three instead of in front of many.

		Samantha said, "Why not? We'll let you know if it won't work."

		She juggled the two gifts as if weighing them, looking at all three of us men. "Sure... okay." She spun and deposited the gifts on the coffee table.

		Sean said, "Though I really like what she's wearing."

		I drew out a sarcastic, "Shut up..."

		He laughed.

		Ian watched.

		In a moment, she came out wearing the lingerie with the coat.

		Ian's head moved as if slowly pushed back on his neck.

		Samantha nodded sagely. "Perfect."

		Sean's eyes lit up and then fell down to her panties. There they remained. He held out his arms. "There! Now we're talking. Utterly stunning; it will be a perfect distraction."

		My wife tugged at the edges of the coat. "Does Eaton really say that?"

		Ian nodded.

		Sean missed the question; he was still staring at her panties.

		She saw him looking. She bent her head down, tilted her hips forward, and spread her panties with both hands. "Is it too flimsy?"

		Samantha said, "Nonsense. Nothing is too anything. Katie has come wearing a t-shirt with no panties before."

		Sean said, "Yeah, if you think they're too flimsy, you could always just take them off and go bare."

		I was staring, too. The way my wife was pulling at the fabric, it was offering her pussy for full display through mostly see-through material.

		Ian mumbled, "That looks beautiful."

		She took a breath under his scrutiny. "Well, if this meets approval, I'll go change again."

		Sean waved his hands, "No! You don't have to."

		I laughed.

		My wife went back into the bedroom. When she came out, she had swapped the jeans for some stretchy yoga shorts. She saw that we noticed. She said, "More comfy."

		Samantha twirled her fingers. "Turn around; let's see."

		My wife did. She looked over her shoulder.

		Samantha moved quickly. With a yank and a giggle, she pulled down my wife's shorts to her knees.

		Naked underneath, she squawked – instantly bending over to pull up the shorts.

		Sean whistled at my wife's naked ass and glimpse of her pussy.

		I sighed. "Samantha..."

		"Oh shush you. How many times did you do this to Katie and Melissa?"

		I took a deep breath. That wasn't something Veronica needed to know. "Are you just mad I never pantsed you?"

		She mocked an air-kiss to me.

		My wife was all covered up again. She said, "You did this to the other girls?"

		I opened my mouth.

		Samantha said, "He did. Many times. He's a danger to be around." There was a triumphant twinkle in her eye.

		I coughed. "I'm not like that anymore. I'm married now."

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		I relaxed with a soda. Thomas had joined the visitors a half hour before and the guests had been all over the apartment chatting.

		Except for Ian, who mostly sat on the couch by me. He said, "How's married life?"

		Having to strain to hear him when he was sitting right next to me had been annoying at first, but over the last year, I had become accustomed to it. "Good. She's good for me."

		"She's a pretty one."

		I held out my hands and grinned. "But of course."

		"I don't know that I'll ever get married."

		"Careful, people will begin to talk about you rooming with Sean."

		"Don't even go there."

		"Hey..." I shrugged.

		"I'll go see about rounding him up, anyway. He won't be up to any good with Samantha egging him on." He unfolded from the couch.

		Boy needed to eat.

		Veronica came bouncing out, laughing to herself.

		I said, "Where's everyone?"

		"Setting up our computers. With the extra strips and all that."

		"Ah."

		She had a scandalized and embarrassed smile stretched across her face. "Kurt, your friends are dirty. They were talking about gangbanging me." She giggled.

		I groaned. Maybe I had changed, but they hadn't. "It's just talk." I glanced this way and that, and my attention caught on her loose tank top. Her nipples were poking out against the fabric.

		Their talk had turned her on.

		It was a small pleasure the day before another long work week to know how well she would fit in.

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		Hardhat over my blue chambray shirt, I relaxed on the leather couch in Eaton's game room.

		Katie sat with me.

		I was careful to keep it clean and not maul her like I used to.

		She said, "Veronica seems to be a natural fit."

		I watched her laughing with a group that included Melissa, Thomas, Justin, and Sean.

		At the table, Samantha, Eric, and Ian were questioning which hand beat the other. When the dealer could nominate the game and rules for each hand, sometimes someone – almost always Eric - had too much to drink and named way too many wild cards.

		Eaton said, "Does twelve of a kind beat an eleven card straight? How do I know? It's your game." He shook his head.

		Eric pouted. It wasn't often his nose was out of his cellphone, and usually only during the deals. Players got up and left the table when he dealt. Too many weird poker rules.

		Angelica sat stock still, staring at Eric.

		Veronica stomped to me and planted her fists on her hips. "Is it true?"

		Her group followed her and formed around her.

		I gulped. "What?"

		I saw Eaton look over casually.

		My wife frowned at me. "You told everyone that you'd share the next woman you met?"

		I swallowed hard. "It was just talk. It meant nothing."

		Sean said, "When do I get to test her? Thomas tells me he got to stick it in Bethany before you two broke up. I'm your best friend. You promised I would get to test out—"

		I waved my hands. "I'm married. That was all talk."

		Veronica looked hurt. "So you shared your previous girlfriend, but now it was all bullshit? Which is it?"

		Samantha said, "Bethany had bigger boobs."

		Veronica's voice rose. "Am I not good enough or something?"

		Eaton stood from the table and stretched. Ominously.

		I had to do something fast. "Look, you're beautiful and fine, Veronica. The talk—"

		Sean said, "You promised. You promised me as your best friend."

		My wife deflated visibly. She turned to him. "I'm sorry he broke that promise to you, really."

		He held up his hands, and his voice was quieter.

		We all knew Eaton would not put up with contention.

		Sean said, "All I want is fair play. You gave Thomas a chance to feel Bethany. As your best friend, shouldn't I have the same importance as him? I just want to feel what it's like." He looked hungrily at Veronica.

		I was stuck.

		Were my words bullshit? Locker talk with no meaning? Stupid man-talk that was nothing more than a pitiful attempt to sound cool?

		If I denied Sean, how would that play out with Eaton?

		Even Angelica was staring at me.

		If I denied Sean, not only would I be committing violence to our friendship, but things might become stressful and lead to Eaton's disapproval and possible ejection from the game. Possibly the apartment?

		In that instant of consideration, I made the easiest decision. I kept my voice low and certain. "Fine, no problem. I made a promise and I'll keep it. Sean, I'll let you get the taste I promised. Maybe in an hour? After a few drinks? Is that okay?"

		Veronica's sympathy for the hurt suffered by Sean was strong enough that she only gave me a questioning look. My wife had a soft spot for hurt people and I had hurt Sean.

		My friend pressed his lips together and nodded.

		Eaton settled back down into his chair and stretched.

		I took off my hardhat and wiped the sweat from my brow. Normally, I did not drink. I sat at the table for a hand and accepted a shot of whiskey from Justin.

		He kept them coming and I downed three shots during a single hand. I don't know if it was luck or the whiskey sharpening my poker skills, but I won the hand.

		Flush with alcoholic euphoria and the success of a win, I leaned back in my chair and considered Ian and my wife. They were sitting together on the other side of the table. Unspeaking, they at least appeared comfortable.

		Katie was sitting on her other side and winked at me, running her little tongue along her lips.

		I smiled at her.

		Sean had been talking to Thomas by the entry doors with Melissa. He came up behind my wife and slid his hands down inside her lace and cupped her breasts. Moving with deliberation, he felt them up in front of everyone.

		The act itself was nothing unusual at all in these games. I had often done that to Melissa and Katie.

		So I sat there knowing I really couldn't say anything.

		Eaton frowned and, after a second, lifted his chin in approval.

		For me not breaking etiquette? For Sean's move on my wife? I leaned to the former.

		Angelica shuffled the cards with an air of complete indifference.

		But it was Veronica that affected me the most. She had flinched, but then relaxed. She looked all around while she let my friend feel her up. She looked first at me. Something shifted in her eyes – not in disappointment or approval, just to something different, like adding an ingredient to a known recipe. She noted everyone else approving and relaxed even further.

		When Sean gave both nipples delicate pinches, she gasped and looked up at him.

		Ian was smiling.

		Angelica finished shuffling.

		I tossed my ante.

		Ian, Eaton, and Katie added theirs.

		Justin had been sliding me another shot of whiskey and hurriedly added his own.

		Angelica tapped the deck, then began to deal. My wife got up and escaped to the kitchen for our bag of drinks and snacks.

		Melissa, Samantha, and Thomas followed her.

		I checked my initial cards and heard the murmuring from the kitchen. The bet came around to me and I called.

		Veronica's sharp gasp and "Ah..." was heard by everyone.

		I glanced back and forth between the hand and where the kitchen was hidden by the wall.

		Eaton grinned with much satisfaction.

		I downed the shot. My head was swimming.

		The next card was accompanied by some heavy breathing from the kitchen and then a muffled murmur from my wife.

		I folded and got up.

		Eaton was grinning ear to ear.

		Angelica looked at me from under black bangs.

		In the kitchen, my wife was getting kissed by Melissa. Samantha was leaning back against the counter with her hand stuffed up under her skirt. Thomas was on my wife's other side, his hand between her thighs, rubbing at her clit through the fabric of her panties.

		Veronica saw me and broke away from Melissa. She giggled at me, then laughed nervously.

		Her eyes flicked to my side.

		I noticed Sean by me.

		Dizzy, and wanting to get her disengaged from the little group, I said, "Sean, let's take Ronni to the bedroom."

		My friend grinned. "So... she's 'Ronni,' huh? I like it."

		In my state of whiskey buzz, I had essentially offered my friend the use of my most intimate name for my wife. "Uh... yeah."

		Veronica's eyes shifted – something I couldn't really decipher. There was an element of consideration there, some sadness, some finality, and something playful.

		I led both of them to the bedroom for the single test I had promised. Without really seeing reactions, I led them past the poker table so Sean could stick his dick into my wife and know what it felt like. Just like I had promised.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		The bedroom was simple and clean. I knew Angelica maintained them.

		I thought I should direct what was going to happen, but both of them seemed to act without any input from me.

		Veronica settled onto the bed and spread her legs. Her eyes were open and soaking in Sean unzipping. There was no hesitation or uncertainty when she spread her knees wide: experience around another man.

		I was instantly remembering the videos on the flash drives.

		Yes, she had done something like this before. Several times. Based on the flash drives I didn't retrieve, maybe many, many more times.

		She waited patiently.

		Sean stepped out of his black Dickies and looked hungrily at my wife. His cock began to firm, twitch, and rise without him touching it.

		Veronica murmured a giggle.

		Seeing my friend get hard for my wife was unexpected, yet felt so natural. Maybe friends expect friends to assume the same tastes in women? Be attracted to the same beauty?

		Whatever, it felt like a confirmation of sorts and I was oddly pleased.

		I opened my mouth to try directing again, but Sean was already climbing between her legs. My wife pulled her lingerie aside at the crotch. Her pussy was exposed for Sean.

		Her lips were glistening and blushed: she was excited.

		What had happened with the video-guy?

		Sean trembled with anticipation and rubbed the tip of his erection between my wife's pussy lips.

		She was only watching him. Her mouth was open and head tilted as far up as possible. "Put it in."

		"Don't like being teased?"

		She made a sound of mirth.

		Finally, I said something. "Just a feel, right? Once in. Just like I promised."

		Sean flicked his head to the side. "Well, you actually said you would let me test your new girl once. You didn't say anything—" his dick slid partway into my wife, "about only one push."

		While I was considering how to respond through the whiskey haze, he pulled back, readjusted, and slid it back in. Mostly all the way. Was that enough for a test? I said, "Okay, you've tested her."

		Veronica looked at me with an unreadable expression, but almost a look of expectation and disbelief. She offered no input.

		Sean pulled back again and paused. "I haven't even gotten all the way in yet. This is no kind of test if I can't—"

		"All right, all right," I said. I sighed.

		He pressed forward again and slid it back inside. Deeper.

		My wife sighed with satisfaction.

		Sean dug his feet into the bed and pushed. The rest of his cock disappeared. Fully planted inside my wife, he sighed with relief.

		I cleared my throat. "Okay, now."

		He responded not by pulling out, but by lying flat on her and kissing her. Veronica responded hungrily.

		While I liked seeing my wife reacting well with my friend, Sean had tested her enough. "That's enough..."

		Sean stopped the kiss and turned his head to look at me. "It's just a kiss. I'm not even moving." His eyes suddenly drifted closed as if going to sleep. His mouth came open. "Ooh... that's nasty."

		My wife giggled. "Like that?"

		"Yeah, keep squeezing. I've never had a woman squeeze my dick like that while I was inside her."

		"Okay."

		Sean gasped and moaned. His hips flexed. Moved a little. "Oh... fuck..." His hips moved some more. A little in and out.

		Just as I was about to say something, Thomas and Justin came into the room.

		Thomas said, "Yeah, now this is the highlight of the week."

		Justin licked his lips.

		I turned back to Sean. His hips were moving now, pushing his dick in and out of my wife's pussy. Not full strokes, but close. I could tell he just didn't have any control.

		I laid a hand on his shoulder. "All right, Sean; you've tested her."

		His butt clenched and he drove himself as deep as he could. "Yeah, okay. Fuck she feels good. I envy you, Kurt."

		My wife was holding onto his neck and wasn't letting go.

		Sean pulled out, mostly, then sank it all the way back in.

		Veronica moaned. Her hips tilted up as he pressed it all the way in.

		My friend said, "She likes it, too. Okay, I'm coming out." And he did. His dick was all shiny wet. He blew out a breath and nodded at me. "You're a lucky man; I wish I had a girl like her."

		My wife stretched on the bed and hummed with contentment.

		Thomas said, "Our turn."

		I jerked. "What? I didn't promise any of you—"

		"You let Justin have a go at your girlfriend last year before Sean."

		Sean was fixing his pants. "Yeah, and I never got to."

		Thomas said, "Seems fair that you let us test her, too. It's not like you haven't tested our girlfriends and wives. Don't be selfish now."

		My eyes were pulled to Veronica.

		She had frozen and was looking at me. "Is that true, Kurt? You've tested their girls and now think it's cool to be unfair?"

		"Well, they were girlfriends. We're married."

		"We just let Sean sample me. Seems childish to exclude your other friends. They didn't exclude you."

		Justin said, "Right."

		I blew out a loud breath. "Fine, fine. Whatever." I waved my hand. Get it over with.

		Sean clapped my shoulder. "Lucky man. When I get married, I want a woman just like her."

		Thomas took off his soldier camo-bottoms and stroked himself hard.

		My wife spread her legs again and pulled the fabric to the side.

		Sean and I watched him aim his erection and push the tip inside my wife. Veronica tilted her hips up.

		Sean took out his phone and began recording.

		I whispered, "Send me a copy."

		Hushed, he said back, "No problem, bro."

		Despite the inconvenience of my friends demanding I keep a promise, I was getting stiff in my pants.

		Veronica was watching Thomas like she had watched Sean.

		Thomas arched his back, pushing more of his shaft inside my wife. Two pumps, three pumps, four. Finally, he hit bottom and wriggled his hips against hers.

		Veronica sighed happily.

		Like Sean, Thomas leaned down and kissed my wife.

		My dick stirred even more. It was a very nice feeling to see my wife being kissed by my friend while his dick was buried deep in her pussy.

		Justin stood on my other side and jacked his dick. "Thanks, Kurt; we knew you'd keep your promise."

		I sighed. "Yeah, no problem..."

		Thomas was thrusting, but not pulling all the way out. Half pulls, full thrusts. When my wife started moaning, I thought it began to look too much like fucking and not testing.

		I said, "All right, that's enough."

		Thomas pulled out, panting. "Thanks, man. She's awesome. Truly awesome."

		My wife writhed on the bed with no one in her.

		Justin solved that instantly. He lifted her legs up to his shoulders and aimed his cock down. Dropping down onto her, he drove his erection straight down into my wife's pussy.

		Veronica called out, "Oh! Yeah!"

		Justin strained, his muscles bunched up. He wriggled his hips.

		She gasped. "Agh, that's right at my cervix."

		Justin pulled up and dropped back down, driving deep. "Does it feel uncomfortable?"

		"No, it feels... good. And awkward."

		Having my wife talk about how good my friend's dick felt stunned me. My cock expanded dramatically in my jeans. My mouth was open and I could only watch Justin push his dick in and out of my wife three more times before I found my shaky voice, "A-all right. Th-that's enough."

		Justin froze and dropped his head. He let out a breath. "Yeah, okay. Thanks, Kurt." Disappointed, he withdrew with no further uncontrolled pumps.

		Veronica was pouting, but she adjusted her lingerie. When she was done and sat at the edge of the bed, she smiled enthusiastically at everyone. "I was okay?"

		Sean had put away his phone. "You're the perfect wife."

		"You're sweet."

		Justin gave her two thumbs up.

		Thomas said, "I agree. The perfect wife. I need to find one exactly like you."

		She looked longingly at me.

		I said, "We're renting the MMA event tomorrow. You're all invited."

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		I was unable to watch more of the flash drives I had stashed. I would have to take my laptop to work and watch them on my lunch hour.

		Sunday was always a bittersweet day for me. Being a wage-slave had me tied to the workweek without break. Sunday was the day before slavery.

		I liked relaxing to something violent on Sundays. Call me weird. Whatever.

		Veronica wore the loose tank top and some lacy panties. Despite the cool of the building, too much clothing became uncomfortable when it got humid. She greeted everyone at the door that way.

		Seeing my friends kiss my wife on the lips seemed perfectly normal, now. And my wife appeared ecstatic that she was fitting in with my friends. It really was sort of a close-knit family.

		I was going for a soda when I saw my wife in the kitchen teasing Sean. She had a banana up to her mouth and was licking the tip.

		Sean was fidgeting. "You wicked woman."

		She flicked her tongue on the tip, then bit it off when she saw me. Standing at my side, she ran a hand up my jeans front. "It's hot in here."

		I chuckled.

		Justin dug through his sack for something. Came up with another whiskey bottle. He waved it at me. "Want some?"

		I had already popped my diet soda. "Yeah... sure... After this." I went out and sat down. The pre-show announcers were going through the contestants and how awesome they were. Seemed like everyone was unbeaten. Not after tonight...

		Justin sat a tumbler down for me filled with whiskey. There had to be five shots in the glass.

		I waved my can. "Hey, thanks."

		"No prob." He disappeared back into the kitchen.

		The soda wasn't hitting the spot. I grabbed the whiskey instead and knocked back a good gulp. I let out the burning air and relaxed.

		Giggling came from the kitchen. Veronica teasing Justin? Sean looked that way from the couch. So did Thomas.

		I resolved to get up and go see. So I took another gulp, first. Deep breaths. Tomorrow was another workday. Just relax. I got up.

		Veronica was coming out of the kitchen. Her tank top and panties were askew. She looked at everyone looking at her and pulled my arm to the bedroom. Away from everyone else, she faced me. Her eyes searched mine. "Justin just mauled my boobs and fingered my pussy. He says you dared him. Do you want this to go farther or something?"

		"What? I dared him?" The surge of whiskey made the topic painless. "I did no such thing. Come on, we'll settle this." I led her out.

		In the living room, three sets of male eyes regarded me. Justin looked sheepish.

		I said, "I didn't dare anyone to grope my wife's tits."

		Justin muttered, "Sorry; I got carried away."

		Sean said, "Yeah, come on, Kurt. You've got her running around dressed like that. Those lacy panties? All distraction, I'm telling you."

		Thomas said, "Lacy panties are just frustrating. Very."

		I lifted my chin. "Frustrating?"

		They nodded.

		We'll see about that. I said to Veronica, "Lacy panties frustrates them. Maybe you should take them off." I meant, change them, but that's how it came out.

		She blinked at me, but said with sympathy for their plight, "I can do that. I don't want to wear something that makes our friends uncomfortable." She twisted and left for the bedroom.

		I nodded judiciously and sat back down for my drink.

		She came out in only the tank top.

		Sean murmured breathless approval.

		Thomas said, "Much better. No frustration at all."

		I said, "Good." That was before I noticed. Veronica looked at me as she sat between Thomas and Sean.

		My breath caught, but they had already been inside her, hadn't they? Best wife ever. I lifted my glass and sipped more. In that moment, sitting in my armchair and relaxing, with my wife being the best ever, I felt like a king. I could dispense pardons and pleasures. I could bless and behest. It was all within my grasp. And my faithful TV would entertain me.

		I had a vision of Veronica dancing naked for me and my friends. Yes, scarves and finger-cymbals. Sure, why not?

		Sean said, "You look delicious."

		She giggled.

		"Does he lick that for you?"

		"This? No. Not much, anyway."

		Sean growled, "You're slacking, Kurt."

		I shook myself from my reverie. "Huh?"

		"You don't lick your wife?"

		"I do..."

		Veronica said, "Sometimes. Not too often."

		I said, "She just moved in." I was trying to imagine having a tongue that reached across town to her sister's place.

		Thomas said, "Shame, man."

		Sean said, "She deserves a lot of licking."

		My wife sounded pleased. "Well... yes."

		My friend's voice lowered. "I could very ably take that job if he doesn't want to."

		"Um..." She giggled.

		I coughed a laugh. Licking was fine and all, but it wasn't everything in the world. I said, "If you want to lick her, go for it." I shook my head and rolled my eyes.

		Sean jumped up, pulling on my wife's hand. "Come on. I have a three foot tongue."

		She burst out laughing and let herself be led to the bedroom.

		Thomas and Justin watched them leave the room, wide-eyed.

		Thomas said, "Not my thing, you know."

		My other friend just nodded.

		The first match was being announced. I knocked back the glass almost empty. I let out a satisfied, "Ah..."

		A moment later, the first moans came from the bedroom. My wife's breathy feminine voice made little sounds that drifted out over the match on the TV. Then a moment later with more force.

		Thomas said, "I have to go see."

		Justin got up and followed him.

		I sighed and went, too.

		No surprise: Sean's mouth was on my wife's pussy. No big deal.

		But Thomas dropped his shorts and began masturbating.

		I mean, I really liked him jerking off over my wife; who wouldn't? What man wouldn't want his friends to masturbate over his naked wife? Total compliment. But I knew if left alone, they'd get carried away. I said, "Listen, she's my wife. No fucking. But if you want to play, you can play. Okay?"

		Sean looked up and said, "Sure thing, Kurt. Thanks."

		My wife nodded to me.

		Justin took off his jeans and imitated Thomas.

		Seeing two of my friends masturbate now while Sean ate her felt like a pure energy infusion.

		I left them alone and went back to watch the matches.

		Ten minutes later, a long male groan.

		I looked towards the bedroom, but it wasn't repeated.

		Shortly, Thomas came out with a big grin. "Thanks, Kurt. She really knows how to blow."

		I blinked. Oh? I guessed my rule about playing went both ways, didn't it? I shrugged. Indeed it should.

		During some serious punching and wrestling, a series of louder and louder male groans and grunts came from the bedroom. Sounded like quiet Justin's voice.

		Sure enough, Justin staggered out. He fell onto the couch in a heap, his eyes wide and satisfied.

		I wanted to laugh, but Veronica and I hadn't ever finished a blowjob before. Maybe she really was good at it. What little I had felt during our brief times together before and after the marriage had been too short to really have an impact. After she had moved in, we had been very active, but mostly intercourse. Why waste it?

		Justin eventually got up and took my glass. He returned it, not as full this time.

		Good gauge of my limits, I thought as I saw the glass. "Thanks, Justin. It's perfect."

		He squeezed my shoulder.

		I sipped the fresh glass. What are Sean and Veronica doing in there? I couldn't imagine Sean being quiet for a blowjob. I levered myself up and gingerly stepped to the bedroom so as not to trip.

		In the bedroom, my wife was naked. She was leaning back against the mattress of the bed, legs spread wide. Sean was naked too, between her legs, kneeling on the carpet. His cock was being stroked by my wife. The head of his cock was just inside her pussy.

		She saw me. "We're just playing," she panted. "But could he stick it inside for just a minute? I really want to feel it again. If we don't fuck?"

		Sean looked at me pitifully. "Please?"

		I dropped my head and nodded. Quietly I said, "Yeah...go ahead..."

		She whispered to him, "Stick it in, quick!"

		Sean took hold of my wife's hips and pushed. Her eyes closed as my friend's erection slid right into her. Her mouth dropped open and she grabbed his head in a hug. His body moved into hers and they melded as one.

		It looked beautiful.

		Sean was still, abiding by the terms she had laid down. But my wife's hips began bucking and moving.

		I stood there, getting hard, watching my wife writhe on his cock.

		She whispered, "Feels so good..."

		He said, "Yeah." He moved a little, then lost control. Wrenching down on her waist, he began thrusting his erection, pumping and fucking my wife with desperation.

		Veronica groaned with disappointment and disengaged. "No, no fucking."

		They both panted.

		Sean looked up at me plaintively. "You know what tomorrow is?"

		"No?" My dick was throbbing at the trespass of his dick in my wife's pussy. Flashing through my head were the images I had seen recorded on the flash drives.

		Sean said, "Tomorrow's my birthday."

		"Oh, right. That's tomorrow?"

		"Yeah. You know what would be the best present ever? If I could doggy-fuck your wife. What do you say, Kurt? Please?"

		My wife's face melted for him. "Aw, that's really sweet." She looked at me. "Let's do it for him."

		I said, "We're married..."

		Sean said, "And there could be no greater gift. I'll pull out. Please?"

		Veronica pouted at me. "Say yes."

		I shook my head and sighed. Yeah, it would definitely be the best gift I could give him. "Okay." He had already been inside. What better birthday present? He'd even be doing me a favor. I said, "I'll be dead tired tomorrow night, anyway. Need to have her taken care of, I guess."

		My wife got up and kissed me.

		In the morning, I took the drive and my laptop with me to work. Lunchtime, I watched half of what was recorded.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		I came home tired, wore out, and dick aching. I was no closer to knowing anything about who was in the videos, but I couldn't get the groans, grunts, and moans out of my head. Her bucking under a man and making those noises sent electric tingles dancing through my chest.

		I loved it.

		I wouldn't have thought hearing my wife make those sounds under a man was addictive, but there it was. I had to find a way to get to her storage unit and get the rest of the flash drives. I also wondered what she had stored on her desktop.

		Sean was already there.

		Veronica was already home from the country club, wearing a robe.

		But Thomas, Justin, Eric and Melissa, and Ian were there, too. A little cake was on the coffee table and paper plates stacked beside it.

		I was taken aback, thinking Sean would pop in and then pop out - literally and figuratively. I resigned myself to a little party. I said to everyone, "I need to shower..." Melissa said in a silky-seductive voice, "Need help?"

		Eric said, "Melissa..."

		I said, "No. But thank you, though." I looked guiltily at Veronica.

		She was giving me a look that said she was considering all that had been said and implied before.

		I escaped the room.

		Coming fresh out of the shower, I was handed a slice of cake. We sang Sean Happy Birthday and that was that. He was all grins.

		I had planned on coming home and finally confronting Veronica over her ex. Who was he? Why had they split? I had hoped to get an indication of the circumstances surrounding the videos, but wasn't sure how to go about it. Could I get her to spill about it on her own? But all of those plans were frustrated.

		Melissa said, "I think it's time for the birthday boy to get his big present. Are you ready, Veronica?"

		My breath caught. Had he told everyone?

		Veronica pressed her face against my shoulder. "I told everyone so we could have a party for him."

		Well, that answered that.

		The men cheered – even Eric.

		Sean held out his hand to my wife.

		I ran my hand back through my hair. I had thought it was going to be a private thing. Aw, heck. Just go with it. It's all done and shit, now. Everyone followed Sean and Veronica to the bedroom.

		My wife undid her robe. She was naked underneath. She handed me the garment.

		Sean stripped and his cock was already filling and erecting.

		I sighed and decided to enjoy it, at least. I draped her robe in front of me in case I got an erection.

		Veronica climbed onto the bed on all fours. Sean mounted the bed behind her, erection sticking straight out.

		I told myself, this is no different than she did last year for some guy. That's why she's so comfortable doing it: experience.

		Sean speared into my wife.

		Her body moved forward with the thrust until she shoved back against him. Her eyes closed.

		My friend raked his fingers down her back and grabbed her shoulders. He tilted his hips, thrusting – fucking my wife.

		Melissa was hanging on Ian, rubbing the front of his slacks, whispering something to him. She was really very pretty, like I had thought before when we had met and fucked during one of Eaton's games. But after, I had distanced myself from her. And then fucked her again a month later.

		Those two times haunted me when I determined to change and be a different man – marry Veronica and be monogamous. Well, I was monogamous, but my wife wasn't.

		Was it so bad?

		Everyone loved her.

		Maybe except for Samantha, but she didn't really like anyone anyway.

		My friends all envied me. They thought Veronica was the perfect wife.

		As I watched Sean thrust his cock in and out of my wife's pussy, I realized I was quite happy. Life could certainly be different: my wife could be a cheater with her ex; she could hate me and humiliate me; she could actively insult and degrade me in front of my friends.

		But she had done none of that.

		Every night, she hugged and cuddled me after sex. She mostly obeyed whatever limits I had outlined – within her control.

		My wife was fucking my best friend as a birthday present. Really, what was wrong with that? Wasn't that a really good thing?

		Sean was enjoying this.

		My wife was enjoying this.

		My friends were enjoying this.

		And I found myself enjoying this.

		Who could say this was wrong?

		Sean groaned and pumped faster.

		Happy to be a part of all of this, I said, "Do it, Sean. Get it."

		He gasped airily, "She's a fine woman. Thank you."

		Truth be told, she looked more beautiful on his cock than she did when I looked down at her when I was inside of her. Distance? Different perspective? Her familiar lines and curves just looked better with his cock inside her. The little glimpses of his shaft as he pounded her from behind kept time with my pulse.

		I was very hard.

		Sean groaned loud.

		Veronica jerked to a stop, then suddenly began frantically humping her hips back against him.

		He went with it, pushing forward and grunting. His head was thrown back and his butt clenched several times.

		My wife wriggled her hips and bucked.

		My friend finally wavered and collapsed backwards. His cock came out and so did a stream of cum.

		Veronica laughed in delight.

		Sean nodded, chuckling weakly.

		He had cum in her and my wife had milked his cock while it happened.

		I stared at the cum dripping out of her while they laughed.

		Melissa clapped and the guys cheered.

		Justin climbed up behind my wife, cock ready.

		I hadn't noticed him undress. And while I wondered if I should say something about my wife only being a present for Sean, it seemed out of place. Plus, Veronica was looking back and offering her hole to him.

		Justin caught some cum in his fingers and smeared it all over his dick. Properly lubed, he pushed his cock into my wife.

		My new bride settled her head down onto the bedspread and moaned happily.

		Justin was slow and deliberate. In and out. Full strokes. Just a nice, leisurely fuck. A few minutes later, he was panting and grunting. My wife lifted up and pushed back against him. With a final groan that lasted several seconds, he pulled out.

		More cum gushed out of her.

		Thomas took his turn. "Oh yeah. Hot pussy. Nice and sloppy."

		Veronica said, "Is that okay?"

		"Sloppy pussy is best pussy." He pushed deep and held it there. He let out a breath. "That's a lot of cum in there."

		She giggled and looked at me. She winked. She closed her eyes as he began pumping. Slow pullouts, fast thrusts. My wife's body jerked as he fucked her. The wet sounds from her pussy, mixed with the slaps of his skin against hers, was just as addicting as watching those flash drives.

		Melissa said, "Don't wear her out, Thomas. We've got two more who need to get in her pussy."

		He panted, "Give me a second!" His groan was fast and interrupted by several pants.

		My Veronica moaned, "Give it to me..."

		He let out a satisfied sigh and pulled away. More cum gushed from her pussy. There was now a large wet spot on the bedspread.

		Melissa slapped Eric's butt. "Get up there, hun."

		Rushing to undress, Eric almost tripped over his slacks before getting onto the bed.

		Melissa winked at me.

		Eric was thick. Not very long, but thick. He simply grabbed my wife's hips and rammed it as hard as he could into her used pussy.

		My wife cried out.

		Over and over, he yanked her hips and thrust forward. He wasn't gentle. He rammed her hard, repeatedly, like an absolute animal, until he emptied his balls into my frantic wife.

		If that was how Eric fucked, it was no wonder why Melissa played around.

		My wife's eyes were watery and her face red. She was panting heavily from the brutal fucking Eric had just delivered. More cum exploded from her pussy.

		Despite Eric's animal-like usage of her, I found myself enjoying the moment they pulled out and the cum spurted out of her pussy.

		Was this why some guys liked cum?

		Ian took his time, letting her catch her breath. But her eyes almost popped out of her head.

		I looked.

		I almost laughed, then almost choked. Of everyone here, I had never seen Ian naked. He was gaunt and almost sickly thin – and that probably added to the appearance of size. His cock kept growing and lengthening.

		Except for his gauntness, this guy could easily have been right there with the topmost porn stars for size.

		He gently took hold of my wife's hips and began pushing that long cock into her hole. I watched inch after inch slide into her pussy. My wife let out a long series of groans. Cum gushed from around his shaft as his length displaced the mess.

		It was a beautiful and glorious sight witnessing that shaft slide so deep into my wife's pussy. She wailed out as he pressed it as far as he could. She could take all but three inches. Her body trembled as he held it deep inside her.

		But he pulled out.

		Veronica sounded panicked. "What?"

		"Come here. Turn. Face your husband."

		I wanted to see it going in and frowned.

		Ian said, "Look at him as I do you." Back in he went.

		My wife's face had a look of concentration, wonder, and ecstasy all mixed together. Like the face one would make when eating something especially delicious. Or experiencing the most surprising gift.

		In and out Ian worked his cock. Harder and harder. Veronica's eyes closed a couple times, but stayed open the harder he fucked her. She called out, groaned, and at the end was crying out with orgasm. Her hair jerked to Ian's thrusts. Her face was wracked with pleasure and that expression of feel-good pain.

		She whispered hoarsely to me, "I'm cumming, baby. I'm cumming. I'm sorry."

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		Ian grunted and pulled back on my wife's shoulders. His cordlike muscles stood out.

		Veronica's face screwed up and she squeezed her eyes shut. "No more! No more!"

		Ian let out a guttural growl.

		My wife's eyes popped open. "Oh my gosh... I can feel it. Oh! So much! Oh my gosh!"

		I could hear the cum spattering down onto the bedspread.

		Sean said, "Fuck yeah."

		Melissa clapped.

		But Ian wasn't done, he panted a few times, faster and faster, then grunted, pulling on her shoulders again. He let out a longer growl and his body shook.

		The sound of even more cum falling to the puddle already on the bedspread hit my ears again.

		With a release that almost pushed her away, Ian tumbled back from my wife.

		Having been on her hands and knees for almost an hour, she rocked back and sat up.

		That movement caused almost everything in her to come running out as if spilled from a container. Cum gushed as if someone had held an open milk bottle upside down and emptied it.

		The entire room was permeated with the smell of cum.

		Melissa came to me and planted a wet kiss on my lips. "You surprise me, Kurt. You did really well." With a squeeze to my cock under Veronica's robe, she pulled her husband from the room.

		Panting, Ian clapped my shoulder. That was his wordless way of saying, "Thank you."

		The room emptied and I could hear the apartment door open and close as people left.

		Veronica had settled back, sort of on her side. Her chest heaved for air as she watched me.

		I climbed onto the bed.

		She said, "Thank you."

		"You wanted that?"

		"Yes, after all the teasing you had me do."

		"Well... I didn't really want..." I stopped. But I had, hadn't I? I changed subjects. "Why did you break up with your ex?"

		She looked away.

		I said, "Tell me, wife."

		She looked back and pressed her lips together. "Do we need to?"

		"I should know, shouldn't I?"

		She sighed and bit her lip. When she started, her voice quavered. "He... shared me with his brother. Many times. He grew angry that I liked his brother more than him. I... kept having orgasms with his brother, but I couldn't seem to have them consistently with him. He felt insulted and... broke everything off."

		I nodded slowly. "So that's why you apologized when you had the orgasm with Ian."

		"I did?"

		"Yes."

		"I guess I was worried..."

		"Did you love your ex?"

		"I thought I did. But he turned out to be so petulant when he couldn't make me cum but his brother could every time. I think I loved his brother more."

		"Do you miss him?"

		"My ex? No."

		"No, the brother."

		She didn't answer. She looked at me guiltily.

		I firmed my lips.

		She said, "Don't think I'm the only one with secrets here. You did both Katie and Melissa."

		"I did. I won't hide it."

		"But you never told me."

		"And you never told me about your ex and his brother."

		She heaved a big sigh. "I was worried you wouldn't love me."

		"I love you. And the reason I didn't tell you about Katie and Melissa was that I was determined not to be like that anymore."

		"Screwing around?"

		"Right."

		"And what about me, now? I've taken all your friends."

		"I think... I think a month ago I might have broken all this apart and divorced you. But... I kinda... I actually like what has happened."

		Her eyes lit with joy. "You do?"

		I nodded.

		"I thought you might, but wasn't sure."

		I said, "And... I hope you keep being what you are."

		"A slut?"

		"No. More like, the perfect wife."

		"So... you want me to keep doing your friends?"

		"Which do you like the best?"

		"Do I have to choose?"

		And that really made a difference in my thinking. Why should she be forced to choose? I craned my head to the side and cracked my neck in thought. "Well, be as choosy as you want. Or not at all. I want you to be happy."

		"Thank you. In that case, I like Sean and Ian. They're considerate. Sean is sweet, and Ian is funny, though I had to know him to know when he's being funny."

		"Well, that's easy; they're roommates. Be firm and don't make a fuss. The others will get the message."

		"Can I still tease them all?"

		I laughed and reached for her. "You better."

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		Friday night, I was relaxing with a soda.

		On the floor of the living room, Sean was slurping away at my wife's naked pussy. She was moaning and writhing around, but her mouth was locked on the head of Ian's cock.

		This was a great stress reliever. I occasionally reached into my post-shower robe and stroked my erection.

		Seeing my wife's little mouth struggling on Ian's big cock was just too sexy.

		Sean had licked enough. He moved up and slid easily into her pussy.

		Veronica moaned happily, her hips bucking and rocking to his thrusts. Sean was about my size and seeing his cock in my wife's pussy felt like no threat at all.

		Since everybody had already cum in her bareback, we decided that neither Sean nor Ian needed condoms. If she got pregnant, we were married and... that was that.

		So my friends helped me fuck my wife. Was there something wrong with that?

		Sean's smooth movements led to his face getting close to my wife's mouth and Ian's cock. With an annoyed slap, Sean whacked Ian's cock out of my wife's mouth. He kissed her deep.

		My wife laughed through the kiss.

		Ian muttered, "Jerk."

		Sean paid him no attention. He was stroking Veronica's hair and kissing her mouth. His butt and hips moved without stopping. My wife's hips tilted to meet his pushes.

		Absolutely gorgeous.

		Sean arched his back and groaned, eyes shut. His butt clenched and squeezed.

		I said, "Yeah, shoot it deep!"

		My wife stroked his back as he came in her.

		Sean pulled out, heaving for air.

		Ian pushed him over. "Get out of the way before your cum gets cold."

		Sean had heard him, but he said anyway, annoyed, "What?"

		Veronica laughed. "You two..."

		Ian lined up his long cock and began shoving it into my wife. Her hole stretched open and admitted the head, then the length of the shaft.

		She let out a long sigh of relief as it slid very deep. "Oh... fuck... yes..." Her hips jerked upwards.

		Watching this was just magical.

		Again, he just couldn't get the last three inches into my wife; she was too small. But watching that thick shaft slide in and out of her little hole was invigorating.

		I jacked my cock with relish.

		I loved the way my wife's body moved underneath Ian.

		I loved the gasps of lust she made with another man's cock inside her.

		I loved the grunts from Ian as he pushed as much of his cock as he could into my wife's pussy.

		I absolutely adored the wet sounds as the shaft slid through her wetness and Sean's cum.

		This was a symphony of sex that my ears and eyes would never tire of experiencing.

		Ian lifted her legs and held them in his hands. His waist flexed sinuously as his erection slid like a piston into my new bride.

		I loved every second and every grunt.

		Sean sat on the arm of my chair as I stroked my dick. "Hey, Kurt."

		"Mm?"

		"Do you mind if we take her back to our place for an overnighter?"

		Ian sped up. My wife's pussy lips bent inward and outward with the sliding of his shaft. She moaned louder, tossing her head side to side. He took out his cock and slapped it down on her clit.

		My wife jumped and almost screamed. She quivered, taut for a couple of seconds, then squeezed her eyes shut. Her body shook and then flopped. She wailed out as her orgasm convulsed her body.

		Ian stuffed the length of his cock back into my bucking wife. He lifted her legs to his shoulders and pounded her. His big balls slapped her ass.

		I was jacking fast. Too fast. Suddenly, I was squirting hot, desperate cum into the air.

		Ian noticed and redoubled his efforts. He slammed downward into my wife. He grunted, "Married women are so hot..."

		Veronica was still jerking through her orgasm. "F-fuck me! Take me to your place and fuck me all night!"

		Ian sank in as far as he could.

		I could see his big shaft pulsing – expanding and contracting with each blast of cum. He filled my wife's pussy while she cried out in elation.

		I was whispering feverishly during my orgasm, "Fill her up. Fill her hole with cum. Do it."

		Ian jerked, holding his cock deep inside her. His coughs of effort were coupled with the pulses in his shaft.

		As my cum puddled on my hand and lap, Ian pumped his sperm deep into the womb of the woman I had married.

		Veronica frantically grabbed and pulled at Ian.

		I loved seeing her desperate for his orgasm – the feeling of his hot cum in her depths. As her husband, I wanted to give her that. I needed to make sure she got it. I said to Sean, "Yes, take her. Make sure her hole is filled with as much as you can give."

		Sean grinned. "Promise."

		Ian pulled his wet cock from my wife's pussy.

		Veronica held her legs up to hold his deposit inside.

		Best wife ever.

		

	
		EPILOGUE

		

		I rubbed the bulge starting at her belly. It was barely noticeable.

		Veronica put her hand on mine.

		There was no way in knowing who fathered the pregnancy. Didn't matter. The father was Ian, or Sean, or myself. For the last four months, the three of us had kept my wife's pussy overflowing with sperm.

		She said, "Now that I'm pregnant, I'm going to let Justin, Eric, and Thomas fuck me, too."

		"Eaton told me he wants to give you a celebratory go in bed."

		Her eyes lit up. "Did you tell him yes?"

		"I told him it was up to you."

		She bounced a little. "I can't wait." She gave me a big, wet kiss. "Thank you for being the most perfect husband."

		"I love you, Ronni."

		"I love you, too."

		

		~ ~ ~

		

		People might think I'm strange. Well... I think other people are strange. Some people put live animals up their ass. Me? I like to share my wife.

		It doesn't hurt anyone and many people are happy. And there ain't nothing wrong with that.

		

		Thank you for reading Game Wife! I hope you enjoyed this raunchy tale of marital violations.

		For similar stories in this theme, check out these titles by Laran Mithras:

		Hot Bride – a girl with a condition requires a lot of sex. Can he deliver?

		Dani – former hotwife remarries. Can he convince her to be a hotwife again?

		Club 40 – she works for a sex club when her husband loses his job

		Hunting for Love – two divorced people engage their kink together

		Trading Game – husband watches his wife transform at a New Year's charity event

		Training the Bride – she meets a billionaire and is trained for sharing
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