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      Justine sat at the kitchen table with no top on, cards fanned out between her two hands held close together. She studied the hand she’d been dealt and hummed as she made her decision. Brad licked his lips while he watched his wife.

      Also sitting at the table were Steve, Trevor, and Fred. Friends of his, teammates on his softball team. One more guy in attendance: Rick. A friend of Justine’s from work.

      It was just after midnight now. Steve, Trevor, and Fred all went to Casey’s Sports bar for a few beers after the game with him. They’d come back to the house for a few more and they all find Justine hanging out with her buddy Rick. A few more pops were downed, some Xbox was played. Then around eleven o’clock someone wanted to play poker. They gathered at the kitchen table and dealt the cards. Forty-five minutes later they were playing strip poker.

      And it was Justine’s idea.

      So now they all sat at the kitchen table with the windows open and the sound of the nighttime crickets coming in. Steve was shirtless, and so was Fred. But all eyes were on Justine, naturally. She sat there studying her hand as if she didn’t have her tits out. Oh, but they were there; pert and slightly hanging forward because she had her elbows on the table. The nipples were plump but not hardened. Just lively. Enjoying the attention.

      Now her mouth was open and she tapped on her bright white teeth with the tip of a red-painted fingernail. She asked Trevor, the dealer, for another card.

      The hand went around the table, each of them making their decision and exchanging cards. Justine eyed them slyly over the fan of her cards with a big smile on her face.

      When it came to her again, she frowned this time. Now she placed the cards face down and brought her arms together. It squished her breasts and pushed them forward. She gathered her hands and looked at them all.

      She said, “Guys. What are we doing here?”

      Steve said, “Strip poker, Justine. It’s your turn and I think we’re about to see your shorts come down.”

      “That’s my point,” she said.

      Trevor asked, “What’s your point?”

      She looked up at the Tiffany lamp shade that hung over the table and squinted. She looked back down at them all and said, “What’s the point in this? We all know what we want. You guys want to see me naked, and I really want to take a peep at all of your dicks.”

      

      All the guys laughed. Brad didn’t. He scolded her quietly: “Justine.”

      “Oh relax, Brad. You know it.”

      Brad said to her, “I know what you look like naked. You know what I look like naked. There’s nothing in this for me.”

      “Look at Mr. Selfish,” she said and laughed.

      Steve said, “So what are you proposing?”

      “You show me yours and I’ll show you mine.”

      There was a nervous chuckle that passed through all the guys sitting at the table, not sure if she was serious or not. But hoping she was.

      She said, “What do you all say? This poker is a lot of work when we could just skip to the good stuff.”

      “You first,” Rick, her friend from work, said. He leaned forward and smiled devilishly at her.

      “Right?” she asked. “You guys have seen my titties, but you’re all wondering what my little kitty cat looks like. Is it all beefy, is it pink, is it brown? You’ve got questions.” She leaned forward again, smiling wider. “I’ve got questions, too.”

      Rick said, “What’s your question?”

      “It’s a fun little game that I usually play whenever I’m in a group of people. I ask myself—if there is however many dudes sitting here, like at this table—which one of these guys has got the biggest dick? You know what I mean? Like, somebody here has got the biggest one in the group and somebody has the smallest one. Then sometimes I like to think, like, what’s the difference in size between the guy with the smallest and the guy with the biggest?”

      Brad was sickened. He said, “This is what you think about? Are you serious or are you joking?”

      She said, “Kind of serious. I don’t do it all the time, but it does occur to me. And playing strip poker right now of course it popped into my mind.”

      Steve said, “Who do you think has the biggest one?”

      She narrowed her eyes and studied them all, her eyes moving from each of their faces, settling on Brad for a moment and smiling at him. Then she addressed the table: “I’m going to say it’s not Brad. I’m going to say it’s not my husband. Right now I’m thinking . . .” She paused for dramatic effect, and letting her eyes go over their faces again, she said, “I think maybe Rick. For now— Wait, it could be Fred. Just the name Fred sounds like a guy who might have a big one.”

      Fred laughed, and said, “I wish it worked that way.”

      She narrowed her eyes at him and said, “You’re saying it’s not you?”

      He shrugged, said, “I don’t know. Are you telling me you want to find out?”

      “Yeah, I want to find out.” Now she leaned back in her chair and folded her arms underneath her breasts. They rested on her tanned forearms. Her nipples had hardened to buds.

      Rick put up a hand to pause everyone before they would want to stand up and unzip their pants. He said, “You don’t want to play strip poker, but there’s no reason we can’t have fun with this, make a game of it.”

      “What do you mean?” Justine asked with a raised eyebrow. Her interest was piqued by his interruption.

      “You have to guess. I want to know how you would determine which one of us would be large. Without looking at our bulges, just from knowing us playing poker tonight.”

      

      Justine hummed and then said, “Okay. Everyone show me your hands.”

      All the guys extended their hands to hover over the tabletop with their fingers spread wide out. She eyeballed them all, came to the end and saw Brad had put his hands out.

      She looked up at him and said, “What are you doing? I know what’s between your legs.”

      “You’re not gonna let your husband play along?” Fred asked.

      “He can if he wants. But what’s the point? I know what he’s got.”

      Rick said, “Uh-oh. Doesn’t sound like she’s too impressed by it.”

      “It’s fine,” she replied drolly in a way that betrayed that it maybe wasn’t fine.

      “Okay. Noses. Let me look at your noses.” She raised her chin and squinted at them as if she wore glasses, though she didn’t. Each of them turned their faces from side-to-side so she could gauge the size of their noses. “Uh-huh,” she said, taking the new set of facts in. Now she said, “How about shoe size? Rick, you’ve got big feet. Are you a 12?”

      “I am,” Rick said with a single nod.

      She said, “Big feet. You know what that means.”

      Fred said, “Big shoes.”

      Justine laughed and said, “That’s about right in my experience. But I need a lot of data to make a judgment.”

      Fred said 11, Steve said 10 1/2, and Trevor also said 11.

      Brad said, “10, but apparently you know that and it doesn’t matter that you know it.”

      “Exactly,” she said to him.

      Rick said to Justine, “Is that enough, your honor? Do you need more?”

      She said, “What else do people say indicates penis size?”

      Everyone looked at each other for a moment, no one coming up with an answer. Fred offered, “Balls?”

      It got the entire table giggling like a bunch of school kids.

      When Justine regained her composure, she said, “Balls? Does ball size indicate penis size? I don’t think so. I’ve used the phrase All meat and no potatoes before.”

      Brad clucked his tongue and scowled at her. “You’ve used that before? You’ve been with a guy who was all meat and no potatoes?”

      “I guess. Don’t be so sore,” she scolded him. “We’re having fun.”

      He said, “Well, maybe you are.”

      Rick backed her up: “Play along, buddy.”

      It made Justine smile, and she said, “Yeah, buddy. Play along.”

      “Fine. If you want to act like some kind of cock slut.”

      Rick laughed and Justine laughed, too. “Cock slut?” she said.

      “That’s what he called you.” Rick said.

      She said, “But we’re talking about balls now, not cocks, Brad. Okay. Everyone whip your balls out. I’ll look at them and take it under advisement.” Now she leaned forward and put her elbows on the table expecting everyone to do what she asked.

      They did. Each of the guys stood up by the table and began doing down their zippers. She put up a hand to shield, and said, “Don’t let me accidentally see your cocks. This is balls only, right now. Okay?—get them out of your fly but I don’t want to see anything else because it’ll ruin the fun.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter 2

        

      

    

    
      They all grumbled with good humor. Brad wasn’t going to sit there and watch as everybody got their balls out, and though Justine had seen his many times, he stood up now too. He opened his zipper, pushed the front of his underwear down, reached into his fly with crawling fingers and pulled out his testicles. They dangled out the mouth of his open fly for a moment then began to shrink upward. He pulled on them a little.

      Across the table and standing next to Justine, her friend from work had his balls hanging out of his fly. They were big. Not as big as eggs, but very close.

      Justine began with Rick, ignoring everyone else and looking at what hung out of his fly. She gave it a good going over, said, “Those are some big balls.”

      “Thank you,” he said.

      She laughed a little. “Okay, Rick. Big feet, big balls. I see where this is going.”

      Rick looked directly at her and said, “I do too.” That got her attention. She held his gaze for a moment before then turning to look at Fred. His were presented to Justine and she looked at them.

      She said, “Pretty normal-looking. Not big, not little. I don’t know what to make of that. But I will say it looks like you shave them.”

      “I do,” Fred laughed.

      “Hm, I’m wondering if you shave your junk to make it look bigger.”

      Steve was next, and he tucked a finger underneath his sagging scrotum and flicked upward a little while she looked at it. She said, “They’re danglers. Also kind of big.”

      Steve asked her, “Do you even like balls?”

      She hummed again in consideration. She said, “I do. I don’t go crazy for them, but I do have to say that I like them.”

      Brad cleared his throat and asked her, “What do you like about them? What makes for a good set?” Just asking his wife had him getting hard and he squeezed himself through his pants. Why was he even playing along?

      Justine liked him asking her and she turned and smiled at him. “That’s a good question, baby. I don’t know. I like big ones. I don’t think I care if they’re shaved or hairy. That can be good either way. Big, not sagging, you know like really low down, and not all tight and bunched up either. So, big, maybe kind of hairy, and loose. I guess the word I would say is loose.”

      That would describe her friend Rick. Brad asked, “So who’s next?” his heart racing at how awful his wife was.

      Trevor showed her his. She said, “No offense, but kinda small. But I don’t know how I feel about that...” She tapped on her lower lip while she thought. “Kind of big feet. Big hands, small nose. Not the biggest set of balls. You could be one of those All meat and no potato guys.”

      That got everybody chuckling again. Even Brad thought it was funny and he knew he shouldn’t.

      She glanced at Brad’s balls and said, “Oh hello. I know you two.”

      That got a good laugh from them all.

      Rick led the way now. “So, Justine. What’s your verdict? Who here’s going to have the biggest one?”

      She sat back as she considered. She looked at them all again, her eyes going over their presented testicles. She said, “You guys can sit down. Put those things away.”

      It was taking too long to consider, so Steve was the one who presented the next idea: “Wait a second. How about you? We were supposed to see something.”

      “All in due time,” she said.

      Brad asked his wife, “What do you think, Justine?” He was anxious. He rubbed his fingers on his palms and found them cold and sweaty. He should be so mad right now, but he was dying to hear what she thought.

      Justine said, “I think my good buddy Rick here has got the biggest dick in the room.” She pointed her finger at him without looking, but she narrowed her eyes on Fred. She said, “But I still have a good feeling about you.”

      Brad said, “So what do we do now?”

      She said, “I think now you all show me your dicks.”

      

      Brad’s stomach fluttered and he hitched his breath. He felt the room go a little sideways for a moment. These guys had played baseball with him today. He wasn’t that familiar with them, but they were on his team the whole season. He knew them pretty well. Now they were going to take their dicks out and show his wife? And why wasn’t he more angry? Why was he letting Justine get away with this?

      There was no time for questions, because all of them eagerly stood up now and undid the top button of their pants. Brad didn’t join in. Justine was right. She’d seen his before. And he had a feeling that he wasn’t going to do well in this room.

      Just like that, everyone’s pants came down and balls and dicks fell out from under shirttails and hung over the table.

      One penis in particular caught Justine’s immediate attention. It was Rick’s. A guy she worked with every day. Sitting only a foot away from her. When he pulled his pants down his huge penis tumbled out and the head of it tapped the table right next to her elbow.

      “Holy shit,” she said with wide eyes. She stared at it for a moment longer, then said, “What the hell is that thing?”

      Rick put his hands on his hips and said, “That’s first prize.”

      It brought chuckles and Justine agreed enthusiastically: “It sure is. Wow.” Her hand went out and she gripped it in the middle and bent it so the hole faced her. Underneath, his large testicles swayed. “That is absolutely the biggest dick I’ve ever seen. I had no idea.”

      Rick said, “You had some idea.”

      

      Brad asked, “You had an idea?”

      She shrugged but smirked. “I don’t know.”

      Rick said, “Yeah, sure she doesn’t know.”

      Justine acted bashful and cupped her hands around her mouth and nose. “What do you mean?” she said, her voice muffled.

      To Brad, Rick said, “Justine’s a bit of a cock watcher.”

      Justine hooted and laughed, pushed at Rick’s waist with both hands. Rick made to grab them but missed. His cock swung between his legs, the large head tapping each thigh. Justine moaned, and her cheeks were red.

      Rick laughed. “You know you are, Justine.”

      “No, I’m not,” she said.

      “Justine watches bulges,” he said to Brad.

      “No, I don’t,” she said, but she was still smiling enough she showed her teeth.

      “We caught her peeking a few times.”

      “Who?” she said.

      “A couple of us.”

      “Oh. A couple of you guys talk?”

      “What? Is that so bad?”

      “What do you guys say?” she said, clasping her hands together and resting her cheek on them and watching Rick. Her chin was tilted so she could regard his face, but Brad could see her eyes drift down to watch that thing between his legs, hanging below the shirttails.

      “What do you think we say? We say we’d like to show you if you wanna look.”

      “Oh-ho, you do?”

      “Now I just showed it to you. And you asked for it.”

      “Are you going to tell everybody at work?”

      “I play my cards close to my chest.”

      “If you know what’s good for you,” Justine said.

      Rick said, “Now you’re just stalling.”

      “I am?” she said.

      Fred said, “Yeah, you are.”

      “Stalling for what?”

      Brad knew what it was. Rick was the one to say it: “Show and tell.”

      Justine’s eyes went narrow. She said, “What do you want to see?”

      Rick said, “What we’re owed. What you’re dying to show us.”

      She said, “I’m not dying to show you anything.”

      “You sure are,” he said.

      She sat back from the table and hooked an elbow over the crest rail. One bare breast hung and swayed, the nipple erect. She said, “Here? In the kitchen?”

      “The light’s good in here.”

      Brad said, “This is where we eat.”

      All the faces turned to watch him. It was a strange thing to say, and he wasn’t sure why he said it. His voice was thick and his mind foggy. Justine smirked, Rick laughed, and then the others followed. Fred standing next to him nudged him with an elbow.

      Rick said, “Yeah, your husband’s right. We can’t do this here.” He bent and put his arms around Justine. She was reluctant, frowning, but lifting her arms at the same time. As he got closer and hugged her, she struggled to resist him.

      “What are you doing?”

      “You’re going to show us what we want to see.”

      “I’ll show you, I’ll show you,” she laughed. “Maybe.” She patted at his thick arms, then Rick hoisted her up right out of the seat and threw her over his shoulder. Justine squealed and kicked her legs and her slippers fell off. Now she beat on Rick’s back—hard, beefy sounds against his muscle. He slapped her bottom and she squealed brighter.

      Brad turned to see the other guy’s faces. They looked like hungry dogs watching something they would soon devour. They’d let the alpha take what was his first but they would destroy what was remaining. His stomach flipped over, but instead of feeling sick, he felt riled and excited and crazy.

      His feet were moving before he knew what was happening. Fred got ahead of him, and he watched the guy’s bare ass. His pants were around his ankles, and he shuffled along the hallway toward the bedroom.

      Brad looked down to see his own feet shuffling, his own pants hooped around his socked ankles. He stopped and pulled his feet out, then quick-stepped to get behind Fred again. Steve stopped as well, leaning against the wall and using his hands to pry his tight pants off.

      “Which one is it?” Rick asked.

      Justine said, “No way. I’m not showing you.”

      Rick laughed. “You know you’re going to show us. You can’t wait to show us. Which room is your bedroom?”

      “I’m not telling you,” she hollered. She beat her balled fists on his back again, all smiles.

      Fred said, “Brad, which room?”

      Brad said, “Second one on the right,” his voice a low drone that he didn’t recognize.

      Justine complained. “Brad! What a traitor.”

      Rick laughed and spanked her bottom; then they were at the door. Rick gave the knob a quick jiggle then bumped it with a knee, hoisting Justine up higher onto his shoulder. Justine made a huffing sound and folded her arms up. She put a pretend-surly face on as if this was all against her will.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter 3

        

      

    

    
      Rick went in the bedroom first with Justine on a shoulder and the guys came up behind him. Four guys with no pants, one sassy, dirty-mouth wife. It was salacious, it was wild. Brad should be scrambling to his gun safe right now, but instead his cock was throbbing hard.

      He looked at the others. All of them with their shirts on, cocks hanging down below the hems. His was sticking upright. Hard, erect, and furious. He put his hand over his heart and could feel it beating inside his chest.

      “Are you . . . going to . . . going to show them?”

      Justine said, “I’m showing them nothing.”

      Brad said, “A deal’s a deal.”

      “Whose side are you on?” Justine said. “What kind of husba—”

      Then she was hollering, thrown off Rick’s shoulder with ease and landing on the bed, bouncing twice. She shot her knees up and turned to the side, grabbed her arms around her ankles and curled in a shrimp shape.

      “You guys get out of here,” she said, still smiling.

      Fred said, “We showed you ours.”

      Steve said, “Fair is fair,” and nudged Brad.

      Brad said, “Don’t keep us waiting.”

      Justine made a shocked face and locked her eyes on his. She looked bewildered and scared. It was all an act. Justine wanted this and she was being coy. Being coy excited her. This was the Justine he knew when they dated. The one from before. The one that thrilled him and excited him. He licked his lips and waited.

      Rick was impatient. He said, “Game time’s over, Justine. Are you a woman of your word or not?”

      She said, “I hardly got to see anything.”

      Rick said, “You saw plenty.”

      She said, “No, I didn’t,” and pouted.

      Rick got on his knees next to her on the bed, his penis and balls swayed before her and she watched them. He grabbed himself roughly around the base, holding a ring of finger and thumb around his penis and testicles, lifted and presented them to her.

      She squinted as if she didn’t like what she saw and he wagged his heavy package at her. He said, “You see that? You see it now? You look at it every day through my pants, now you see it for real.”

      “No, I don’t,” she exclaimed and made a funny almost giggling sound. She turned up her nose.

      He brought it closer, leaning over her now with his knees on one side, his hands spread out on the other side of her.

      “Don’t you put that in my face,” she said.

      Rick shook it again and brought it very near her mouth.

      “Don’t,” she said, and batted it away.

      Rick laughed, and looked over his shoulder at the other guys. He avoided Brad’s gaze.

      Rick said to Justine, “You got your look. Now you show us.”

      “No,” she said, and pinched her face up.

      He said scoldingly, “Justine.”

      “No,” she said again.

      Rick had big hands and he lay them now over both of her bare knees, prying them apart and Justine laughed and struggled. Rick was strong, and he pushed her legs apart and she squirmed underneath him. She still wore her panties, and as Rick got her legs spread wider, she shoved her hands down to cover herself. Rick hooked one finger in the side of her panties and began to tug them downward. She said, “One quick look.”

      “You got a good look at mine.”

      She said, “You did that. I would’ve done with a quick look.”

      “Oh no, you wouldn’t,” he said.

      She laughed, and batted at his dangling penis again. It swung and bounced off his thigh. She took it and gripped it now. Held it and squeezed. She seemed to relax then, as if a calmness came over her.

      As the calm spread in his wife, the tension ratcheted higher in Brad, watching his wife’s hand grip her co-worker’s big penis.

      As Rick tugged at her panties, Justine arched her back to lift her hips and he pulled them free. Slowly, her sex was uncovered. Justine didn’t shave herself but she kept it neat and trimmed. As her pubic hair was revealed, she slipped a hand down to cover herself. One hand on Rick’s big hanging member, the other hand pressed between her legs.

      Rick tugged and pulled on her panties as she swiveled her hips. He got them free, pulled them down to her knees, and Justine did the rest. She kicked her calves and ankles, worked her panties down until she could foot-fling them aside.

      

      Fred stood and watched, mouth hanging open, his eyes wild. He kept rubbing his fingers against his palms. Steve watched with a wild look as well, chewing at his lower lip, then swallowing thickly.

      Justine whispered, “One quick look, guys.”

      Rick said, “Show me.”

      “No,” she said in cute defiance and smiled.

      “You love games, don’t you?”

      Justine said, “I do love games.”

      Rick took the point of one finger and pushed one of her knees down. It stayed there, and now he opened the other knee, pressing his finger to push the other leg wider. Now Justine was bared to them except for her covering little hand with its winking wedding ring.

      Rick’s middle finger was moving again, tracing along the back of her wrist and down her pinky finger. He took the edge of her nail and lifted her pinky. She kept it raised. He ran a finger down her next finger, pausing to circle the diamond on her ring. Down then, grabbing the edge of her fingernail and lifting that finger as well. The edge of her vulva was visible, her pubic hair ran the edge of her hand in a scraggly trim. Now he raised her middle finger. Justine was breathing heavy. Brad held his churning stomach and watched.

      Now Rick took her index finger and said, “One more little piggy.”

      “Piggies are toes,” Justine giggled, then her hand lifted and showed Rick a very direct view of that most intimate hot, wet, pink space of hers.

      Brad drew in a long draggy breath. Steve did the same, drawing a hoarse whisking through his nose.

      Justine kept her hand free, hovering over her pubic bone ready to cover herself again. In a timid voice, she said, “Is it a pretty little kitty?”

      “It sure is,” Rick said, angling his head to admire between her legs.

      Justine let her hand close over it again. She said, “Somebody’s growing.”

      Brad looked to see her hand that held Rick’s member give a squeeze. He’d definitely grown. It looked gargantuan in her grip.

      Rick said, “Show me that kitty again.”

      She said, “I’m afraid what’s going to happen to this guy”—giving his big cock a twisting pull and squeeze—“if it gets another look-see at my little lady.”

      “You let me worry about that,” Rick said.

      “Something tells me I’m the one that should be worried. One girl alone in a room, nothing on, all these men watching me with their cocks out.”

      Rick looked over his shoulder now, took in the spectators. He said, “What do you think is going to happen?”

      “I don’t know. But it could be terrible. Terrible things can happen in this room tonight.” Her voice took on a frightened flare.

      Rick said, “Come on and show me that kitty.”

      “Your monster’s already growing too big.”

      Rick took her hand that held his cock and moved it on him. Justine began to stroke him in a milking fashion. Gripping near the base and gulping downward. Rick said, “I think terrible things are already underway.”

      “Me too,” Justine whispered, and moved her hand away to uncover her pussy for them all to see.

      Rick’s hand touched the inside of her thigh, and now it was Justine’s turn to hiss air. He grazed the backside of his knuckles along her smooth creamy skin, making his way inexorably to that gleaming pink part of her. Justine began to writhe under his touch and uttered a soft moaning sound. When he touched her pussy, she hissed louder and arched her back.

      Rick said, “Just a little look-see?”

      She chuckled and moaned. “Maybe a little more.”

      “Just a little more,” Rick agreed.

      Brad looked to the left now. He’d been erect for a while, but he saw he was being joined. Comrades in hardness. All his friends sprouted arousal now. Steve’s was sticking outward straight ahead, looking strangely independent. Fred’s huge balls hung under his growing member. It was outward but hanging down with a curve that bent its top side. Trevor’s cock was a normal girth, but surprisingly long.

      Rick worked the back of his hand up and down Justine until her pussy made wet sounds. She made soft grunting noises and wiggled under his touch. Her eyes fluttered and she looked at his huge member as she stroked it in her hand. She let it go now, and held his testicles. She whispered, “I knew you had a big one.”

      “You’ve known for a long time.”

      Brad’s hair tickled at the back of his neck.

      “I suspected,” she said and smiled. Then her chin tucked into her collarbone and she looked down at the foot of the bed at all the men’s cocks, then at last her eyes drifted to Brad.

      She said to him, “What’s happening here? Everyone’s got a big hard-on for me?”
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      Fred and Trevor chuckled, and Steve took a step forward.

      She said, “Let me take a look at them.”

      Fred cleared his throat, said, “Can I get on the bed?”

      Justine thought about it for a second, then said, “You can get on the bed.”

      Fred moved now until he stood at the pillows. Justine watched him walk, her eyes on one thing only. His fat erection nodded and wagged between his legs.

      She said, “Did you get a good look, Fred?”

      “No.”

      She said, “You can take a look,” then, tilting her chin to the foot of the bed, said to Steve, “You should come and take a closer look, too.”

      Steve came around the other side of the bed and Justine watched between his legs.

      Fred got on the bed and worked himself closer to Justine’s head on his knees. His cock bobbed above her shoulder. He leaned forward, looking between her legs upside down. Rick moved his hand away and showed him Justine’s pussy.

      “Oh wow, look at that,” he said.

      Justine said, “You like it?”

      He said, “It’s a hot one.”

      “It’s a hot one? Is that something you say?”

      He said, “I’ve never had a lady ask me before.”

      “A lady? Why thank you,” she said and moved her hand now, letting his outright penis rest across her palm. She said, “You’ve got a hot one, too.”

      Fred’s eyes rolled back as he felt this woman who was another man’s wife holding the underside of his erect penis.

      “You like that? Maybe I shouldn’t do that in case something bad happens.” Her happy expression turned tentative.

      Fred moaned and sawed his hips, fucking his thick cock into her cupped palm.

      Trevor worked his way into the group with his hips thrust forward. His long cock was impressive, though not as much as Rick’s monster.

      “Oh hey,” Justine said, seeing it coming and looking pleased. “That’s a big one, too.”

      Trevor thrusted it near her and she rubbed her fingers under the dribbling cock head. She’d touched another man’s semen.

      Now she looked down the bed again at the remaining man standing there. Her husband. Standing there with his meager erection, but the hardest one in the room right now, absolutely aching and throbbing for her.

      Justine crinkled her nose and said, “Should we keep going?”

      He said, “You don’t think you should?”

      “This is a terrible idea.”

      He cleared his throat. “It sure . . . is,” he said after catching his breath.

      “This would be a terrible thing for us to do.”

      “If you did it.”

      “I don’t have to do it.”

      “You don’t.” The room was quiet for a few heartbeats, then he said, “You don’t. But . . . if you want to . . .”

      Justine bit her lower lip and shrugged her shoulders. Rick’s hand worked knuckles through her slick folds. She held Fred’s fat penis. Rick’s enormous member, that had apparently provoked much curiosity from his bad wife, hung near her hip bone. They’d come this far. They’d come this far because she wanted to. This was where she would stop. Now it was in her husband’s hands.

      He said, “A little more.”

      She nodded. To Rick now, she said, “A little more.”

      Rick gave him a look and nothing was said but they watched each other’s eyes. Rick said, “A little more.”

      The knuckles he worked between her legs slowed, and his hand turned so his fingers touched her. Brad watched as the man slid his big middle finger slowly inside his wife. The room fell startlingly quiet. The only sound was the wet mucus of her sexual membranes as they were penetrated by another man.

      “Oh, oh,” she sighed. She caressed Rick’s wrist. Her other hand took a grip on Fred’s erection. He’d grown completely and fully hard now. His cock was a mighty looking tool when it was erect, so thick Justine’s grip couldn’t circle it, not too long to be worrisome, maybe the same length as his own or just a bit longer, but the head was a plump rounded knot.

      “Oh, that feels good,” she sighed and began to swivel her hips against Rick’s finger.

      Rick withdrew that finger and teased at her slit. He worked his fingertip downward, dragged it upward and curled loops around her clitoral hood. When he pushed it back in, he used two fingers bound together and it made Justine gasp. “Oh God. Oh God, oh wow.”

      

      He’d never seen his wife’s pussy so swollen and wet. Justine wanted to be fucked tonight. His wife wanted Rick, and her husband, and all her husband’s friends to fuck her tonight. Had his wife been one of those girls all this time? A girl who’d take a train?

      She always had a dirty mouth, always loved sex, and was straightforward about it . . . but a gang bang?

      But sure enough, there was no doubt about it, this was where the night was headed—since Justine’s masculine friend from work right now was fingering her. Justine pumping against his hand. Her heels were planted in the mattress and her butt was lifted up off the bedding, rolling in circles. She was so wet the room was filled with the slick suction sound of Rick’s plunging fingers. And Rick had grown half hard. His huge dangling penis lengthened by inches, halfway down his thighs, but beginning to lift outward from his body.

      Justine’s head rolled on the mattress, loving what this other man was doing with his fingers. In her other hand she held Fred’s grotesquely thick cock. Jerking it. And now Rick put a hand out on the other side of her head, leaning forward while he still fingered her. His heavy penis batted against her cheek then rested there.

      Justine was eager to have it in her mouth, turning her head with her eyelashes fluttering, opening her lips, pushing out her tongue and licking along the side of his cock head. Rick dipped his hips and dunked it into her open and waiting mouth. Justine sucked on it.

      The sight weakened Brad’s knees and he grew a little hazy. He looked around the bed, Steve and Trevor in waiting. Both of their erections thrust out from their body, fully engorged, scribbled with the veins, upright and ready for action. Both of them were larger than him. Steve’s longer but the same thickness, his big bigger balls dangling below. Trevor was really long, also the same width. The head of his cock came to a narrow point. Pre-come dribbled and pooled down his shaft, down between what Justine had said were small balls. They didn’t look much different than his own.

      Now with that terrible thought—matched with the awful sight and its terrible implications—his stomach flexed autonomously. He also pulsed pre-come. Five men and his wife. Five men were going to have sex with Justine tonight.

      As soon as he wondered who would go first—who would make the first move—Justine was ready to make that decision on her own. With one hand jerking Fred, her other hand gripping and milking Rick into her mouth, she pulled her sucking mouth along Rick’s growing cock head, making a wet plop, and then gasped, “I need a cock.”

      Rick laughed, said, “You’ve got two right now.”

      Justine groaned, tightened her stomach and lifted her butt right up off the bed. Rick fingered her faster, making her sing a high breathy note.

      Rick said, “Yeah, I’d say you definitely need need a cock. . . . Who do you want first?”

      

      Justine bit her lower lip, then looked up at Fred, and wagged his thick, stubby cock. “Not you, Fred. I don’t think I’m ready for this yet.”

      She craned her neck so she could kiss the top side of Rick’s enormous dangling penis. She said, “And not you either, obviously.” Then she cast her gaze down near the foot of the bed, gauging who she would pick out of the remaining three men.

      For some reason, Brad thrust his hips forward to show his wife how hard he was. It was a strange and weird feeling. Like Little League when he was a preteen. A gesture of pick me, pick me, pick me! But she wasn’t going to pick him and he knew that before she even made her choice. Still he thrust his cock out toward her. And so did his friends. Both Steve and Trevor closing in, showing her what they had. Both average girth, both long, Trevor the longest.

      Justine pointed a toe toward Steve. “I want that one.”

      Brad groaned with disappointment, and it was a humorous sound: the woman’s husband groaning because he was wasn’t picked. It was outrageous. They were a pack of wild animals and all the paperwork that said Justine belonged to Brad meant nothing right now. It was Justine’s choice. Justine was picking from her pack of dogs. There was the alpha. And that was Rick. Then there was Fred, like his lieutenant wolf. The rest were just a bunch of betas looking for scraps. The hurt was exquisitely sexual. A dark primal knot in his center that tightened. It brought him the strangest excitement. It was a natural pecking order. It didn’t matter that Justine was his—they were all going to fuck her. He would just have to accept his position.

      Steve was eager, getting onto the bed. A few hours ago, they’d been playing baseball together. Steve at third base, just a bunch of guys getting some exercise so they could write off the beers and pizza they would have afterward. Now all of a sudden, the third baseman was going to get his hard dick wet inside the outfielder’s beautiful and horny wife. It made Brad clutch his stomach, and he pushed down every urge to stop this from happening.

      Brad watched as Steve worked on his knees, getting between Justine’s legs. His good-sized cock was hard as can be, pointing upright. The foreskin had retracted, and his purple-gray helmet was fat with pumping blood.

      Steve was practically shaking, dropping down on top of Justine, kissing her neck, so eager to get his cock inside her. Justine hugged his back, stroked him, putting him in his place. Steve was a beta. Steve was a warm-up.

      But now Brad watched as Steve thumbed forward his erection, pushed the fleshy point into Justine’s sopping wet sex. Steve pulled back on his shaft to fully retract his foreskin and his big bullet head sunk into Justine’s opening. Then he let it go, thrust his hands under Justine’s armpits, his back arched and he sunk every inch he had inside her. Justine’s knees raised, and she let out a soft moan.

      Steve began to fuck her, going slow at first, his large, dangling balls swinging around and slapping against Justine’s butt cheeks as his cock reamed in and out of her. Justine made soft gasps, her hands holding Steve’s waist, stroking up his sides and back down again. It wasn’t long before Steve’s body began to jolt, and his breath came in ragged snorts. Rick patted Steve’s shoulder and said, “Don’t come inside her.”

      Steve was disappointed, saying to Rick, “No?” He showed Rick his disappointment.

      Rick thought about it, then said, “No, go ahead. Come inside her.”

      Steve let go a relieved exhale, collapsed over Justine on his elbows, his back curled. He fucked Justine hard. Justine softly gasped with each thrust, her knees up, her feet bobbing over Steve’s butt with the motion of his thrusts. His balls slapped and swayed, and he fucked Justine faster and faster until he finally began stabbing into her and holding it deep, growling and grunting, almost sobbing, pulling back and stabbing in again, holding himself deep inside Justine as he ejaculated inside her.
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      Steve went still, panting for breath, fully impaled inside Justine, and Justine’s hands smoothed his back. Patting him, letting him know he was a good boy, and his turn was over.

      Steve pulled out, exhausted, cheeks blushing. Brad watched as Steve’s hard cock slipped out of his wife, dragging out a long line of semen, the two of them still connected by seminal fluid for a moment before the spew seeped into the bedding.

      As the seed slipped from Justine’s pussy, Steve sat panting, feet and hands on the bed, knees up, his stomach heaving in and out, his eyes gone glassy. His glistening erection pointed up still, the foreskin beginning to close over the swollen head.

      Trevor couldn’t wait any longer, getting on the bed on his knees, looking to get into position. Brad reached for him, held him back. “Who says it’s you?”

      Trevor looked his way, and it was like they were strangers. There was a glimmer of recognition, but this was a pack of dogs looking to mate. Suddenly Trevor’s friend Brad didn’t mean anything to Trevor anymore. It was the wild face of a desperate man.

      Justine put out her foot, pressed Steve’s long cock against his stomach. She said, “You’re so long,” stroked her foot up and down, and pre-come spilled from Steve’s slit. She said, “You’re next, Steve. Brad goes last.”

      Rick smiled. Fred smiled too, looking Brad’s way. The man who thought he owned this woman was just put in his place. Last place.

      Brad puffed out his chest like a bantam rooster, manufacturing pride. He was only going last because he was loved the most. Justine knew what it was like with her husband already, and she wanted to save him—save the best—for last.

      “Looks like I am next,” Trevor said, scrambling to get between Justine’s legs.

      But Justine brought her knees together, said to Trevor, “Oh no. You’re not thick.”

      Trevor’s momentary glee was dashed, and he looked forlorn a moment. Justine just insulted his dick, hadn’t she?

      With her knees pressed together, Justine rolled to her side, then got on her stomach. She wagged her bottom from side to side. Trevor didn’t hesitate. He spat in his hand, stroked the end of his cock, got on his knees behind Justine, who lay face down in the bed, looking over her shoulder, arms clutched across her chest and resting on her elbows.

      How did Trevor know what to do so quickly? Was Brad the only person who’d never been in a gang bang before? Was this his wife’s first gang bang? It didn’t seem like it.

      Any time Brad had to ponder was gone as he watched Trevor use two thumbs to peel back Justine’s butt cheeks and expose her tight little back hole. Trevor understood Justine’s assessment of his long narrow penis. He put it in place, let Justine’s cheeks close on him, rested on his hands and pushed himself into her bottom. Justine moaned and kicked her legs.

      Trevor fucked Justine prostrate and flat on the bed until Justine began to get into it. She made soft moans of pleasure, little gasps of enjoyment, the occasional grunt of pain when Trevor went too deep. He was long.

      Soon, the more Justine enjoyed it, she raised higher on all fours while Trevor still fucked her. Her head hung down, hair swaying on the bedding. She moaned and groaned as she was fucked in the ass from behind.

      Justine hissed over her shoulder, calling for her husband, “Brad, Brad.”

      “What is it?” he said, coming to her side.

      “My pussy.”

      “What about it?”

      “Touch it.”

      Brad scooped his hand underneath his wife’s body, flattened it on her warm stomach, and dipped between her legs. But now he was face-to-face with Trevor, watching his baseball friend’s fuck-face as he took another man’s wife from behind. Trevor grimaced, biting his lip, eyes squinting and opening, beads of sweat beginning on his brow, one rolling down his cheekbone. This guy who he played baseball with tonight was fucking his wife. Right in front of him. They were face-to-face. He could feel the man’s snorting exhales on the damp of his hot sweaty chest. Their eyes met a moment. Brad’s fingers wriggled in circles over his wife’s clit, stroking down and through her furrowed membranes that spilled her juices.

      Trevor made a wowed expression like he couldn’t believe this. Can you believe this, Brad?

      Brad couldn’t. Yes, you’re fucking my wife. I can not believe that. Do you think I can believe it?

      Brad raised his own eyebrows in disbelief, feeling his wife’s legs beginning to shake. Justine made a high desperate keening sound and he knew his wife was about to come. He let Trevor know. “She’s going to come.”

      Trevor chomped harder on his lower lip, gripped Justine’s hips and began to fuck her ass harder and faster.

      “Yes-yes-yes,” Justine began to chant, and then she was coming—crying out, gasping, moaning, practically collapsing in the bedding. She fell forward and Trevor chased her, his cock never leaving her back hole.

      As she lay panting, face down in the bedding, Trevor continued to fuck her fast and hard. The bed shook. Brad swayed as his friend began to growl and groan from impending orgasm. Then Trevor was coming, stabbing deep into Justine’s bottom. Drawing back, pushing in. Then he was done. Spent. Pulling his long cock out of her, semen still dribbling. Trevor stepped back off the bed, giving room for the next man to take his turn.

      

      And that would be Fred. Everyone knew their order now. Rick took prime spot, but his cock was huge, and Justine needed to be worked in to accommodate him. Brad would be last. Brad would use the lubrication of the other men to fuck his own wife with his smaller cock. The awfulness of that realization had him pushing his hand on his stomach. But loving it. Loved being put in his place.

      Justine rolled over, looking worn-out, but still hungry for cock. She got on her back again, breasts swaying on her chest a moment until she collapsed, put her hands above her head and raised her knees, legs out wide, pussy open and exposed, ready for impalement.

      “Go easy,” she said to Fred, reminding him of his tremendous girth.

      Rick moved closer to Justine again, knees on the pillows. Justine leaned aside, knees still up, hoisted Rick’s mighty member and pushed it into her mouth. She sucked him while Fred got in place.

      Fred’s cock wasn’t long, but it was a handful. He got between Justine’s legs and she closed them around him, locking her ankles behind his buttocks. Fred lowered.

      Brad scooted back to witness this monstrously thick thing push into his wife. Fred’s shaved balls hugged up tight to his body. His wide erection pushed into Justine. She made a pained sound in her throat while she still sucked Rick’s cock. But then Fred was inside, sinking into her all the way he could.

      Brad watched as his wife’s toes curled and her ankles locked together. Her feet flexed and her thighs squeezed tight around Fred’s waist. Fred fucked her slow at first, letting her get used to his thick size, but soon they were rolling, the bed rocking as Fred fucked her. He gave it to her in steady syncopation, hands on either side, back arched, knees out. That beefy cock reamed in and out of Justine’s tight pussy at a steady pace.

      Rick grew to full hardness in Justine’s mouth. She couldn’t suck him very well when he was fully engorged, so she used two hands and her tongue.

      Then Fred was snorting, getting close to orgasm. His pale back was blushed, and his balls had completely pulled up inside his body. It was just that fat meat pole going in and out of Justine like a piston. “I’m gonna come,” he warned her.

      Justine nodded, humming an uh-huh, and Fred repeated, “God, I’m going to fucking come.” It was like he was letting Rick know as well. Not asking for permission, but giving the alpha a chance to forbid it. Rick didn’t interfere.

      In Rick’s absence of admonishment, Fred triple-timed, fucking Justine hard enough the headboard rattled. Justine gasped and cried, abandoned Rick’s huge cock, and wrapped her arms around Fred’s neck. Eyes closed, her chin thrusted up to the ceiling. “Fuck, yes, harder, oh, harder,” she cried. “Oh my God, oh my God.”

      Fred grunted and snorted. His body shone with sweat. Justine’s grip around his waist with her legs locked tighter. Tight enough to make Fred grunt louder. That fat cock plowed quicker and quicker, in and out of her. Justine loved it.

      “Fuck yes, fuck yes,” she shouted.

      “Oh God, Oh God!”

      They came together, both of them letting out an exultant roar. Fred an animal, Justine a high singing note. Fred stabbed, held, stabbed and held. Then he collapsed on her. Justine panted and panted, then began to laugh, she patted Fred’s back. “Oh my God, Fred, your cock is so fat.”

      Fred chuckled, and heaved himself off of her. When he pulled his sausage out, he left Justine’s pussy gaping. Her slit stayed open in an O shape, semen spilling. She closed her legs, mushed her wedding-finger hand between her legs to sooth her pounded pussy.

      “Oh my God, I’m still so freaking horny,” she said, looking to Rick.
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      It was Rick’s turn. He backed off the mattress. Justine got bashful. This had all been a warm-up before the main act.

      Now the real predator in the room stalked to the foot of the bed. Justine grabbed pillows, wedged them under her back so she would be comfortable, pulled one to her chest and hugged it, giving Rick a sly smile as he approached. And Rick was all confidence. A big, good-looking guy. Best looking guy in the group. Biggest feet. Also the biggest penis. It wagged out in front of him, and Justine’s eyes lowered to regard it.

      Rick prowled up the bed from the foot, getting over Justine, the pillow still between them. He kissed her. Justine tilted her chin and took this other man’s mouth. That absurd intimacy drove a spike in Brad. Sharper than watching his baseball friends fuck her.

      They began to kiss and mouth on one another passionately. Moaning while they kissed. Justine’s hands rubbed Rick’s muscular sides. Rick kissed her expertly. Their mouths came apart, and Brad could see that Justine had given Rick her tongue. Her eyes were shining and eager as she watched what Rick would do next.

      Rick pinched the pillow between thumb and first knuckle and flung it aside. Justine laughed and covered her breasts.

      “Suddenly a lady.”

      Justine said, “I’m always a lady.”

      “You are,” he said. “Hottest lady I know.”

      Justine batted her eyes. “Am I?”

      It made Rick laugh. He swept a hand down between them, stroking up the inside of her thigh and cupping her pussy. He put two fingers inside her until her mouth hinged open. He kissed her again, and Justine pushed out her tongue so he could suck it. He did, enjoying it. He said, “I love the taste of your mouth.”

      “I love the feel of your hand,” she moaned, hips humping her pussy unto his penetrating fingers.

      “Are you ready for some real dick?”

      She giggled and said, “That’s why I’m here. I’ve wanted your big dick for a long time.”

      “I’ve wanted this pussy since I met you.”

      “You did not.”

      “You have no fucking idea how bad I’ve wanted it. You put it in my face every chance you get.”

      They both laughed. Justine said, “You certainly don’t mind showing off what you’re packing.”

      “I can’t help performing when I’ve got an audience. I love when you look at my bulge.”

      Justine put her hand between them, taking Rick’s huge cock underhanded and gently stroking. She moaned at the large feel of him in her hand. The two of them renewed kissing and tongue-twirling, and looking in each other’s eyes.

      While he looked in Justine’s eyes, Rick said to Brad, “Your wife’s a little flirt around the office.”

      Brad said, “She is?”

      Justine chuckled, eyes locked on Rick’s, hand still struggling to circle his massive organ while she jerked him.

      Rick said, “I can tell when she’s in heat.”

      “I get so horny sometimes,” Justine said.

      “I’m going to fuck you so good, Justine.”

      “Shut up and do it,” Justine said, let Rick’s dick go, stretched her arms above her head and wedged them under the pillows. Rick kissed her chest, tongued her armpits and her nipples, shifted on his knees to get his dick at the right angle to enter her. Justine drew up her knees, the soles of her feet sliding on the bedding. She let her legs fall open wide, tucked her chin down to watch Rick put it inside her.

      “What if I can’t take that thing?”

      “You’re so wet right now.”

      “I’m so crazy horny,” she said.

      “I’m going to give you what you want,” Rick said, and pushed the engorged end of his cock inside her with a sick squelching sound.

      Justine’s eyes fluttered and she let out a breathy exhale as she lifted her chin. “Oh God,” she moaned.

      “Fuck, you’re tight,” he said.

      Brad gripped his own aching cock, afraid he would shoot his load prematurely before he got a chance to get a turn with his wife. But he couldn’t tear his eyes away, angling himself so he could see this other huge man stroke his cock into her.

      Rick’s oversized cock spread open Justine’s little pussy. Inch by inch, it disappeared inside her. Justine made soft sounds in her throat. Indications of pleasure and overwhelm. Rick’s cock was too big, this was all too much.

      Only halfway in, Rick withdrew. She mewled and her mouth downturned. She wanted him back inside.

      Rick eased inside Justine again, this time deeper. It got Justine’s legs rising. She hooked them around Rick’s back. This was her fourth lover of the evening. The one she really wanted. The one who turned her on the most. This was her true finale. In the vernacular, her husband would be getting sloppy fifths. Why was that so incredibly exciting? He couldn’t even fathom it. But as much as it hurt and walloped him with psychic pain, the throbbing of his cock and the driving hum of his sex engine were undeniable. This was where he wanted to be. He wanted to watch his lusty wife get the fucking she craved.

      Justine was watching him as Rick eased it in and out of her, letting her slick sheath grow accustomed to him. She whispered, “Tell Rick to fuck me.”

      “He’s doing it.”

      “I need you to tell him.”

      “Why?”

      She looked cross. “It turns me on,” she whispered.

      Brad moved closer, looking at the side of Rick’s face. For some reason he was embarrassed, saying quietly, hoping only Rick would hear, “Fuck her.”

      Rick’s eyes were on Justine, but he spoke to Brad. “You want me to fuck her?”

      “Fuck her,” Brad repeated.

      “I knew I was going to fuck her tonight. Knew it. With you and your friends here or not.”

      “I think he’s right,” Brad said to Justine.

      “No way,” Justine whispered.

      “Yes way,” Rick said and laughed, using the knuckle of his forefinger to get Justine to face him.

      Justine rolled her eyes, then looked away. “Just fuck me, Rick. Brad tell him to fuck me.”

      “Fuck her. Fuck my wife like nobody else is here. Fuck her like I’m still eating wings at the bar.” He didn’t care if his friends heard or not. This was outrageously erotic.

      Brad scooted back to give his wife and her friend from work space. He watched as the two of them worked together—obeying Brad’s instruction to do it as though no one were here. They kissed again, mouths locking, one of Rick’s hands going from Justine’s armpit to her elbow, then circling her wrist. He took the other one and held it up in the pillows. He looked in her eyes as he drove deeper. Justine squawked, and slowly smiled, her smile turning to a snarl—baring her teeth at her ultra-masculine lover.

      “You’re so fucking tight, Justine. You feel so much fucking better than I fantasized.”

      “You feel bigger than I ever dreamed.”

      “Have you thought about it? Fucking me?”

      Justine nodded.

      “You ever think about me when you fuck Brad?”

      Justine shook her head no.

      “You ever think about me when you’re alone?”

      Justine smiled. “Maybe.” She gasped as Rick pushed his monster deep again.

      “You ever play with yourself?”

      “Yeah,” she gasped.

      “Thinking about me?”

      She nodded again. “Uh-huh.”

      “I jerked off thinking of you a hundred times.”

      “Oh God, this is so crazy,” she groaned in ecstasy, head whipping on the pillow, being driven out of her mind by the size of Rick’s cock and his dirty talking.

      “It’s meant to be, Justine. You can only tease a man so long.”

      “I can’t believe you took it this long.”

      “I teased you back.”

      “You sure did,” she said, thrashing and laughing while he slow-fucked her.

      Brad watched as they did more than just fuck. Watched them as they had fun. Watched as they made love.

      This guy Rick he barely knew was doing exactly the things Justine wanted and fantasized about. Fucking Justine the way she’d dreamed. And there was a connection there. A connection he’d never known about. What had they done at work? How had Justine flirted with Rick? And Rick had teased her back? There were so many ways he could picture that happening. The two of them playing around. Maybe sending each other dirty texts, feeling each other out. The idea Justine had sent Rick sexy pictures flashed through his head. Of course she had. That would be just like her. Just the way she would do it. Coy and teasing. Like shit!—he’d caught Justine taking a picture of her body in a new bikini when they went to Costa Rica. He bet that picture was for Rick. She’d never sent it to her husband. She wasn’t taking that picture for herself. This guy fucking Justine right now was the one it was sent to. This guy Rick, sitting at his house, on his single man’s couch, getting a text from another man’s wife. How do you think I look in my new bikini? Did I get any sun today? Were her nipples hard in that photo?

      “Holy fuck,” he said, backing away. He didn’t want to bubble over, but if he stayed in this room, listening to the slick sounds of this other man’s massive cock going in and out of his wife, listening to his wife’s gentle moans and the squeak of the bed, and thinking of how the two of them came to be in bed together, he was going to shoot his load.

      He couldn’t stand it.

      And now imagining his wife’s salacious actions? Flirting with another man at work?

      He said to the others, “Come on, guys, let’s give them . . . Let’s give them some time.”

      Steve, Trevor, and Fred looked disappointed. Like they wanted to watch. But this was what Justine was here for. Maybe this would’ve happened tonight anyway if he hadn’t come home. If he stayed out to one in the morning, drinking with the guys, eating pizza and wings and watching the game, she might have done this behind his back. His wife was terrible. But he embraced her terribleness. Wanted to be part of it. Wanted it to be part of him. They were entwined. He loved her. She said she loved him.

      “Guys, come on. Justine wants to be alone.”
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      Once they were back out in the kitchen, they all began to dress again. Everyone putting legs through underwear and pants and shorts, and slipping their shirts back on. It was awkward and silent.

      Brad asked, “Anyone want a beer?” He held open the fridge door, and pulled out a Heineken for himself. “Anyone?”

      His baseball friends were all ashen now. It was embarrassing. Yeah, they’d taken part. But reality was settling in. They’d interrupted their friend’s wife’s affair. They’d become part of it, but right now their friend was getting humiliated. He acted like he wasn’t. Like this was fine. Because it was fine for some reason.

      From down the hall, they could hear Justine crying out with Steve’s thrusts.

      “You’re not going to stay?”

      Fred shook his head, looking sheepish. His fat erection still humped out his pants. “We should probably get going, Brad.”

      “You sure? We can watch the game. I don’t know, play some video games.”

      Trevor said, “No, I’m kind of tired. I think I’m just going to go.”

      Steve said, “Me too. There’s a bunch of shit I got to do tomorrow.”

      He didn’t want to be alone. Didn’t want to sit by himself and listen to his wife get fucked by her friend from work with the huge dick. Why was that worse? What did he want to do, sit here and have them listen as well?

      Down the hall, Justine’s gasps came quicker and louder. She bawled and hollered. Brad looked down the hall, saw the closed door from behind which the noise came. His wife just had another orgasm.

      He turned to face his friends. “Suit yourself.”

      What was he going to do, offer them another go at Justine? Just let them go home. They’re uncomfortable.

      “Sorry,” he said. “See you guys next week.”

      “You got it,” Steve said.

      Each of them came to him, patted his shoulder, gave a brief sympathetic hug, apologizing more for the situation he was enjoying right now than for putting their dicks in Justine and coming inside her. He saw them to the front door, waved them off, watched the taillights head down the cul-de-sac to Main Street. Then he was alone. Alone with the sounds of his wife getting fucked by some stud.

      

      For an hour they fucked almost nonstop. There was moaning and crying. Sometimes laughing.

      He could tell each time Justine came. Her voice would get high and bright and chirpy, and then she would practically shriek. What was worse were the times they were quiet. He worried what it was they were saying.

      The intimacy was what knifed him. The idea they might be sharing pillow talk together worked through him like a poison blade.

      He watched SportsLine. Then, to temper the lubricious evening, he watched an episode of Roseanne. Roseanne getting drowned out by his wife delivered to ecstasy three more times. It was quiet for twenty minutes, and he sat watching an infomercial with the TV muted. He’d gone through three beers.

      At last, the bedroom door opened. Rick came down the hall, and Brad looked over his shoulder to see his wife’s friend from work naked. Dick engorged, half hard, bouncing from thigh to thigh, big balls swinging. His dick shone with Justine’s insides. “Hey,” Rick said.

      Brad said, “I put your stuff on that chair.” He returned to watching the infomercial, sipping at his beer. Behind him he heard the chair move, the sounds of Rick getting his clothes back on.

      He looked over his shoulder again, saw his wife’s lover at the sink, pulling down a water glass from the cupboard and filling it from the tap. He drank thirstily, rinsed out the cup, set it back in the sink. Then he checked his reflection in the window above the sink. He sniffed then, adjusted his pants, came to stand in the archway between the kitchen and family room. “I’m going to head out. I think she wants you in there.”

      “Did she ask for me?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      He looked over his shoulder. “Really?”

      Rick said, “Yeah, she did. She said send you in.”

      You could’ve said that earlier. “You going to head out?”

      “It’s late.”

      “All right, you better get going.”

      “Okay, dude, take care.”

      “My name’s Brad.”

      “No, I know. I remember. Take it easy, Brad.”

      “See you around.”

      He didn’t walk Rick out. Stood by his lounger chair and watched the guy close the front door behind him. Then he headed down the hall to see his wife.

      

      Justine was under the covers of the bed, hair tousled and spread out across the pillow. The room was hot and muggy and smelled like pussy. Pussy and men’s aftershave. He said, “It stinks in here.”

      She sat up from the pillow, sheets bundled in two fists under her chin. She stared at him.

      “That was something,” he said.

      “Come to bed.”

      He said coldly, “Is it my turn?”

      “It’s your turn,” she said. “Don’t be surly.”

      “I’m not surly,” he said.

      “You had to go last, Brad.”

      “It’s embarrassing.”

      “It’s the way it is.”

      “You have no explanation?”

      “You tell me. What did you make up in your head?”

      “I lied to myself.”

      “What did you tell yourself?”

      He sighed and rubbed the bridge of his nose. “That I went last because I’m the one you love.”

      “Well then, get in here,” she said, and lifted the sheet, revealing her naked body.

      Brad stood, tonguing the inside of his cheek, looking around the room. Reluctant to join her. Reluctant to give in.

      Justine said, “Would you just get in here.”

      “Was I right, or was it because I don’t matter?”

      “Why would you think you don’t matter?”

      “Jesus, Justine. Just tell me I matter.”

      “Of course you matter. Brad, I’m lifting up the sheet and inviting you into my bed.”

      “Our bed.”

      Justine clucked her tongue. “You know it’s our bed.”

      “What, am I being too difficult for you?”

      She let the sheet drop, lay back and looked at the ceiling. “Sorry,” she said.

      “About what?”

      “I thought you’d be into it.”

      “You thought I’d be into you fucking all my friends and your buddy from work while I watch?”

      “We went inch by inch and you never slammed your fist down on the table and told everybody to go home.”

      He burped in his throat, and exhaled beer vapor. “No, I didn’t.”

      “You let me do it. Don’t be mad at me.”

      “You’re the one that wanted to do it.”

      “Yeah, I’m the one that wanted to do it. I teased you along the whole time.”

      “That’s it exactly. You teased me.”

      “I saw your dick, Brad.”

      “My smaller dick,” he grumbled.

      “I didn’t know who was going to have the biggest dick.”

      “You knew it was going to be Rick.”

      “I figured it was going to be Rick. Forget it,” she said, waving her hands as if she was erasing a chalkboard. “What I’m saying is I saw your dick and it was fucking hard as rock. You stood and watched and when I said you were going to go last you didn’t shove anyone out of the way.”

      “I didn’t.”

      “So don’t be mad at me when you’re mad at yourself.”

      “I’m not mad at myself. You did all this to fuck your friend from work,” he said, like it was so ridiculously obvious.

      “I have desires,” she said quietly. “Don’t you have desires?”

      “No.” But that was wrong.

      Justine said, “You know you do.”

      “I don’t act on them,” he said, like it was virtuous.

      “I didn’t act on them either. Not until you were at the table.”

      He said, “Sounds like there’s a whole history between Rick and you. A whole series of events that led up to this night.”

      “Yeah, there was. We didn’t do anything about it. I never kissed him, never touched him.”

      “I bet you sent him a picture of you in a bikini when we were on vacation.

      Justine showed shock. Then she bounced her eyebrows. “Yeah, maybe I did.”

      He stared at her like he was mad. Then sighed. “That’s so fucking hot,” he said and squeezed the bridge of his nose again.

      “You never stopped me, Brad.”

      “I know I didn’t.”

      “You could have.” Now she lifted the sheet again. “So are you going to get in bed with me?”

      “Are you going to fuck Rick again?”

      “Not at work.”

      “But you’re going to?”

      Her brow knit and she smiled. “You tell me if I’m going to.”

      He gave her no answer, but crossed the room and slipped into the warm bed with her. “Jesus Christ,” he complained, “it fucking stinks in here—how much cologne does he wear?”

      “What, you have to complain about everything?” She cupped his cheek.

      “I’m not complaining, it’s just my whole fucking bed stinks like him.”

      “So, make it stink like you.”

      “Oh right, like you’re ready for more.”

      “I’m a fucking sex machine,” she said, and poked his ribs.

      “Don’t,” he said, jumping away from her.

      “I’m a fucking sex machine,” she said again and poked his ribs.

      “Fuck off,” he said.

      “What’s a fucking sex machine to do?” she said, looking aside.

      Brad stared at the side of her head, studying her beautiful profile, seeing the whimsy in her and no hint of shame. “Is this the way it’s going to be?”

      Justine faced him. “It’s the way it could be.”

      He thought about it, mouth slack, eyes rolling around in consideration. Then: “Only if I say so, Justine.”

      Justine smirked, but her eyes were compassionate. “You know you want to,” she whispered.

      “You don’t know that.”

      Justine’s smirk grew to a devious smile. “Trust me, Brad. I know it,” she said and her hand went between his legs to cup his rock hard erection through his pants. “You were throbbing hard the whole time. Were you hard while you waited for me and Rick to finish?”

      Their faces were close and a strong urge to kiss her tugged at his heart. “No. It went down,” he lied.

      “You didn’t get turned on listening to Rick fuck me with that huge cock?” Justine’s smirk returned.

      “Not really.”

      Her brows knit. “I was extra loud, just for you.”

      Brad regarded her. “Were you?”

      “I wanted you to hear me.” Justine’s warm hand slipped under his waistband and gripped his cock. It twitched and jumped, and her touch frazzled his brain.

      He muttered, “You’re probably all reamed out now. You won’t even feel me.”

      “Why don’t you try?”

      “I don’t want to fuck you, filled up with some other guys’ jizz.”

      “You totally do,” she purred.

      Brad scratched his neck. Then he sat up, pulled off his T-shirt and flung it away. Justine began unbuttoning his shorts.

      “Come on now,” she said, “get in the spirit.”

      He paused moving and Justine waited. He said, “You’ve never cheated on me?”

      “Never.” She crossed her heart.

      He scooted his shorts down and threw them off the bed. He paused again. “Are you lying?” He studied his wife’s eyes.

      “Nope,” she said. Then added, “I’ve wanted to, but tonight is the only time I’ve ever done anything.”

      They stared at each other.

      He said, “You really jumped into the deep end, didn’t you?”

      “You were right there with me.”

      “What am I, your lifeguard?”

      “Brad, that would be so fucking great if you were. Now, would you stop talking already?”

      “Fine,” he said, and got on top of her. “Did you have fun?”

      “I had so much fun,” she said.

      “Good for you,” he said, disgruntled still, but so aroused.

      “Put it in me, Brad,” she whispered and he did, sliding his steely cock into her with warm gooey ease, all the way to the base.

      Justine held her breath and he felt her muscles ripple on him. She smiled. A playful spark in her eye twinkled. She said, “Are you in yet?”

      “You’re such a jerk.”

      Justine laughed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Afterword

        

      

    

    
      Sign up for my newsletter on my website to get the latest info, sneak peeks at upcoming stories, and even a free story or two!

      

      
        
        Visit my website!

        ktmorrison.com

      

      

      

      
        
        hotwifebooks.com

      

      

    

  

cover.jpeg







images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





