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Chapter 1

The sleek black plastic intercom on my desk buzzed. I answered.

“Mark,” Trevor said. “Grab Jayne and get your asses in here right now. I got something big.”

“On my way,” I said.

I turned to my creative partner Jayne, who also happens to be my wife, and gestured for her to take her headphones off.

“What?” she snarled, playfully annoyed.

“Trev wants us both right now. Something big.”

“His ego, maybe? Needs another coat of polish?”

I laughed.

“I think it might be more business related,” I said. “Let’s go find out.”

I waited while she gathered her electronic sketch board. She loves to do workups as our boss speaks, feeding off his ideas and energy. The advertising industry has changed a lot over the last few years. AI generation turned our world upside down. Instead of making everything easier, it’s made things more difficult. Every idea sees fruition now. Every idea gets investigated and mapped out. Customers want tons of options and these days they offer suggestions and expect to see you try their ideas right in front of them. Ugh. Our workload has tripled but then, so has our income.

The company, Trevor’s company, has ballooned into an advertising giant, attracting the attention of some really big whales. Jayne and I are Trev’s crack-team for concept generation. He only calls us for the truly important clients. Ready, we left our shared office to head for Trevor.

Creative Studios is one of the largest music production companies in the world, and Trevor wanted us to meet the CEO for drinks. He handed us a dossier so we could learn everything there was to know about the man and his company, and he told us to get to work. I called the number and made arrangements for tomorrow night. We finished our tasks and headed home, excited by the prospect and the challenge of landing such a huge client.

In bed, we propped our backs with pillows and spread the dossier out in front of us. Our dog, Jellybean, was displeased. The bed at night is her domain. I took a stack of papers and Jayne took the other stack and we began to read. I was barely into my stack when my wife gasped and slapped the papers on her lap.

“No fucking way,” she said.

Her expression was shock and amazement.

“What did you read?” I asked. “How much money this man is worth? I saw that too. Over a billion. That’s a crazy amount of money from music, don’t you think?”

She stared at me with her open mouth hanging.

“I know him,” she said.

“You know him or you know of him?”

“I know him, know him,” she explained. “In fact, I Biblically know him.”

“Seriously? How?”

“Back when I first got to the city. I was waitressing to make money and hustling my art skills on the side. I was years away from meeting you. This customer came in and sat at my station. He was nice looking but a little short. Shorter than me. I took his order, flirted to get a bigger tip, and he flirted back. He tipped me a twenty on a seventeen-dollar tab. He came back the next day and sat at my station again. I flirted, he flirted, and we honestly hit it off. He was a music producer even back then, although he's much bigger now. He became my regular and so did the flirting.”

“Go on.”

“Once, he came in with friends. Several men from the music industry. One of them got handsy with me and Chris decked him. He hit his own buddy. He apologized to me for his friend’s behavior, but I let him know waitresses get hit on constantly. He said that’s no excuse. I was flattered. Eventually he asked me out on a real date. I asked if that was wise as we might ruin our customer-waitress dynamic and he laughed, suggesting we might replace it with something better. The night of our date he sent a stretch black limo to the restaurant. I was in my early twenties and easily impressed, so that shit worked. I told him I needed to change out of my work uniform, and he had the driver pull over and both of them got out of the car so I could. It was fun. We had dinner at some restaurant on the top floor of a skyscraper, and then a horse and carriage ride through the park. I asked if he was trying to seduce me.”

“Of course he was.”

“Yeah, he admitted it. I liked him a lot and hadn’t had sex for a long time, and like I said, he was nice looking, so I let him. I let him seduce me. The joke was on me though because that man has a goddamn python between his legs. I was shocked.”

“Hold on. You’re saying he was hung? Short but hung?”

“Heck yes. He may have been a few inches shorter than me, but I learned what God did with those inches. His body was toned. Best of all he was amazing in bed. An incredible lover. Soon he’d simply pick me up after work and take me to his apartment so we could have sex all night.”

I looked at the papers in my hands in a whole new light.

“We had sex everywhere,” she continued. “I especially loved to get laid in the back of the limo while driving around the city. We’d leave the moonroof open so people could hear what he was doing to me. It was so much fun.”

“How did it end?”

“I messed everything up,” she said. “I got scared, I think. I was spending all my free time with him and neglecting my art career. He offered to help, even suggesting we marry so I wouldn’t need to work so hard. I panicked, fearful I would let go of my dreams. I saw him less and less and eventually stopped going out with him.”

“This could make things more difficult for us trying to land his account.”

She shook her head.

“Not Chris. No way. That sweet man would never hold a grudge.”

I absentmindedly tapped a sheet of paper.

“Maybe we can spin it the other direction?” I suggested.

“What do you mean?”

“He probably still has feelings for you, or he will as soon as he sees you again. I’m willing to bet that he’s still carrying a torch for you.  When he sees you, I’m certain that flame will spark right up.”

“Please. That was years ago. I do not look the same now as I did then.”

“No, you look better. Your hair is longer, your breasts are bigger, your curves are smoother, and your confidence is high. You’re a woman now, with a banging body, not some skinny little girl. You are infinitely more attractive now than you were then. Trust me. He’ll be pleased to see you. We should turn that joy into a deal.”

“I don’t want to lie to him.”

“Me either. That’s too far. But he came to Trevor, so he knows the company’s reputation. Finding you is a bonus. I’m sure he’d rather give the contract to someone he knows, someone who will nurture and care for his account, than some stranger.”

“What if he asks me out again, Mark?”

I took only a moment to ponder.

“I say go out with him. In fact, leave your wedding ring on so he knows you’re married now. I’ll take my ring off, so he doesn’t know you’re married to me. It will be easy for everyone involved to get what they want.”

She considered my words.

“I won’t lie to him,” she said. “I actually like the man. I had real feelings for him before I ran away. I know he had even stronger feelings for me. I’m not as certain as you. What if he resents what I did? What if he’s hurt by my rejection? We could lose this account because of me.”

“If that’s how he feels then we sell him on our history of successes. Our record stands on its own. We don’t lose. We are incredibly good at what we do. I’ll sell him that. He’s a smart businessman. No way he got that rich being a slave to his emotions. I’ll spell it out how we are still the best choice despite his history with you and convince him to give us the business anyway. Hell, I’ll tell him to make us his whipping boy to get back at you. Don’t worry, we will land this account.”

She was smirking.

“What?”

“I love your passion. I love when you get fired up about something.”

I had to laugh. She was right. I was ready to battle.

“Speaking of passion,” I said. “In the back of the limo? Really?”

She did not shy away or back down.

“Yes. Sometimes I’d accidentally push the partition button down and the driver would watch. So hot. I was a wild child turned loose in the big city. Chris and his muscles and his big cock would fuck my brains out going down Wall Street. Does that make you jealous?”

“That makes me hot. I can picture you perfectly. Tramp. Sexy little tramp.”

“That I was. Waitresses are such sluts; you have no idea. But what about you? I bet you have stories you haven’t shared. I’m sure you were a total whore growing up.”

“Guilty. If we ever try to land an ex of mine, I’ll confess everything. Everything I can remember, anyway. I spent several years drunk.”

We leaned over the strewn papers and kissed.

“Back to work,” Jayne said. “We still need to impress him.”

“Yes ma’am,” I agreed.


Chapter 2

He came through the restaurant door unsure, saw Jayne standing there with her ever-present electric sketch pad, looked up at her face and took only half a moment to recognize her, and then melted behind a blank expression. He may have kept his face as passive as a poker player, but I saw the truth in his eyes. He acted mildly surprised and pleased, but he was thrilled on the inside. He saw Jayne again after all those years and boom, he was smitten. All the good feelings came rushing back.

She missed his reaction, focused on maintaining her own. Chris was a good-looking man, several inches shorter than her and much shorter than me, but he was gregarious and warm and charming, and I saw what she saw in him all those years ago. I got why she’d been so attracted to him. I stayed out of the conversation, allowing them to catch up on years’ worth of life. I interjected when asked, confirmed Jayne and I were business partners, and, once we’d all settled down, showed him our pitch.

When it was over, he said he needed some time to think. When he suggested we all go out for drinks that evening, I quickly agreed. Jayne did too. He picked a spot and a time and exited the bar like a whirlwind. We watched him go.

“Is he as attractive as you remember?” I asked.

“More,” came her quick response.

I studied her face. She had a faraway look in her eyes and a slight curl on her lips. What memory was drifting through her mind?

“I bet he shows up in a limo,” I teased.

She chuckled, then turned serious.

“He might,” she said. “But we can’t give the same address to the driver. One of us will need to drive separately.”

I shrugged.

“No big deal,” I said. “I’ll drive myself. You take the limo. I don’t drink much anymore so I’ll be fine to drive after. That way you can have a few with him and get friendly, so to speak.”

“Are you my pimp?” she chuckled. “Because you are sounding dangerously like my pimp.”

I laughed out loud.

“Whatever it takes to close the deal, baby,” I said. “Get it done.”

We finished our meal and gathered our things.

She got the text with the time and place a few hours later and yes, he would be sending a limo to get her. I showered and got dressed and headed there a little early so we would arrive at different times. The club was nothing fancy: just an Irish pub downtown nestled in amongst all the big hotels. We’d dressed professionally for our earlier meeting, me in a suit and tie and Jayne in a smart three-piece ensemble, so this time I sported a polo shirt and jeans. Chris soon arrived dressed similarly to me and we ordered a beer and began to chat. I really liked the man. Jayne sent him a text saying she was running a little late, so we ordered another beer and talked about sports. The door to the pub opened, and Jayne walked in.

I should have expected it, but I didn’t. She was a woman, and he was her ex.

She dazzled coming through that door, all professionalism left behind. Her dress was short, a little too short, and clingy and lacy and sheer in strategic places. My jaw dropped and so did his. She smirked.

“Delightful reaction, gentlemen,” she said, demure. “That’s what a girl likes.”

Chris quickly recovered.

“You look stunning,” he said.

I was still speechless. Chris chuckled.

“I take it she never dresses like this for work?” he asked me.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “No. Never. I had no idea she could look like that.”

It was a brilliant move on her part and reinforced the separation between her and I. My reaction was genuine and he saw it. It spoke to the division our relationship was supposed to have. We were business associates only.

But it did more than that. It also tenuously connected her to him. Who was she trying to impress? Me? The man she works with every day? No. She clearly had made herself look that good for him, or, more importantly, for the memories she shared with him. It was a decisive move, reminding him of their shared past. Smart.

I slid out of the booth to make room for her, but she slid in on his end. I sat down again, darting glances at her delectable cleavage.

She was playing the part. She was playing it better than me.

Jayne engaged Chris in conversation while I sat and listened. They talked about the years they’d been apart and Jayne confessed her reason for leaving was her attachment was growing too strong and she feared for her future. She apologized for ending things the way she did. He said he understood and held no grudge. He admitted he thought of her often over the years but left her alone out of respect for her decision.

“You married?” she asked.

My ears perked up again.

“No,” he said. “Never. I see you’re wearing a ring. Who’s the lucky man?”

“Let’s leave him out of our conversation,” she said. “I never mentioned you to him. In fact, he knows little about my sexual history. Let’s leave it like that. He works too much, and he sometimes drives me crazy. Typical marriage. I love him dearly, but we rarely alter our routine. Tonight, I’m on my own.”

Smooth. No lies detected. Everything she said was true.

“What about you?” Chris asked me. “Married? You aren’t wearing a ring, but I see a tan line like you used to recently.”

“I am,” I admitted. “But my wife and I are trying something new, so I took it off. She’s out tonight on her own. It’s complicated.”

I mentally patted myself on the back. I’d avoided lies too.

“Success takes a lot of hard work,” Chris said, sympathetically. “A lot of sacrifices. A lot of nights alone.”

I sensed he wanted to avoid our pitch, so I held back. Now was not the time. I allowed Jayne to lead the conversation onto personal matters. We talked about life and the dreams we had. He and Jayne drank while I nursed my second beer for a long time. I noticed my wife getting a little buzzed. As the night wound down, I suggested maybe it was time to head for home. Chris was disappointed.

“I thought we could go up to my hotel,” he said. “I rented the Presidential Suite. The view is incredible. They built a hot tub right into the floor. We could soak our weary bones, relaxing after a hard day of work. My driver can take you home after.”

I was about to turn him down when I glanced at Jayne’s expression. She very much wanted to go. I wondered if she felt it would help seal the deal with his account, so I changed my mind and backed off.

“That sounds great,” I said. “Tell me which hotel and room number and I’ll meet you both there.”

He plucked his phone from a pocket and sent me a quick text with the information. I excused myself, eager to get a head start. I shook his hand and told Jaynee I’d see her tomorrow at work and left the pub, walking quickly to the parking garage to retrieve my car, passing a limo going in the other direction. They would ride together, back in a limo for the first time in years. I felt a lump form in my throat. Why? Nostalgia? No. Empathy for Jayne and Chris? Maybe. Worry about her being in the back seat of a limo with an ex-lover?

Yup. Yes. That was why.

I trusted her, but she was slightly intoxicated and needed something from him. She’d flirt to get it but what if he flirted back harder? How far would she allow him to go? I had no answer, and that was the fact which caused a lump in my throat.


Chapter 3

Her stories floated into my mind, and I wondered again if anything would happen. Would he make a move on her? I would. She looked hot. What would she do if he did? She was tipsy and she knew we needed to close this account. Would she let him have a little to get him to sign?

I realized I honestly did not know. Before she showed up in that killer dress, looking like a million, I would have said no way. But she thinks on deeper levels than I do, and she knows the man far better than me. What if that’s what was needed to get him to sign? Would I be angry? Would I care? Or was his seduction all part of the game we played? We have bent the rules many times in our career. Could I view her actions as just another bend?

I pictured her in the back seat. I was certainly complicit in putting her there. Even after she’d described her history with him and the significance of a limo ride, I’d still done my share to put her in that limo.

A puddle of angst formed in my belly.

What would I do if she did something with him? I tried hard to answer that question but made no progress. I couldn’t get myself into the right frame of mind. I hit a blank wall each time I tried. I felt like I was waiting, waiting for something to react to.

I arrived at his hotel and found a spot in the parking garage underneath. I sat for a moment, gathering myself. I was here before them and had a few minutes to kill. I could wait conspicuously in the hotel lobby or wait here in the car, alone with my own thoughts. How would Jayne feel to find herself alone with him again after so many years? Elated, clearly. Thrilled. Nervous. Horny?

I tried to read some news on my phone, but I was far too distracted. I watched the clock until enough time had passed and then entered the hotel and asked the front desk to call his room. I was given the okay to take the elevator. I knocked on his door and Jayne, wrapped in a towel, answered.

“Hi,” I said, a little surprised.

“Hello Mister Taylor,” she giggled.

“Where’s Chris?”

“Chris is changing into swim trunks. We stopped at the store in the lobby. It was closed but they knew who he was and opened it for him and sold us swimsuits.”

Her words were mundane but her face glowed.

“Did something happen?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you guys kind of have a history with limousines. You said you had a lot of hot sex in his and then you find yourself riding with him again. I’m wondering if something happened.”

She scoffed, insulted.

“I’m a happily married woman,” she grumbled. “How dare you.”

I was reading her face, and she wasn’t telling me everything. I waited. She grabbed the front of my shirt and pulled me into the room, closing the door behind me. She glanced over her shoulder to make sure Chris wasn’t around and leaned close.

“Nothing happened,” she admitted. “But holy hell, I sure wanted something to.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean finding myself in another backseat with him got me hot in an instant. Memories flooded in. I wanted to reach out and touch him, and I saw in his eyes he wanted the same thing. We kept our hands to ourselves, but it took all my self-control. I almost asked him to let me see it for old time’s sake. When we arrived at the hotel he asked if a kiss would be okay and I said yes and maybe it was all the alcohol, but that kiss made the limo spin all around my head.”

“You kissed him?”

“I sure did. It seemed wise to help our negotiations and also, I really wanted to.”

“Are you drunk?”

She pulled the towel away revealing a tight, low-cut one-piece swimsuit, white, and two obviously hard nipples.

“Maybe a little,” she said. “Let’s get you changed. The water is hot.”

She handed me a bag from a nearby chair. I discovered trunks inside. She pointed me at a bathroom. The suite was sprawling, with a dining area, kitchen, living room, huge hot tub set in the floor, balcony, and anything else a house would have. Bedrooms and bathrooms were down a long hallway. I looked at her hard nipples again and she followed my gaze down to her chest.

“Little devils,” she muttered. She lifted her eyes to me again. “Are you angry we kissed?”

I shrugged.

“Not really. If it helps us close this deal, it was the right move.”

“Aren’t you jealous?”

“Do I have reason to be? Was it just a simple kiss or not?”

She didn’t answer. She turned and headed for the tub, pointing backward.

“The first bathroom is right over there,” she said.

I watched her walk away. Her suit was cut high on the hips and her swaying ass looked great. She tossed her towel aside and stepped down into the steaming water. I entered the bathroom and whipped my clothes off, eager to rejoin her.

My comment about negotiations stuck with me. How far was I willing to go? Of course, what I was truly asking is how far I was willing to let Jayne go before I protested. She was supposed to be nothing more than a business associate. Any protest at all would reveal our charade and most likely doom our pitch. I warned myself to keep my mouth shut and deal with any fallout later. We got ourselves into this situation. We had to get ourselves out.

Chris and Jayne were in the tub when I came out. The water had darkened her suit, turning the fabric a little more transparent, hinting at the dark circles of her areola. A tray with three bottles of wine and three glasses sat near the edge. I eased into the hot water and Chris pressed a button. Bubbles and jets erupted and I laughed. They felt amazing. We all leaned back. Chris pressed more buttons on the recessed control panel and the lights dimmed and soft music played. He poured, handing us our glasses. We talked about our careers, our wins and our losses, and about life in general.

Eventually, the water became too hot, so I rose to sit on the edge for a few minutes to cool off. Chris adjusted the thermostat down a few degrees and then joined me on the edge. Jayne stayed in the water but rose one step, bringing the water level below her full and lovely breasts. The soaked material clung to her shape like a coat of paint. Chris noticed too, careful not to stare, but it was too late for him. The man obviously held some strong feelings for my wife. His bulge began to grow, curving up from his crotch and arching along his inner thigh towards his hip. Our trunks were thin polyester and when wet, like they were now, left little to the imagination, as they say. The outline of his size and shape was clear. I took a long look myself, and then checked on Jayne, to see if she’d noticed. My wife stared, remembering. Hungry doesn’t begin to describe the way she looked.

The sexual tension I’d been carrying for the last few hours skyrocketed. I suddenly became acutely aware of the history these two shared. Not in an abstract way like before, but in a real this-man-and-this-woman-have-been-lovers kind of way. They’d seen each other naked. They’d made each other sweat and moan and orgasm.

Chris wasn’t the outsider here. I was.

If Jayne was merely an associate, as our farce suggested, what would I do? Chris tugged at the leg of his shorts, now too small and tight and pinching his skin. He looked embarrassed.

“Sorry,” he muttered to us both.

“Don’t be,” I said, strangely proud my wife had turned him on. “We’re all adults here. Hell, you two know each other better than Jayne and I know each other.” I chuckled. “I’m the third wheel. If it wasn’t for me, I doubt you’d still be wearing these swimsuits.”

Awkward silence.

“Excellent point,” Jayne said, stepping out of the tub and sliding a strap off her shoulder. Her breast spilled out and then she slipped the other strap. Both tits swung free as she bent over and pushed her one-piece down her legs and stepped clear. She grinned impishly, standing there nude.

“Tell no one at work,” she warned me.

I shook my head slowly.

“Never,” I said.

She looked hot all wet, hair stringy, nipples stiff. Her pussy lips looked a little engorged, like all this was turning her on. Chris got to his feet and shoved his trunks down, and his half-erect cock swung up like a pendulum, bouncing. He kicked his shorts aside and took a long, hard look at Jayne, running his eyes over every curve.

“You look better than ever,” he murmured.

My wife twirled a strand of hair.

“So do you,” she said.

Their connection was electric. I suddenly felt out of place. What would I do if I were actually only her colleague? What would a married man do at a moment like this?

“I am in the way,” I muttered, thinking out loud.

“That’s okay, Mark,” Jayne said. “You can stay and keep me an honest woman.”

“Meaning you’d cheat on your husband if Mark wasn’t here?” Chris chuckled.

“Meaning that, yes,” she said, playfully serious.

Chris turned to me.

“I will pay you a thousand dollars to leave,” he joked. “Right now.”

I laughed, but it was a strange, strangled sound. He was serious, but so was she. A jolt of adrenaline rocked me, but then my ever-calculating mind kicked in. I saw an opportunity, and I took it without thinking things through.

“Not a thousand dollars,” I blurted. “That’s just money out of your pocket. Instead, sign with us and let our team make you even richer. Instead of money out, it will be money in.”

There have been many times in my life when my mouth moved faster than my brain. This was one of those times. All I saw was the win, the path to instant victory. Here was the leverage we needed. Here was the bargaining chip we needed. Not until I noticed Jayne’s shocked face did I consider what I was really negotiating, the true weight of the words I’d just spoken. When he’d made his offer she’d played along, knowing I would torpedo any such arrangement. Now, me and my big mouth had put us in a hole. Now she couldn’t protest. She’d already come out in favor of the idea. Any backtracking by either of us would hint, if not flat out reveal, we had a deeper relationship than we pretended. I’d fucked up, and I’d fucked up huge. Jayne gawked at me, clearly stunned.

You were supposed to talk me out of it, her eyes seemed to say.

Chris ran his eyes over her petite body, lingering at her breasts and bare pussy before settling on her pretty face.

“Done,” he said. “Unless your associate here cancels the deal right now.”

All eyes were on her. I had no answer. It was up to her to save us.

She grinned.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Mark,” she said, stepping into the hot water again.

Chris laughed one time and stepped in with her, sitting on the first step. His thick cock floated in the shallow water like a lurking alligator. They looked at me, waiting for me to leave. I stood and exited the tub, numbly grabbing my towel and starting to dry.

“You’re sure about this?” was all I managed.

“It’s a win-win,” she said, cavalier. “A win-win-win, actually.”

I dried and returned to the bathroom to dress in my street clothes. I held my breath when I opened the door, wondering what I’d see. They floated harmlessly, chatting, waiting for me to get out.

“See you tomorrow,” I called out, waving.

They waved back. Jayne’s face was calm. The path was set, our fate sealed. I headed for the door and glanced back as I stepped through. Chris had floated closer to my wife, his big cock now standing upright from his lap, the head and several inches poking above the surface of the water like a periscope. Jayne closed her eyes, and she leaned in to kiss his mouth, her hand drifting over the water, her fingers curling around the shaft just behind the head. I gasped and closed the door, standing outside his suite with sweaty palms and a thumping heart.


Chapter 4

I leaned my forehead against his door.

“What have I done?” I whispered.

I waited, hoping to hear running footsteps, hoping the door would fly open and they’d both laugh at me for believing the joke they played. That didn’t happen. I measured time by the beating of my heart, each rhythmic thud another moment gone, lost to whatever they were doing inside. My guts tied themselves in Gordian knots. My feet turned to ice. My tongue went numb. I pressed my ear to the door, desperate for any clue, but heard nothing except the roaring of my own failure.

What was I supposed to do? Simply walk away? Go home? Leave my wife in there with him?

What choice did I have? None, now that I was on the wrong side of a heavy, locked door. She might as well be sealed inside a bank vault. Her phone was in her purse and who knows where that was? She was wrapped in a towel when I first arrived and she opened the door so her phone, and purse, were most likely in a back bedroom or bathroom. She’d see no text message I sent.

Angst cooked my brain. Tension made my bones hurt.

I turned to face the elevator at the other end of the long hall.

I started walking, leaving my wife behind with her handsome ex-lover. Each step was a walk across hot coals. I could pound on the door and throw an absolute fit. I could stop them, at least momentarily, but at the cost of far more than merely the deal we’d won. I’d humiliate myself. I’d humiliate Jayne. I’d cost us and the company a ton of money but also our sterling reputation. Word would spread through town of the lovers that lied. If Chris felt vindictive, he could file a lawsuit and further publicly humiliate us and Trevor’s company.

No.

This was my fault. This was all my fault. My words got us here. I’d take it like a man and deal with the emotions later, after I talked to Jayne.

My memory thought now was a good time to remind me of her delicate fingers curling around his big dick as she leaned in for a kiss. I groaned in anguish.

Strangely, I felt a tightness in my cock and balls. The stress and tension were monstrous. I craved a release, some respite from the pressure. I was filled with an odd pain, and unfamiliar hurt, a complicated hurt I’d never felt before. I punched the button and the elevator arrived and I stepped in and punched another button. The doors closed and I began my descent, leaving my wife behind.

I numbly started my car and drove home, careful to park in the garage and out of sight in case he was with her later when the limo dropped her off. I walked like a zombie into our empty bedroom and glanced at her clothes strewn across our bed. She’d chosen her sexy dress tonight with great care.

Will she insist he wears a condom?

I groaned and sat on the corner of our bed. Jellybean jumped up with me and laid her head in my lap, but I was inconsolable. A condom? Where did that thought come from? My worst enemy is me. Even as I thought the question, I realized I already knew the answer. No. She would not. They have a history but more than that, I saw the lust and passion in her inebriated eyes. She’d stuff that big dick in as quickly as she could and ride the man until she climaxed.

Climaxed.

Jayne would cum on him. Chris would give Jayne an orgasm.

“Goddamn it!” I shouted.

Jellybean left me, heading for her favorite spot on the couch.

Now my head filled with crystal-clear images of them in bed. I saw her sucking his fat dick. I saw her spreading her legs wide to receive him. His potent and virile member throbbed with want, aimed at her offered cunt, sliding balls deep until he ejaculated.

Ejaculated!

“Holy fuck!” I yelled.

The hits just kept coming. I was imagining their scenario one scene at a time, realizing each moment together as separate. I couldn’t allow myself to see them together all at once. It was too painful. I pictured snapshots, moments frozen in time.

Right on cue, my tortuous mind played the video. I imagined them rolling around the bed, changing positions, her eagerly sucking, him enthusiastically licking. She’d be so thrilled to be fucking him again after so many years that she’d be soaked. He’d glide right in. He’d start slow and loving but she’d egg him on. Soon he’d pound her into the mattress.

I stood to pace the room, only then noticing I had grown an erection. How could I not? I was watching porn in my head starring Jayne. I wondered if jacking off would make me feel better, so I shed my clothes and laid on my back. I closed my eyes and took my hard dick in hand, fantasizing about anything other than what was being done to my wife at that moment. At least, that’s what I tried to do. My imagination wasn’t having it. At the forefront of my mind, I knew that Chris was fucking Jayne right then. Right. Then. My brain would allow me to think of nothing else. I found myself picturing her in bed with him while I stroked. I was able to at least eliminate his face, leaving my lovely wife in bed with a big, hard dick. That helped a lot.

Soon I was throbbing and getting close. I let myself imagine her going wild, fucking new cock for the first time in years. Of course she loved it. I would if the situation were reversed. I focused on Jayne and the large penis and soon moaned as I ejaculated sperm all over the bed. My last thought, the one that put me over the edge, was that big dick swelling inside her and expelling the huge load I knew those big balls carried. She’d come home leaking another man’s sperm. I pumped my hand faster and spewed, surprised at the ferocity of my climax. My long moan became a groan as pleasure spiked.

Dizzy after cumming so hard, I dozed.

I awoke hours later, naked and crusty and still lying on the bed. Jellybean was avoiding me. I put my feet on the floor and found my phone but there was no message for me, no missed call. I paced our lovely home, wondering if she slept next to him or if they still fucked. I decided If I was Chris, after so many years, I’d still be fucking her. I’d fuck her until the sun came up and neither of us could walk. I pictured her finally arriving home and my dick stirred to life a little, ready if needed.

“Oh,” I said to it, looking down. “It’s like that, huh? You want to fuck her as soon as she gets home? Make her ours again?”

Actually, I liked that idea. The sooner I took her the sooner she’d be mine again.

I paced for a long time and then ate some lasagna leftovers, sharing noodles with Jellybean. I tried some late-night sports but grew too antsy.

I paced again, still naked, and rushed to the window when I heard a low engine idling at the curb. I did not touch the drapes, peering through the small gap between curtains instead. It was a long black stretch limo, and Jayne was climbing out of the back seat. The dome light showed me Chris inside, kissing her hand and saying goodnight. The car pulled away, and Jayne waved at it. I backed away from the window and waited. High heels on the walkway, keys in the doorknob, a slight stirring of air as the door swung inward and my wife entered. She locked the door quietly and turned and froze, shocked to see me standing naked in the dark.

The tension was insane. Who would speak first and what would they say? We gazed at each other for an eternity, it seemed, and then she relented.

“Yes,” she rasped, her voice strained with emotion, cutting through to the heart of the matter without me asking. “I did.”

“You did what?” I croaked, knowing goddamn well what she meant.

“I fucked him,” she said. “I fucked him. I fucked Chris.”

My dick began to rise. Her brave expression turned to confusion. This was not the reaction she expected from me. She had planned on defending herself, casting as much blame on me as she felt, maybe more. Instead, here I was nude and growing hard. What did she do with that?

“Why are you naked?” she croaked.

I crossed the room and grabbed her arms, pulled her close and kissed her fiercely. She melted, returning my kiss with equal intensity.

“You fucked him,” I groaned.

“I did.”

I kissed her mouth again and again and then I was kissing her face, her throat. I grabbed her dress and lifted it over her head. She wore nothing underneath. I kissed her shoulders, her breasts. She gasped for air, stunned by my assault.

I lifted her tits to my mouth and devoured her nipples. I backed her against the bookcase and sank to one knee, lifting her leg and diving on her unfaithful pussy. I smelled her used cunt; the warm scent of bread dough and milk, and I forced her whole mound into my mouth, splitting her vulva, wiggling my tongue deep. My cock rose fast and before she could recover, I stood and shoved my erection between her labia and sank every inch. She groaned and I attacked her tits again, torturing the sensitive nipples as I worked my hips, pushing my cock deep before dragging it out of her again. She was sopping wet; his many loads mixed with her arousal. I kissed her throat again and sucked her earlobe.

“Was it good?” I hissed. “Was it hot?”

“It was the best sex of my life,” she growled. “His big cock ripped orgasms out of me. I couldn’t stop myself. He fucked me for hours, Baby. I sucked his cock. I licked his big balls and sucked his cock so long. I worked on getting him hard again after every time he orgasmed.”

“He came in you.”

“Over and over,” she teased. “From behind. Face to face. It was so hot.”

I growled, fucking my wife harder and faster. We knocked some books around and a photograph of us at Disneyland years ago toppled. I pulled her away from the bookcase and into the corner. I lifted her leg to get at her hole better, thrusting upward like a monster, driving my cock deep, trying to reach new depths.

“You’re going to make me cum,” she panted.

I growled and bit her neck.

“Make me cum!” she snarled. “Just like he did.”

I growled louder and lifted her leg higher, hammering her against the wall. I was out of control, but so was she.

“Fuck me!” she screeched. “Christ! Fuck me!”

Her ass bounced off the wall over and over. She gasped, shocked to feel it racing towards her. She moaned as her climax arrived. She cried out as I continued my onslaught, pounding her tender little hole as she orgasmed, clutching at her shoulders and rocking her hips. I followed closely, firing my first spurt just as she was coming down, she hugged me hard as I pumped fast and filled her with even more semen, desperately trying to shoot more into her with one orgasm than he had with several. An impossible task but who was thinking clearly at a time like this? I kept thrusting even after I’d shot my last and started to deflate. Finaly, I brought my hips to a stop. We leaned against the wall, fighting for air.

“That was—” she panted. “That was— Jesus.”

I slowly pulled my cock out, still mostly hard.

“Jesus, Baby,” she muttered. “What the hell? I had no idea you could fuck like that. I want that every time from now on.”

We dropped to the floor, holding hands, legs tangled. Jellybean wandered close and curled up nearby.

“I would say we haven’t had sex like that in years,” she murmured. “But we’ve never had sex like that. Holy Christ.”

All I could do was nod in agreement. I turned my back to the wall and pulled her close, under my arm. She rested her head on my chest and hugged me for a long time.

“I was so afraid,” she said, her voice cracking. “When I got home. I didn’t know what to expect. I thought there was a chance you’d hate me.”

I hugged her too.

“It’s you that should hate me,” I said. “Those words left my mouth too fast. I’m sorry I put you in that position.”

“Don’t be,” she said. “We got the deal signed. We did it. If I’m honest, and I really want to be, the sex with him was fantastic. I love you with all my heart but fucking someone else was crazy fun. I’m sure that must be hard to hear but it’s true. Imagine if it was you. I’m so lucky it turned out so well.”

“Was his sex as good as the sex we just had?”

She chuckled and squeezed harder.

“Just as good. Different because you’re my husband and he was so new, even though I have history with him. It’s been a long time, so it felt exciting and new. Scandalous. Wicked. If fucking him is going to make you attack me like that when I come through the door, I’m going to fuck him again tomorrow.”

She chuckled and I did too but there was something in her voice, something implied, something hidden. It took me a moment to figure out what.

“You already agreed to,” I said. “You guys have a date planned.”

She looked at the carpet.

“I’m sorry, Baby,” she said. “I’ll cancel it. It was a heat of the moment thing. I never should have agreed. He’s leaving town after. I won’t be able to see him again for a long time.”

“Has he actually signed the contract yet?”

“No. We were a little busy.”

I chewed my bottom lip.

“Maybe you should then.”

“Should what?”

“Should fuck him again.”

She kept her arms around me but leaned way back to see my face.

“You’re serious?”

I heard the hope in her voice. My dick was already rising again.

“I am. Why run the risk of messing everything up? But that’s not the main reason. Leaving you with him drove me crazy tonight. My dick got hard twice already tonight and is rising again right now. I turn into an animal when you’re with him. I can hear how much you want to fuck him again. There are many reasons why you should.”

“What about the reasons why I shouldn’t?”

“Are you going to leave me to marry him? He is a billionaire, after all.”

She scoffed and laid her head on my chest again.

“He’s hot,” she admitted. “He’s a great fuck. I love his cock. But he could never be my husband. Only you.”

I stroked her hair.

“Then it’s settled. Let’s get some sleep if we can. I want to hear all the details about tonight and what you plan for tomorrow night.”

We got no sleep. My hard dick demanded attention, and I craved her mouth as badly as her pussy. There was something about fucking her face after she’d been with him that really turned me on.


Chapter 5

What a night. Morning dawned and I thought for sure we’d have a lot to talk about, but I was wrong. Jayne sprawled in bed with Jellybean, stretching like a cat in the sun, and then poured over the edge to shower and get ready for work. She kissed me passionately and smacked my bare bottom as I stood in the closet, but it was life as usual. Would I be the one to bring up what happened? Is that what she waited for? Or had she already filed the events away, looking forward to tonight?

I decided to wait her out. What woman could leave things as they are? She’d need to talk about what happened, right?

Nope.

Not Jayne. Our brief banter last night had been enough for her to feel comfortable about what she’d done. She was eager to fuck Chris again and wanted nothing to jinx her rendezvous. I found her lust for the man kind of exciting. She’s not usually so sexual and it turned me on to know she was simmering, ready to boil again. Her shower took longer than usual and when she emerged, I saw why. Her mound was as slick as a cueball. She’d stripped every last pubic hair away, and I knew it wasn’t for me. She took extra care with her hair and makeup, and I knew that wasn’t for me either. I felt a strange titillation watching her prepare herself for what was essentially a date with Chris, a date with a man that was not her husband. I imagined the adrenaline coursing through her veins. No wonder she avoided discussing last night. She wanted nothing to interfere with meeting Chris again.

What would I do while she was with him?

I marveled at my own ability to embrace our new path. Was a successful career truly so important to me that I would hand over my wife to another man? I could pose the question, but the answer was already obvious.

Jayne plucked her black lace bra from the drawer and scooped her tits into it, fastening the clasp in front. She only wears that bra when she wants to entice me. Now she was wearing it for him. I felt a pang of jealousy and a tightening of my nuts. What the fuck had we discovered? She noticed me staring and gave me a crooked smile.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

“More than life itself.”

“I wonder if Chris will feel the same.”

“You’re having a lot of fun with this.”

She applied some red lipstick.

“Why shouldn’t I?” she asked. “It was my husband’s idea in the first place. No one is lying or sneaking around. Everyone is getting what they want. So, yeah, I’m having a ton of fun with it.”

“What is it exactly you want? Close the deal? Or Chris?”

I expected her to say both.

“Chris,” she said. “My business partner can close the deal. I’m not worried about that. I’m free to enjoy Chris. There’s something special about fucking an ex.”

Her cavalier attitude, almost defiant, turned me on something fierce. I wanted to drag her back to bed. She saw the look in my eyes and chuckled.

“Maybe you should come with us tonight,” she said.

“Won’t having me there cramp your style?”

“Not at all. I’d get off on it. I haven’t been naughty for you since our honeymoon.”

“That goes way back.”

“It does. I think tonight will be incredible. I’d love for you to be there to see it.”

I ran my gaze down her body. The lace bra matched her black lace panties and thigh-high stockings. She lifted her black choker from the jewelry stand and clasped it around her throat.

“Jesus, Jane,” I said, truly impressed by her hotness.

She checked herself out in the big mirror. Her crooked smile returned.

“Wicked, right?” she said. “I’ve got a guilt-free date with a big, fat cock tonight. Lucky girl. Lucky, lucky girl.”

“Nobody at work will know what you’ve got on underneath your clothes.”

“My little secret,” she said. “I’ll spend all day getting more and more turned on. The choker gives a hint but who would suspect? Teddy? Jesus, Ted would piss himself if he ever saw me like this. The man practically drools each time I walk by his desk.”

“Understandably.”

She kissed my cheek lightly and touched up her lipstick, and then moved to our walk-in closet, plucking a modest dress from a hanger. Her phone buzzed on the bathroom counter

“Will you see who that is?” she called out.

I checked. A text from Chris. I told her.

“Open it and read what he says.”

I did.

“Hello gorgeous,” I read out loud. “I’m soaking in the hot tub and thinking about last night. Can’t wait to see you again.”

“Answer as me and ask if he’s hard.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes. Why else would he mention he’s remembering last night?”

I sighed, tapping out the question. I hit send. He quickly replied.

“Read what he says,” she called out.

I opened the new message. There was no text. There was only a picture of his hard cock poking out of the bubbly water. He held a glass of wine partially in frame.

“He sent a dick pic,” I said, squirming a little.

“How’s it look? Is he hard for me?”

“I am not comfortable with this.”

“Don’t be such a baby. You’ve seen a penis before.”

“Yes. He’s hard. He’s big and hard. He actually looks like he’s ready to pop.”

“He better not. That’s my dick. I own what’s in those balls. Tell him that.”

“For fuck’s sake, Jayne. Tell him yourself. This is too weird.”

I heard laughter from the closet. She came out wearing half a dress and took the phone to study the photo.

“Damn,” she muttered. “Nice.”

She typed out a reply and returned to the closet. I checked the phone.

You better save all that yummy goodness for me, she’d written.

I heard the zipper on her tall black boots. She exited the closet and presented herself.

“How do I look?”

“Like a hot sexy bitch.”

She laughed.

“You must have x-ray vision. Aside from the choker, I look like a polished professional in my Channel and my Gucci. Nobody will suspect a thing.”

“Ted will drool.”

She kissed me and grabbed her phone.

“Get ready for work,” she said. “I’ll see you soon.”


Chapter 6

Slowest day at work, ever. I tried to concentrate but I knew what was coming this evening. Every tick of the clock brought the inevitable one second closer. I also knew what Jayne wore under her modest outfit and that drove me crazy too. In the staff room she reached for coffee creamer on a high shelf and Ted saw the tops of her black stockings. Poor guy. He almost choked. He has it bad for my wife.

So do I.

So does Chris.

I sent Chris the contract electronically via Docusign, and then watched the clock constantly, even after Jayne told me to knock it off and get to work. Her time with him was slowly approaching and I was beginning to feel my skin crawl. My penis inexplicably filled and deflated more than a dozen times all day. I told Jayne what was happening to me, and she got tremendously aroused, like the power to make two men hard without touching either of them thrilled her.

Finally, after a day spent in psychic agony, she got the text that Chris was waiting in the limo downstairs. She read it twice, and then looked up at me, grinning.

“What?”

“He says to invite you to the limo,” she said.

“Why?”

She shrugged.

“Maybe he just wants to show off his big dick,” she said. “Or, more likely, maybe he doesn’t fully believe us. Maybe he suspects we are telling half-truths. Maybe he wants to test our bond and challenge us in a way no husband could withstand. Think you can handle it?”

I checked the Docusign folder. He hadn’t signed yet. I told Jayne.

“One more hoop to jump through,” she teased. “I ask again: can you handle it?”

I groaned. For the bonus we’d receive from him signing, I’d fake it.

“Yes,” I said, with confidence I didn’t feel. “Tell him we’re on our way. You head down first. I’ll speak with Trevor and see you in a minute.”

She grabbed her purse and hurried out the door. It stung a little how eager my wife was to see him again. I watched her ass leave, remembering that sexy ass wrapped in black lace this morning. I froze mid step when I realized she still carried his seed inside her and was rushing back to him for more.

“Jesus Christ,” I mumbled.

Would I be able to handle this?

I explained to Trevor we were close to closing the deal and he wished us well. I took the elevator to the lobby and out the front doors where the sleek black limo waited. The driver opened the back door for me, and I ducked my head to step inside, surprised to see Jayne already had a large, soft cock in her hand. She laughed with delight at my shocked face.

“Don’t be shy,” she said. “This is a party bus. Get in.”

I sat across from them and the driver closed the door. A moment later the car pulled away from the curb, joining downtown traffic. Chris sat grinning, knees wide as he sipped a martini. He pointed at the bar.

“Help yourself,” he said. “Mix whatever you’d like.”

I turned away, playing it cool. Jayne’s theory that he might be testing us gained a lot of credibility after I saw the look in his eyes. He was nobody’s fool, but I guess you can’t be and still accumulate a billion dollars. The leather seats creaked softly under our weight, and I watched as Jayne knelt between Chris's legs, her hands working to open his belt. The dim light through the tinted glass cast a soft greenish glow on her face, highlighting the mix of anticipation and hunger in her eyes. Chris leaned back, the smug grin spreading across his face as he watched Jayne, his ex and my wife, ready to fulfill his fantasies. Jayne unzipped his pants, her movements slow and deliberate, teasing him and me at the same time. She reached in, her fingers wrapping around his already hard cock, and pulled it out. Chris groaned, his hips lifting slightly as Jayne tugged his pants lower and began to stroke him. Her eyes never left his.

"Fuck, Jayne," he muttered, voice thick with desire. "You look so hot down there."

Jayne smiled, a wicked glint in her eyes, and leaned in. Her tongue darted out, licking the tip of his cock, and Chris's groan filled the limo. I watched, mesmerized, as she took him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth. She began to bob her head on just the tip, her mouth working him with skilled precision.

The sound of her sucking bounced around inside my head, driving me crazy. The wet, slurping noises made my own cock hard in my pants. I couldn't look away, captivated by the sight of my wife, her mouth full of another man's penis, her eyes now closed in concentration as she gave him the blowjob of his dreams.

Chris's hands found their way to her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as he guided her movements. Jayne moaned around his dick, the vibration sending him closer to the edge. I could see the tension in his body, the way his muscles were coiled, ready to explode.

"You're so good,” Chris groaned, voice strained. “You’re even better than you were back then, and you were amazing back then.”

“I love dicks,” she mumbled.

That was news to me.

Jayne redoubled her efforts, her head bobbing faster, her hands working in tandem with her mouth. The sight was intoxicating, and I found myself wishing I was in his place, feeling her hot mouth on my cock. As she pulled back, her lips glistening, she looked over at me. I knew that look, the one that said she was ready for more. She held him so I got a better view and lowered her mouth over the head again. She began to bob once more but slower this time, taking great pleasure from the beast she held.

“Has she told you about me?” he asked.

“Bits and pieces,” I admitted. “We rarely share personal stuff at work.”

He nodded.

“Not exactly business conversation,” he agreed.

He lowered his gaze to my wife between his legs, working his hard dick at a leisurely pace, savoring his throbbing bulk.

“We fucked every day,” he said. “Sometimes two or three times a day. She was ravenous but so was I.”

He rested a hand on her head to help guide her or maybe to just feel her move up and down in her efforts to please him.

“I’d send the limo to pick her up after work. We both looked forward to it. I offered to pay for her schooling, but she insisted she stand on her own. God, what a turn on that was. Any other woman would have jumped at my money, but not Jayne. She was there for me, me and the dick she couldn’t get enough of. Did she happen to mention I got her pregnant?”

“No,” my voice cracked.

“Yup. Twice. We handled it and kept going. Funny side note: her tits got bigger and stayed that way. That turned her on even more. Chick hormones, I guess. Anyway, I ended up falling in love with her and she with me a little, I think. Is that right, Babe?”

Jayne pulled her mouth off his dick long enough to nod and mumble.

“Yes, I did.”

She immediately slid him along her tongue again.

“I find it so hot that our natural chemistry is still there,” he continued. “I’ve learned since those days that marriage is not for me. I’m happy to see she found someone. Do you know her husband?”

“Vaguely.”

I could not look away from his rigid, veiny cock gliding in and out through her stretched lips. The red lipstick somehow remained, providing a stark contrast between her skin and his.

“Nice guy? Is she happy? Does he treat her well?”

“Well enough. She’s happy.”

“Not too satisfied though, is she? Why else would she be on her knees with my cock in her mouth?”

Jayne punched his thigh and Chris laughed. Jayne did too around his cock.

“I’m happily married,” she countered. “I just love this dick. Leave my husband out of your speculation.”

She sucked him in again. Chris looked at me.

“Should we find you a girl, Mark? I have several owing me favors. I could give you one. Or maybe Jayne has a horny friend?”

“I’m good, thank you. This spectacle is enough to last me a long time.”

“Spectacle. Good word. I like that.”

I believed he was testing me, goading me for a reaction, probing to see if I could stand the sight of Jayne sucking. He was testing Jayne too. I lowered my gaze to my wife and together, Chris and I watched her worship his long, fat, pulsating cock. She truly did adore the thing. She took a deep breath and pushed her lips towards the root, taking as many inches as she could. She held him there, deep in her mouth, feeling him pulsate, her eyes closed, lost in rapture. When she finally pulled her mouth up his length, she held the slippery thing against her cheek, just to feel the warm pulse of it. I noticed she’d slipped one hand down to masturbate while she orally pleased him, as turned on to be sucking as he was to be sucked. I found that hot. She repeatedly tapped his stiff dick against her face, like a drumstick, chuckling playfully. I got an insight into the relationship they’d enjoyed all those years ago. These crazy kids fucked all the time. My wife seriously loved his cock.

The limo made a turn, and we all swayed with it.

“Look away, Mark,” Jayne warned, with a gleam in her eye. ”For what’s coming next, you may not respect me anymore.”

“I could never lose respect for you,” I said, trying to sound convincing, wondering what she had planned.


Chapter 7

Jayne got to her feet, bent at the waist, head against the roof of the car. She dragged the zipper of her dress down and awkwardly stepped out of it. Chris feasted his eyes on the black lace underwear and thigh-high stockings. The panties followed her dress, carelessly tossed aside and she straddled his lap, a knee planted beside his ass on both sides. She sank lower and his long thick cock slid up in back, gliding along her butt crack, following the curve. The atmosphere was thick with anticipation and the scent of her desire. Chris, her ex, sent his hands roaming over her body as she ground against him. The dim light from the limo's interior cast a seductive glow on their bodies, highlighting every curve and line.

Jayne leaned down, her lips capturing Chris's in a deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues danced, a swirling of longing and lust. I watched, suddenly aware that my cock throbbed in my pants. Jayne broke the kiss and locked eyes with Chris. She reached down, her fingers finding her labia, spreading herself to grind her clit against his abs. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he guided her movements and Jayne moaned, a sound of pure pleasure at being controlled. He positioned her over his cock. She reached down, her hand wrapping around his hard length, and guided him to her entrance.

With a slow, deliberate movement, Jayne lowered herself onto him. Chris groaned, his head falling back against the seat as she took him inch by inch. The sight of her, impaled on another man's cock, was intoxicating. I could see the way her hole stretched to accommodate him, the way her muscles clenched around him.

Jayne began to move, her hips rolling and grinding as she sank lower. Inch by inch her tight pussy swallowed his erection. All the air slowly left her lungs as she moaned, gliding down his length. It took an eternity for her stretched pussy to settle around the base of him. I was shocked by how he filled her, forcing her opening into a wide circle around his shaft. Her puckered asshole repeatedly winked at me as she held herself all the way down. Her breathing was almost a purr at the sensation of a cunt fully stuffed with dick. Her hips made tiny rocking motions as she ground her clit against him. She was lost in pleasure, a million miles away. Her head reeled from side to side just feeling him all the way up in there. She circled his neck with her arms and kept herself impaled.

“You can jack off,” Chris told me over her shoulder. “If you need to.”

“Thanks,” I muttered.

My hand drifted to my zipper. Jayne lifted a few inches just to enjoy the pleasure of sinking on him again. I could not look away. This sex was so raw. I smelled my wife’s arousal and saw how wet she left his shaft. She lifted again and sank. She repeated this while leaning back and popping the front clasp on her bra, shoving her tits in his face as she wiggled the brasserie down her arms to her hand. She circled his neck with the bra and pulled his mouth closer, kissing him deeply, then she leaned back and offered the man her nipple. He bit the nub and she yelped, laughing and hugging him. He slid his hands under her ass and suckled while moving her body up and down, using her pussy to milk himself. She dropped the bra and joined in, rotating her hips, grinding on him, filling herself over and over. She was drenched. I marveled at how much my wife loved fucking this man. Was it him? Truly? Or was it his cock she so loved? That was a question for later, once we were alone again.

Their lovemaking grew more energetic. Soon the sound of their bodies slapping together filled the limo, a primal rhythm that matched the pounding of my own heart. Jayne's moans grew louder, her breath coming in short gasps as she chased her pleasure. Chris's hands moved to her breasts, his fingers teasing her nipples and caressing her smooth globes. Jayne arched her back, pushing her breasts into his touch, her movements becoming more frenzied. I could see the sweat beading on her back by the way her body glistened in the soft light.

"Jayne," Chris groaned, voice strained. "I missed you more than I realized."

“Yeah,” she grunted, fucking herself.

I unzipped and pulled my dick free. This was too much to simply watch. It emotionally hurt to see her impaled on him, but the raw sex was too much to withstand. I’m a man. My eyes devoured what I witnessed. I began to stroke.

She leaned down to capture his mouth in another searing kiss. Their bodies moved together in perfect sync, a dance of lust and desire. I watched, mesmerized, as they fucked, their bodies merged, their pleasure building with each thrust. Her black stockings looked incredibly sexy. The limo's movement was a distant hum, a backdrop to the sounds of their lovemaking. Jayne's moans grew louder, her body tensing as she approached climax. Chris's grip on her hips tightened, his body tensing as he chased his own release. He noticed I’d taken his advice and jacked off now, so he mentioned it to Jayne.

“You’ve made us both hard,” he told her. “Work will never be the same.”

My wife’s head snapped around. She couldn’t believe what she saw. I was only a few feet away from her taking cock and yet I was hard and masturbating. He couldn’t see her expression, but I sure could. She was amazed. My lust added fuel to hers and she fucked the man even faster. He leaned back and spread his arms and legs, giving her complete control, allowing himself to be ridden. Her breathing turned ragged. She watched me jack off and rode his cock hard. I watched her expression change as her orgasm approached. Then, suddenly, it was here.

Jayne cried out, her body convulsing as her climax washed over her. Muscles tensed and her cunt gushed. She rode him even harder, almost crying as she dragged her spasming cunt up and down his rigid pole. On and on she moaned, cumming long and hard all over him. Finally, she collapsed onto his chest, her body slick with sweat, her breath coming in short gasps. As she lay there, her body draped, I knew that this was just the beginning. We hadn’t even left the car yet. Where were we going?


Chapter 8

After a few miles, she pulled herself off his cock and stood over him. It landed on his stomach with a thud. She checked to make sure I was still watching.

“Chris is right,” she said. “Work will never be the same.”

“No,” I agreed. “It won’t.”

“Promise me you’ll keep my secrets.”

“I promise. They are our secrets. I got my dick out too.”

She was playing the game and playing it well. I ran my eyes over her bent frame: black choker, black stocking, red lips. God, she looked sexy as fuck. Too bad I must remain barricaded behind our charade. I desperately wanted to join in fucking her. She was so comfortable fucking Chris in front of me I wondered if she’d done something like this before. I knew almost nothing about her sex life before me. She’d dropped little comments over the years, but I had no idea what she was like in high school or college. I was beginning to suspect she was quite the lusty woman. I made a mental note to ask once Chris was out of the picture.

She dropped to her knees between his legs again, lifting his slippery cock and licking him clean from balls to tip. The moment seemed to have passed somewhat so I tucked my hard dick into my pants and zipped up. She did the same to him.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

So casual. So calm. How many times has she fucked for an audience?

“Paris,” he stated, gorging himself on her sexiness. “If you had plans for this weekend, cancel them. We’ll come home Sunday night. I’ll sign the contract then.”

“I have a husband,” Jayne said. “I can’t just drop everything.”

“I have a wife,” I agreed. “I can’t just vanish for two days. We’re already burning through a lot of goodwill with our spouses by dropping everything to meet your capricious schedules.”

“I know you’re just trying to impress me at how successful you’ve become over the years,” Jayne said. “But trust me. I’m impressed already.”

“Fair enough,” he said with a smirk. “How about we just go back to my suite and get high?”

“How about we just drive around in the limo like we used to and fuck our brains out? We can get high right here. Open the moonroof. You can fuck me all the way down Wall Street again. Make them hear it.”

He laughed.

She turned to me.

“I know I ask a lot of you,” she said to me. “Keeping this secret will be huge. I hope you can forgive me. Let me blow you. Your wife never needs to know. Let me repay you for all the kindness and understanding you’ve shown me over the years. It’s just a blowjob. You’re watching us fuck and I can see it turns you on and I hate to see you suffer. Let me handle both of the men back here with me. I’ll enjoy it. You will too.”

Chris laughed.

“This really is like old times,” he said.

“You’ve blown two men at the same time before?”

I was looking at Jayne, but it was Chris that answered.

“Hell man, you think one dick, even one this big, is enough for this hot baby? Some night she’d make me call my friends and then we’d really party. I’ve seen her stuck like a porcupine: a cock in each hole and one in each hand. This girl loves to fuck. When I couldn’t go anymore, I’d hand her over to more friends. She’s insatiable. I’d love to meet her husband. I never thought a man would tame her.”

Jayne was watching me, gauging my reaction to his revelations. We’d met and dated and got engaged and then married, and all during that time I’d asked almost nothing about her sexual past. It didn’t matter. Body count doesn’t matter. Fuck one man five hundred times or five hundred men once each. It’s the same. I know most guys don’t see it that way, but most guys are insecure. What matters is what you do after we become exclusive to each other, and Jayne has never cheated.

“You’d like him,” I told Chris. “Handsome. Quick-witted. Super smart.”

I kept my eyes on my wife. She was growing sexier by the second. I pictured the situations Chris described and saw her in each of them. I was forced to expand my definition of my woman. I felt pride that I was the man able to tame her. That made me feel good about myself.

“All right,” I said, unzipping again and moving over to Chris’s side of the limo. “Suck us both off.”

Jayne’s eyes flashed with a wicked light. She wasn’t merely strolling down memory lane with Chris, she was striding down the boulevard of her sexual past, a past I knew next to nothing about. She knelt between his knee and mine and reached for our crotch. Chris was quick to get his cock out again. My wife curled her fingers around our soft dicks and began to stroke us. I wondered if I’d have difficulty getting hard sitting so close to his bigger dick, but no, I shot right up. Jayne lowered her mouth over my cock and sucked a minute and then did the same to Chris. It was awkward for her, down on the floorboards, stretching to reach us one at a time.

“I have an idea,” she soon said. “Both of you take off your pants. Chris, swing your legs onto the seat and then Mark, place your legs over his and scoot closer. I want you to bring your cocks right next to each other.”

We shrugged and got started. When a woman tells you to take off your pants, you take off your pants. Chris laid down and I placed my legs over his. Jayne made us shuffle closer until our butts touched. She tugged me closer still and my balls pressed against his. She held our upright cocks in one hand, the underside of each shaft pressed together. She lowered her mouth attempting to suck both heads at the same time. I lifted my hips to help her. The underside of my cock slid along the underside of his and Jayne used both hands to stroke us simultaneously, sucking the heads when I reached the same height as him.

She wasn’t bringing our dicks together to compare us, but it was impossible for me not to. I stared down the length of my body to where she held us against each other and noted how his shaft was wide enough that I saw it on both sides of mine. His length was great enough that his cock head stood several inches higher than mine. He was bigger than me in every way, and I found that strangely exciting, like oh boy, no wonder Jayne loves his dick so much. She saw me staring and my expression gave me away. She knew what I was thinking. She grinned, not a cruel grin meant to humiliate me, but a playful grin, as if she was saying, Now you can see for yourself why I love his cock.

I did see that for myself, and while she wasn’t bringing us together to illustrate his superior size, I was aroused that he was bigger. I was thrilled to see him this close and know this was the penis that conquered my wife. It made sense to me that she so eagerly submitted to him. It wasn’t the man necessarily, although Chris was a cool guy and I knew my wife found him attractive, it was his incredible cock. She craved it, and it thrilled me to have a wife that craved it. Blood surged and I expanded in her hand.

“Oh,” she purred. “You like this? Now you understand why I need it so much.”

I nodded. Chris watched us closely. Jayne stuck her tongue out and held it over our dicks. She waited until a drip of saliva left her tongue and the long strand brought the dollop to his cock. She wiped it around with her hand and then licked all over both heads. She rose, bending at the waist, and planted a high-heeled foot on the bench, facing him, her back to me. She lowered her pussy at us both. I gasped, suddenly realizing her intent.

“Fuck yes,” Chris murmured.

Jayne held our hard dicks against each other and now I saw the reason she’d positioned us this way. Her descending cunt made contact with his first and then mine, expanding as she used the weight of her body to force both cocks inside her at the same time. I gasped again to see her labia shoved apart, her hole stretched and our throbbing dicks penetrate at the same time. Her tunnel was a hot, wet vise, squeezing our meat together as she sank lower. Jayne moaned as the intense sensation spread through her hips and her body. She moved her hand away once her cunt had us both and then focused on sinking lower. I was stunned. Her soaked pussy ate us both.

“Ooooooh, fuuuuuck,” she groaned, pushing her hole down our inches.

From behind I watched her puckered asshole clench and release over and over. Our cocks made her crowded tunnel incredibly narrowed, and her walls sliding against my skin sent electric shocks running through me, but what must she be feeling? Two men? At the same time? This was a level of sluttiness I’d never even imagined and watching it performed by my wife drove me wild.

It was at this moment that I knew I would never allow us to go back to how things were. No way. Now that I understood the woman inside her, the cock-loving whore that resided inside my wife, I would never allow her to go into hiding again. Chris’s big dick had awakened this side of her, but I suspected any big dick could do the same. Chris would sign the contract on Monday and vanish again from our lives, but no way would I let this side of Jayne vanish too.

Her tight opening crept lower and lower until it came to rest around the root of my dick. I eased my cock lower, forcing her to chase me. Chris had another inch or two exposed and I wanted my wife to take all he had. I backed away and she pursued me, engulfing the last of his dick too. She had both of us. All of us. Every inch. Two rock-hard and throbbing cocks buried together. At the same time. Inside my wife.

My mind reeled. Never in my wildest erotic dreams.

Jayne groaned as she lifted her hips and dragged her stretched pussy up a few inches and then groaned again when she sank onto us once more. She moved a little faster next time and soon, with one hand on his chest and the other braced on her knee, she fucked herself on both cocks together. Her sopping cunt dripped juice down our shafts. She was soaked, wildly aroused by her own actions. Her moans and groans intensified, and I was struck by the idea she might orgasm this way. I wanted to see it. I reached down and dipped my thumb in her pussy juice and pushed it slightly up her ass. My wife cried out, stimulated beyond anything she could handle, yet fucking us now faster than ever. She was going to climax all over us. Chris murmured encouragement like he’d done this kind of thing before, but I was struck dumb. I was speechless.

He had done this before, I realized, and he’d done it with her, but with another man not me. Good God almighty.

I moaned. The thought was too hot.

“You like that, Mark?” Jayne gasped. “Me too. I like it a lot. I’m gonna cum.”

She pushed all the way down, taking all the inches we had, and then ground her hips in a small circular motion, stirring her insides with our cocks. No stripper, no whore, no woman in history had ever looked so sexy. Her soft whimpers and gasps told me she was getting close. I wiggled my thumb and then pushed it deeper, and she groaned from the bottom of her heart. She pumped her hips in short strokes, fucking herself on us, and then it hit.

A freight train has less power than the volcanic eruption I witnessed. Her cunt gushed and her cry pierced the night. She screeched as every muscle stood taut. Her entire body vibrated as she orgasmed from two hard cocks impaling her. She arched her back and twisted her spine all around, writhing atop us, crying out as pleasure blinded her and filled her head with noise. She pressed her palms against the roof of the car and forced herself farther down our cocks, driving us as deep as possible.

“Give it to me!” she wailed. “Fuck! I need it! Give me your fucking cum!”

I glanced at Chris and saw he was close. His ass made small pumping thrusts, trying to cum in her. I joined him, realizing how close I was too. Jayne felt us inside and already knew. I’d been lost in her and not paying attention to myself. Chris groaned loud and thrust upward hard one last time and squirted, and I felt hot liquid envelop me. It was all too intense. My orgasm joined theirs, racing up my shaft to explode inside her, adding my spurting seed to his potent fluid. We pumped out a lake of jizz, flooding her cunt, gushing into her womb. I shouted some strange noise and forced out another deluge of cream. Chris was pumping his hips with hard, short strokes, banging her cervix as his fat cock spit. Searing liquid ran down both our shafts.

Jayne was losing her mind.  

I was too. We were injecting her with sperm together! That fact obliterated everything. I saw my wife over us, receiving her hot loads and orgasming wildly because of it. We pushed out all we could.

At last, we both ran out. My hips slowed and so did his. Jayne was whimpering and mewling, any movement sending a surge of intense pleasure rushing through her. She was paralyzed perched atop us. Chris lifted his hips, but Jayne gasped.

“Don’t move!” she rasped, showing him a palm. “Not yet. Wait.”

We did. Our dicks slowly deflated and mine slipped free. Jayne cautiously leaned over his body and laid her head on his chest. My legs were still tangled and pinned so I stayed where I was. His fat cock was still inside her, a thick plug holding our sperm inside. Jayne looked wiped out. She settled into place on him, and I eased my legs free. I reached for my pants, dressed, and knocked on the glass partition. The driver lowered the smoked glass a few inches.

“Sir?” he said.

“Drop me right here,” I announced. “I’ll get my car and head for home. You two need the rest of the night for yourselves. Jayne, I’ll see you at work on Monday and don’t worry. My wife will never learn of this.”

She gave me a weak wave. The driver pulled over and I got out. Glancing back, I saw Chris brushing her hair back and kissing her face softly, his plump cock still buried deep inside her.


Chapter 9

I checked the Docusign account first thing Monday morning, before we even started getting ready for work. Chris had signed, as promised. I left the page open and called Jayne in to see it. She grinned and hugged me.

“We did it,” she murmured, kissing my lips.

Her eyes danced with delight, and not just because we closed the deal. She got home late from his place, spending all day Sunday and most of Sunday night with him. Her feet barely touched the ground. She was euphoric. We stared at the screen and our complete victory and then I turned to look her in the eyes.

“He knew,” I said. “Right?”

She glanced at the ground.

“Yes. He knew the whole time.”

“When did you find out he knew?”

“Late last night. As he was putting me in the limo and saying goodbye for the last time. He told me he’d known all along that we were husband and wife but wanted to push the envelope anyway. He said he wondered how far we’d go to close the deal, but then he realized we were all truly into the sex. He had fun with it in the backseat, but he never meant anything malicious.”

“No, I get that. We were the ones who tried to trick him. It’s fair he turned it back around on us.”

“He said he tried so hard to get a reaction from you, but you were so amazed to see me behaving like a slut that he gave up and just decided to have fun. We did have fun, didn’t we?”

“The most fun ever.”

She squeezed me.

“Did I shock you?”

“About a million times. The whole time we dated and then even after we were married, it never occurred to me to ask about your sexual history. I just made assumptions.”

“Better left unsaid.”

“Exactly. Now I’m burning with curiosity. You must tell me everything.”

“Everything?”

“Yes, but before you do let me tell you this: Chris will leave our life to return to his and take his big, sexy cock with him, but I want you to know I will find you another.”

Her jaw dropped open.

“What?”

“Yes,” I said. “Now that I’ve watched you fuck, I want to keep watching you fuck. I want more. Chris is a handsome guy, rich, smart, funny, and you like him, but I realized it was his dick that you loved. He’s gone so I must find you a new dick. I already have some ideas about where to look.”

She could not believe the words falling out of my mouth.

“What about you? Should we find new women for you?”

“Maybe, but not right now. For now, I’ll watch. Maybe they’ll know I’m your husband or maybe they won’t. It doesn’t matter. You’re a force of nature, Jayne. You were born to fuck. I want to watch you again and again. You’re amazing.”

I picked up my phone. I dialed Trevor and let him know we had closed the deal with Chris and wouldn’t be in today. I put the phone down.

“Get back in bed,” I told her. “Tell me every sexual thing you’ve ever done, starting with the first time you kissed a boy.”

She laughed.

“My first real kiss wasn’t with a boy. It was with a pretty girl. Sherrie Daniels. She already had boobs in the seventh grade.”


Chapter 10

The sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky with hues of orange and purple, as I stood on the balcony of our secluded beach house, watching our bedroom closely through a glass wall. The sound of waves crashing against the shore was soothing, but my mind was far from peaceful. Jayne, my wife of so many wonderful years, had a plan for tonight, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of anticipation and nerves.

The beach house was a dream, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the ocean. Inside, the decor was a blend of modern and rustic, with polished wood floors and plush, white furnishings. The master bedroom, where we were staying, had a king-sized bed draped in silk sheets and a private balcony overlooking the beach, and, at the moment, the setting sun.

Jayne emerged from the bathroom, her long, wavy hair cascading around her shoulders. When she wants to, she can snatch my breath away, and this was definitely one of those times. The twist of the knife, however, was that she had not put the effort into looking this good for me. She looked this good for another man. She wore a red silk robe, loosely tied at the waist, that clung to her curves, and her eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint.

"Are you ready, Darling?" she asked, playfully pitching her voice in a sultry whisper.

I nodded, my heart pounding. Jayne led me to the living room, where a man I had never seen before stood waiting. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline. His dark hair was styled foppishly, with no hair out of place, and his eyes held a confident, almost predatory look.

"Mark, this is Josh," Jayne introduced, her hand resting on the small of my back. "He's another old friend of mine, another ex, and he's going to join us tonight."

Josh extended his hand, and I shook it firmly, trying to mask my surprise.

Another ex.

I should have seen it coming, but I didn’t. I’d learned all about her lusty past, all about her hot lovers with their sculpted bodies and swinging dicks. I don’t know why I thought Chirs would be the only ghost from her past I would ever meet, but I had. I presumed once I told her what I wanted, we’d find lovers for her together. That had proved easier said than done. I’d searched the Internet and the gym and local clubs but never found a man she wanted. They were all too this or too that or not enough of something, which, usually, was dick. We both became a little frustrated.

She knew exactly which men to call, and so she had.

"Pleasure to meet you, Mark," he said, his voice deep.

Jayne led us to the bedroom, where the atmosphere was charged with a mix of tension and excitement. She dragged the chair away from the desk and aimed it at the bed. I understood the meaning. Josh did too, a tiny smile curling the corner of his mouth. I knew what Jayne was going to say before she said it.

"Tonight,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to do things a little differently. I want you to watch me with Josh, but I want you to watch only, and it won’t be easy for you."

I swallowed hard, my mind racing with a thousand thoughts. Jayne turned to Josh, her lips curling into a seductive smile.

"Show him what you've got," she said.

Josh stepped forward, his hands moving to his belt. He unbuckled it slowly, his eyes locked on Jayne. As he lowered his zipper, I couldn't help but feel a surge of anticipation. Josh opened his pants and hooked both pants and underwear under his thumbs, shoving them down together. His large cock bounced a few times and then laid still. Josh was shaved completely, his fresh pink cock and balls smooth as glass.

As a husband, staring at this stranger's large, soft, hanging penis, I felt a rush of trepidation. The man’s penis was impressive, with a length and girth that promised a deep, intense experience for my wife, and I imagined her blissful responses. The hanging tube of meat seemed to slumber, but I couldn’t help but imagine how it might transform in a few minutes, hardening and rising to the occasion. The thought of this stranger's organ entering my wife, filling her in ways I do not, was both exciting and disturbing. She would feel the difference between him and me, and the difference would be a lot.

Josh smirked and his dick began to engorge from our eyes on it, lifting as we watched. It nodded to the beating of his heart, rising like steam, expanding and growing with a silent promise of the pleasure it was about to deliver.

“Freshman year of college,” Jayne breathed. “I thought I already knew how to suck a cock, but I didn’t. Josh showed me that. Josh taught me the right way, the way a true slut sucks.”

I pictured my young wife struggling to orally please this man.

“Those big balls fed me my first load,” she continued, her voice soft from fond memories. “I gagged and wanted to spit him out, but he held my head and told me to swallow. I did, and I’m so glad I did. I developed a taste for semen that has stayed with me all my life.”

He chuckled and flexed, sending a rush of blood to expand his penis. Jayne's eyes widened and she bit her lower lip, signaling her growing arousal. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around Josh in the middle of his shaft. She tugged, beginning to stroke him slowly. Josh let out a low groan.

“I hated when you broke up with me,” he said. “Thanks for calling.”

“I know I hurt you,” she replied. “You can take it out on me tonight.”

My breath caught in my throat. I stared at her hand traveling his length and so did she. Josh pulled on her sash, opening her robe to his hungry eyes. She stroked him shamelessly, under the gaze of her loving husband. I found her brazen boldness sexy. I thought his thick cock in her hand looked sexy too. Her movements were deliberate and sensual, her eyes never leaving his penis. The room was filled with the sound of us breathing heavily and the occasional soft moan. After a few moments, Jayne turned to me, her eyes filled with desire.

"Come here, Mark," she whispered, beckoning me closer.

I stepped forward, my heart pounding in my ears.

Jayne reached out to cup the front of my pants, confirming I was already hard. She gently kissed my cheek.

"I want you to watch me," she said, her voice a soft plea. "I want you to see how much pleasure I give him."

I nodded, unsure what she meant exactly but willing to go along with anything by this point. Jayne turned to Josh, her hands quickly stripping him of his remaining clothes. She pushed him gently onto the bed, her movements fluid and graceful. She leaned down, her lips capturing Josh's in a passionate kiss. Their tongues danced. Her hands roamed his body, exploring every inch of him, remembering yet another lover.

I stepped closer and eased her robe off her body. Now the two lovers were nude and the sight of her made my eyes ache. Josh moved to the center of the bed and Jayne crawled on to follow, holding his cock upright as she lowered her mouth. She glanced at me to make sure I watched and then extended her tongue to lick away a drop of precum from the tip. She swirled it around inside her mouth.

“Want a kiss?” she teased.

I shook my head and she giggled.

“I thought not,” she said.

She slipped his cock head into her mouth and worked her tongue all around it. I saw her cheeks dimple each time she sucked.

“She’s trying to push her tongue up my dick hole,” Josh rumbled. “Feels fucking great. Suck harder, Jay.”

He put both hands on her head and lifted his hips, pushing his cock deep. She choked and smacked his leg, but she didn’t back off. She let him force his cock into her mouth. He pushed harder and she gagged but I saw another inch slither down her throat. I imagined her first year in college and this guy whips out a cock unlike any she’d seen before. He dominated her with it.

He pushed again and her throat bulged. She coughed. I grew worried but she reached down to masturbate. She adjusted the angle of her throat, and another inch sank deeper. She held him in there like she had Chris, savoring the sensation of deep, throbbing penetration. He grabbed her tits, roughly caressing and tweaking her nipples. He slapped her ass a stinging blow and she moaned.

“Fuck me,” he ordered. “You can suck me later. I need that tight cunt wrapped around my dick.”

Jayne hurried to obey, pulling her mouth up his length and then throwing a leg over his lap. With one knee on the bed and the other still raised, She planted the large head at her opening and settled a little weight on him. Her eyes came up to sweep the room and find me, locking her gaze on mine, pushing her hips lower and driving his thick cock into her soaked pussy.

The long, satisfied moan that flowed from her pierced my heart.

I thought back to that night she shared her sexual past with me and all the men she’d fucked. The more she shared, the more excited I’d become. Chris and Josh were only two. There were many more. Most she could live without but there were several she admitted a lingering desire for. I knew now this was our future. One by one we would find and seduce the ones that got away.

I watched, mesmerized, as Jayne moved her hips in a sensual rhythm, her body responding to Josh's touch. His hands cupped her breasts; his thumbs circled her nipples. Jayne kept her eyes on me, watching me watch her. This performance was for both of us. She let out a soft moan, her head falling back as his touch thrilled her. She pushed her hips all the way down on his lap and pointed to a spot on her stomach just above her belly button. It took me a moment to understand.

He’s this deep, she was telling me.

“Fucking hell,” I growled, forced to finally release my penis and begin to stroke.

I quickly stripped and sat on the chair she’d placed for me. I’d joined her and Chris that night and, in our conversations, it was expected I would again. But not tonight. Tonight was for her with Josh. I could watch and pleasure myself, but Jayne was off limits. For reasons unknown to me, that made everything hotter.

Their movements became more intense and passionate. I was mesmerized. My arousal grew with each passing moment. The sight of Jayne's bliss was intoxicating, but it was the sight of his big cock owning her that fried my brain. I was rock hard and throbbing. I wished I could join them but loved that I could not.

Josh took over, scooping her in his arms and flipping her onto her back. She folded her legs and pulled them higher, grabbing her knees to offer her cunt fully. Josh plunged over and over, smooth strong strokes that buried his cock each time. His rhythm was relentless, and Jayne was soon gasping.

“Make me cum,” she told him. “I love your cock.”

He lifted himself over her and his hips thrust deep. I heard the sounds of her increasing wetness and wished I could suck her clit while he fucked her.

“Make me cum,” she rasped. “Do it. I’m already close.”

He planted a passionate kiss on her mouth, and she released her knees to hold his face, fucking and kissing this old flame while he nudged her ever closer. Finally, she sucked a bushel of air and her head fell back.

“Here it cooooommes!” she cried, her back arching and muscles taut.

Josh never varied. His thick cock was a piledriver, pumping her sopping cunt as she orgasmed long and hard. I was thrilled to see it. Another man was doing this to her, and I loved to see it. Her chest heaved and her nipples stiffened. He drove his cock into her body over and over until her powerful climax became too much to take. She put her hands on his chest to slow him but that only added fuel to his fire.

Once he was sure her orgasm was over, he was in hot pursuit of his own. I scooted the chair closer, eager to see every nuance of him inseminating her.

She recognized the sounds he made and suddenly no longer tried to push him away, instead wrapping arms and legs and drawing him deeper. She turned her head to find me.

“Shoot it in me,” she urged him, knowing how it inflamed me. “Cum in me, Josh!”

I almost shot my load. I held back because I sensed this was not the end of our night with him, but only the beginning. His pelvis pumped faster and then his strokes grew short. Buried deep, he pumped rapidly and then threw back his head and roared, convulsing as the first blast of sperm launched. The flood gates opened and he laughed manically, thrusting again and again as each new blast of semen rocketed out of his cock and into her. Jayne clawed at his back and dug her heels into his ass. I left my pulsating penis standing upright in my lap. Any touch would set me off, and I wasn’t ready to cum. Not yet. Not until much later tonight.

My mind leapt to another former lover Jayne had mentioned the night of her confessions. Trey. A black man. An athlete. A hefty dark shank of meat she’s described as gone too soon. We’d find him, and I’d pull up another chair.

End.
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