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    COOKIES AND CREAM
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    Tracy cut out a little early from work, her panties damp with excitement as she did ninety along the expressway and thought about the monstrous cock that would be plowing her pussy in mere hours.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She got to the house around five-thirty in the afternoon, an hour normally unheard of — her position at the investment banking firm usually keeping her in the city until seven or eight, and then home in North Jersey by nine. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She figured Steven might already be there, but she didn't see his car in the driveway. When she called out his name from the foyer and nobody answered, she just shrugged and smiled, humming a little tune as she tossed her bag onto the sofa and bounced up the stairs, her pussy pulsating with anticipation.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    In the bedroom, Tracy kicked off her heels, unzipped her skirt, and slowly pulled off her tights and panties as she closed her eyes and thought of him undressing her, relishing the warmth and horny tingle emanating from deep within her core. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She opened her eyes and walked over to the full-length mirror and gazed at herself, standing there in just a blouse with a bra underneath, the thin white fabric of her top contrasting with the glow of her bronzed skin. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As she looked at the closely cropped bush atop her mound, and her eyes moved down her long, toned legs with silent approval, she oh-so-slowly unbuttoned her blouse, sliding it off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor as she reached back to unhook her bra, which she let slip off her firm, pert breasts and join her top on the carpet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Naked now, she inhaled sharply as she took in her bangin' 29-year-old body and saw how stiff her nipples already were, and she let the tips of her fingers wander around her midsection and down the tops of her thighs. She wanted so badly to slide those fingers between her legs, to feel how soaked her pussy was and to touch her clit. But she had to wait. Just a couple more hours. Excruciating as it was. She smiled as she thought about her plans for the evening. It was going to be so worth it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    * * *
 
   
 
    
 
    
    At precisely the same time, Steven was driving around town in a daze.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He didn't want to go home and tell his wife that he'd just gotten fired from his job as editor of a weekly community newspaper that practically no one read anymore.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    That was bad enough. Even worse was the fact that while his career had limped along during the seven years he and Tracy had been married, and had now completely fallen into the toilet, his wife's career in the corporate securities sector had taken off in the other direction.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She had become one of the most high-powered women at the firm, with a huge office, several assistants, and envious expense accounts, while Steven sat in a cubicle near the bathroom and practically had to beg the newspaper's owner for a box of new pens. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy was making almost ten times Steven's salary, and that was before he hit the unemployment line. She was the reason they had their big, gorgeous house in the 'burbs. She'd even bought him a new BMW a couple of years back because she'd been embarrassed as shit by the beat-up Hyundai he'd been driving. It looked pathetic parked in their circular driveway near her Mercedes S550.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And to top it all off, they hadn't had sex in more than two years. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy never talked to him about it. She never told him why. But every time he got into bed with her and tried touching her, trying to get something going, she would just roll over and make up some excuse. Not in the mood. Headache. Too much work stuff on her mind. And so on.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven thought maybe she was fucking around on him. Maybe with that Roger guy, one of the partners at the firm, who reminded him of a slightly older Matthew McConaughey when he met the guy at a company party last year. Maybe he was giving it to her up the ass every day in her office, right there on the twenty-sixth floor while she was pushed up against her glass window with her skirt hiked up and the whole city could watch.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But deep down, Steven knew it was because he had never, ever been able to satisfy her with his ridiculously small penis.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was really, really tiny. When fully erect, it was about the size of his thumb. Maybe a wee bit smaller. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He had gotten used to that look of disappointment on the faces of the women he'd dated, when they got all hot and bothered and things got steamy and his pants came off. They'd see what little he had to offer them, and they'd usually just ask him to lick their pussy to get them off. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    At least he'd gotten decent at giving oral. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But when he was done making them cum, and he wanted them to at least jerk him off so he could cum, too, he'd close his eyes so he wouldn't have to witness their feeble attempts to hold in their laughter as they took his baby carrot between their thumb and fingers — it was too small to wrap their palms around — and pulled it up and down until a blob or two of jism oozed out.  
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The only time screwing ever felt good to Steven was when he went out with this really petite 19-year-old chick in college named Fawn. She had an almost abnormally small and tight pussy that was just about compatible with his short pencil dick, so at least they could both feel something when they screwed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Fawn was super-slutty and fucked almost everyone in Steven's dorm, so it was a mystery to Steven how she stayed so tight. But after she and Steven dated for only a couple of weeks, she decided to quit college and become a nun.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven had met Tracy during their senior year of college. She was fucking hot -- tall, with long, dark-blonde hair, hazel eyes, a button nose, sultry lips and a killer body. She had just escaped from a terrible, abusive boyfriend and was pretty damaged emotionally, and Steven was happy to be "nice guy" in shining armor in one of her classes who basically offered to write all her papers for her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She dated some other guys in between the asshole abuser and him. But those guys weren’t interested in sticking around while she worked through the trauma. Steven was, though. So eventually they hooked up. He couldn’t believe that she would let him fuck her. And he had actually convinced himself that she enjoyed it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    * * *
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy started wondering where Steven was, and the smile left her face, replaced by a scowl.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She started thinking back to the first time the two of them had fucked, and all the lame times since. She was really good at faking her pleasure and hiding her pity for his microscopic member.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy shook her head. She knew now that she should have dumped his ass when she saw that virtually non-existent dong. But she was in a vulnerable spot back then. And he had been there for her in every way. He would have eaten the shit right out of her asshole if she asked him to. In a weird way she loved him for that, even though deep down she thought he was weak as fuck and she didn’t respect him even a little bit. Still, he was reasonably good-looking, fairly smart, a decent dresser, he could carry on a conversation with her friends at dinner parties, and he did lick her clit pretty well, at least.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Considering the hell she’d been through with her prior boyfriend, and the other ass-hats she'd dated, she considered Steven and his micro-dick the lesser of many evils.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    They got married just a few months after graduation. She was ready to focus on her burgeoning career in the financial industry in order to make some real money, and she didn’t want to deal with the stupid dating scene or possibly hooking up with another guy who would beat the shit out of her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Maybe, as she fantasized once in a while in the months after they exchanged vows in their quickie Vegas wedding, Steven could eventually get penis enlargement surgery, or they would find some other way to somehow make it so she could at least feel him inside her when they fucked. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But that never became a reality. And a few years ago, Tracy got tired of faking it. She didn’t want Steven to touch her. He was just completely, irrevocably inadequate in the sack. And now that her self-esteem was so much higher, she felt like she absolutely deserved far more than his puny man-meat — it was a Vienna sausage when she wanted and needed a gigantic hanging salami.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Several days a week, she’d close the door to her office, sit back in her chair, pull her panties down to her ankles, play with her pussy until it got nice and soaked, and then fuck herself with as many fingers as she could jam into her opening, all the while dreaming of a massive cock filling her up far beyond her capacity while plowing her senseless.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy thought about cheating on Steven. Maybe with Roger, from work. He looked like an older Matthew McConaughey. Or maybe she would just go to some random bar in the city with a wig on, meet some hot guy, give him a fake name, then go into the back alley and let him violate her any way he wanted to with his fat cock. She came close to doing that so many times. But there was no guarantee the guy would, in fact, have a fat cock. And then it wouldn’t have been worth the guilt she would inevitably feel, even though she deserved a fat cock inside her, because she really wasn’t that bad of a person.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    So she never cheated on Steven. Not even once. Thoughts of divorcing him went through her mind, but the mere notion of going through that whole process, what with all the demands of her job, already made her exhausted. She also didn’t want to let Steven walk away with half of their assets that she had already worked so hard for, not to mention probably having to pay him alimony. The thought made her sick to her stomach.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And, though Tracy was loathe to admit it, there was a part of her -- granted, a part that was as tiny as Steven's feeble schlong -- that still felt love for him for having been there for her unconditionally at the start, back when she had really needed it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She felt completely stuck. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And then, one morning in the shower about a week ago, as she rinsed the conditioner out of her hair, she said to herself, “Fuck it." Then she stamped her foot on the bottom of the shower and said out loud, "Fuck all of it!”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She had enough.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Enough with Steven and his tiny fucking penis. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Enough with him not being able to satisfy her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Enough with cutting him a break for being a “nice guy.” 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Enough with feeling sorry for his lame, worthless ass. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He would have to pay for making her sex life a living fucking hell all of these years. But she wasn’t just going to leave him for someone else. No way. She wasn’t going to make it that easy for him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven would have to just sit there and watch her get super, incredibly, insanely rammed in every one of her holes by a gargantuan cock.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And as she turned off the water, Tracy suddenly thought of a way to make Steven's humiliation so potent that he would never, ever forget it as long as he lived.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The idea involve her excellent baking skills. Steven loved her chocolate chip cookies, so, chocolate chip cookies he would get, she decided. But with a twist.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It wouldn't be all bad for Steven, she thought. After all, part of her still loved him. In fact, Tracy suspected, Steven would probably love sitting there and watching a stud with a giant cock satisfying her like he never could. It would probably get him off. And there would be yet another tasty treat for him afterward.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The plan made Tracy giggle. And then it turned her on like fucking crazy. As she stood there in the shower, as sopping wet inside as she was on the outside, she worked her hands on her clit until her thighs shook and a powerful climax exploded from her swollen nub out to every part of her amazing body.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And then, as she stood there in post-orgasmic bliss, it hit her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She knew the perfect cock for the job.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And now, a week later, as she stood in front of the mirror, her smile returned. That cock was on its way!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy went into the walk-in closet and put on her favorite pair of cowboy boots. Then she walked back to the mirror, gave her body one more glance of approval, and then headed down the stairs naked except for the boots and went into the kitchen...
 
   
 
    
 
    
    * * *
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Steven drove around aimlessly, he thought about not going home at all. He couldn't bear to face his wife and tell her he'd been fired from his shitty job. That somehow he'd been an incompetent enough boob to get bounced even though all he basically had to do was show up every day.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He thought about just not telling her at all, and just pretend to go to work every morning. He made so little money, he figured she wouldn't even notice the change in their joint bank account, and she was so busy with her job she barely paid any attention to him as it was.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And then he remembered it was Thursday. And that their friends Todd and Rachel were coming over for dinner at seven.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He looked at his watch. It was a quarter to seven. Dammit, he thought as he pointed his car homeward. Tracy had asked him to pick up a couple of bottles of wine for dinner, but there was no time. He'd blown his only task.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He pulled into the driveway, behind Tracy's Mercedes, turned off the ignition and sat there for a few minutes, trying to work up the nerve to go inside and tell his wife he'd been fired. He didn't see Todd's Acura in the driveway, so he figured he had a few minutes before they arrived to break the bad news to Tracy. But then he decided to wait until later, until Todd and Rachel left, so that he didn't ruin dinner. It might be difficult to talk about work if anyone brought it up during the meal, but he'd just have to suck it up until later, he thought.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven got out of the car and headed into the house. "Honey, I'm home," he called out meekly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "In here," Tracy responded from the kitchen.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven walked into the kitchen and saw Tracy reaching into the refrigerator for some butter. He noticed she was just wearing an apron that just barely covered her tits and her crotch, with plenty of side boob showing, and her cowboy boots. He felt his tiny penis stir in his pants. although his arousal was far too small to be noticeable to anyone, including his wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy looked over at Steven and beamed as she started creaming together the butter and some white and brown sugar in a large mixing bowl. "How was your day, honey?" she said brightly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven felt himself turning red with shame. "Aren't you going to get dressed?" he said. "Company should be here any minute, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy started to beat some eggs into the mixture in the bowl. "There's been a slight change of plans," she said, looking down at the bowl and still smiling.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Aren't Todd and Rachel coming over?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, Todd is...," Tracy said as she started stirring in some flour, chocolate chips and walnuts.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh," Steven said. "Is Rachel OK?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "She's fine. She's great."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh," Steven said, thoroughly confused. "Are those chocolate chip cookies you're making?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy looked up at him as she poured a couple of drops of vanilla into the bowl. "That's right, honey," she smiled. "Your favorite!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven smiled weakly. "Awesome. So, what are you making for dinner, then?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy set down her mixing spoon, planted her palms on the granite countertop of the kitchen island and fixed her gorgeous eyes on Steven's puzzled face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "There's not going to be any dinner."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What? Then...why is Todd coming over. By himself."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy sighed. "You're a fairly smart guy, haven't you figured it out yet?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven felt himself starting to turn red again. He decided to change the subject.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I got fired today," he blurted out.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy shook her head and laughed. Well, it was more of a snort.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It figures," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven looked at her, his mouth agape.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Only someone like you could get fired from a job like that," she said. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, I...," Steven started to say, and then his shoulders slumped and he looked down at the floor, knowing she was right.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It doesn't really make a difference, does it?" Tracy said. "You were pulling in less than a fry cook at a fast food place anyway."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Feeling completely ashamed, Steven wouldn't make eye contact with his wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Anyway, back to something that's actually important," she said. "Rachel and I were talking a couple of weeks...about our sex lives."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven looked up, his maroon face registering alarm.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "She was telling me how Todd is just an incredible beast in bed and fucks her almost every night, but she can barely handle it because his cock is so massive and always stretches her pussy to the breaking point," Tracy continued. "Rachel must have seen the envious look on my face and she asked me what was wrong, and I told her about your shrimp dick and how you've never once satisfied my sexual needs."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven was flabbergasted. "Y-you told her that I—“
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, calm down," Tracy retorted, irritably waving her hand at him. "Guess what? I'm allowed to confide in my friend how shitty my sex life is and how fucking small and worthless that damn-near invisible thing you refer to as your 'penis' is. You are not permitted to complain about who or what I say to anybody, got it?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, yeah...," Steven murmured, turning his head and looking away.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Anyway, so here's the deal," Tracy said. "Rachel kind of laughed when I told her about your dick, and she joked that maybe I should get some of Todd's cock sometime to make things better. I guess the way I looked at her when she said it, she thought I thought she was being serious. So I was like, 'Oh my god, could I?' I mean, Todd is fucking hotttttttt. And then she goes, 'Well, you are one of my dearest friends, and the truth is, Todd and I have kind of an arrangement where we let each other fuck other people once in a while, just to let off some steam.'"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven's head whipped back to his wife's face. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Rachel was like, 'Everyone wants to fuck other people, we're just honest about it and we tell each other when we want to, so we're not sneaking around and lying to one another, which is the worst thing you can do.' She was saying, 'You know, it's just sex, it's not like he loves the chicks he's fucking, he still loves me as much as always.' She said it's spiced up their marriage, actually."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I-I can't believe that, that's crazy," Steven stammered. "But you're not actually...you're not...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy grinned widely.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, I totally am, honey! Todd's on his way over here right now, and he's going to fuck me raw with that huge cock until I can't walk. Hopefully he's going to fuck my mouth, my pussy, my asshole...basically every one of my holes is his to do as he pleases."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven was speechless as his wife closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. He could see her nipples poking through the apron like they were going to rip the fabric, and watched as her hand started to wander toward her crotch, before she quickly lifted it back to the counter as her eyes flipped open.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sorry," she said. "Just thinking about it, I want to fucking finger myself right now. You wouldn't believe how fucking wet I am. You can probably even smell my juices over there, can't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven felt absolutely defeated. Todd was going to come over and fuck his wife, and it was evident that there was nothing he could say or do about it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well," he said quietly as he turned halfway toward the front door. "I guess, umm, I guess I'll go and leave you two to it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "STOP!" Tracy shouted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven stood rooted in his spot.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You're not going anywhere, honey," she smiled, her voice returning to its normal volume. "You're going to stand right there, and you're going to watch Todd fuck me. You're going to watch your wife get the massive cock she deserves, and you're going to watch your wife cum like she's never cum before. You understand?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You...you actually think I'm going to stand here and--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Think? THINK?" Tracy said, her voice rising again. "I KNOW you're going to, because that's what I'm fucking telling you to do. You got that?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven nodded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's right," she said. "Besides, I have a feeling you're going to enjoy it almost as much as I am. Don't you love me? Don't you want to see me happy and satisfied?
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, I do," Steven said quietly. He meant it, too. He knew his micro-dick was useless, and he very much wanted his wife to be fulfilled sexually. As he thought about Todd banging his wife, Steven realized his penis was hard as a rock. A very small rock, but a rock nonetheless. So many feelings and emotions were coursing through his brain. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Shame at his inadequacy, unconditional love for his gorgeous wife, a strong desire for her to be happy, and, strangely to him, an undeniable horniness at actually getting to watch his wife get a giant cock stuffed in her every which way. Like watching a porno, but a real-life one starring his wife, the woman of his dreams.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The doorbell rang, interrupting his thoughts.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Can you get that, honey?" Tracy said as she quickly fixed her hair.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure...," Steven said. He opened the front door and Todd was standing there, smiling, clad in a black leather biker jacket, a black T-shirt and dark jeans. Male model material, Steven immediately thought.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Eying the man who was about to make his wife his fuck-toy, Steven could understand why she picked him. The two men were about the same age, Todd perhaps a year older. Todd was tall — at least a few inches taller than Steven — and while not overly muscular he was well-built like the college athlete he'd been less than a decade earlier. He had short dark hair, strong features including an almost impossibly chiseled jaw. He looked like just about any woman's dream stud.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd smiled at Steven while he stood on the doorstep -- a smile that clearly conveyed, Hey, bud, a few minutes from now my colossal cock is going to be stuffed in your wife's mouth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It all made sense to Steven. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He and Tracy had been friends with Todd and Rachel for about a year, and they'd hung out at each other's homes several times, and it had never crossed his mind that Tracy wanted to fuck Todd. Maybe she didn't, until she found out what a gigantic cock he had, Steven thought. Still, he couldn't blame his wife for her rabid desires. If Todd's cock was even half as big as Rachel had been saying, he really might be the ultimate male specimen.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So, big guy...," Todd smirked, then he dramatically cleared his throat — Steven wasn't entirely sure if it was an intentional jab, but he figured that Rachel must have told him what Tracy said about his itty-bitty tool.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you going to let me come in?" Todd said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah...sure, sorry, come in," Steven sighed as he stepped back from the doorway.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd walked in. "Sorry I didn't bring anything," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, I'm guessing you brought the one and only thing my wife wants," Steven said, trying to make light of the impending situation but instantly regretting it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd tilted his head back and he roared with laughter, then he lifted both of his hands and brought them down on Steven's shoulders, slapping them strongly as Steven maintained a weak grin.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That was a great one!" Todd told him. "Seriously though, bro, it's really great you're cool with this. It's obvious you really love your wife, to make her happy like this. Not a lot of guys would go to these, ahem, lengths. You're a good man, Steven. I mean that. Truly."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ummm, thanks."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Todd, is that you?!" Tracy called out from the kitchen, the excitement palpable in her voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It's me, baby!" he shouted back.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, get your cute ass in the kitchen!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, all right then," Todd said as he smiled at Steven.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And tell my fucking husband to get in here with you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You heard the lady," Todd said, jokingly shoving Steven ahead of him toward the kitchen. "After you, bud."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    * * *
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy was standing next to the kitchen island, idly stirring the contents of the bowl, when Todd and Steven walked in.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy gasped. She hadn't seen Todd in a month or two, and he seemed even hotter than she already thought him to be.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hi there, handsome!" she smiled broadly as she set the bowl down and slowly walked around the island until Todd could see the entirety of her figure
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd whistled at her as he gave her the ol' up-and-down, and Tracy adopted a faux-modeling pose, putting her hands on her hips and pushing forward her barely covered cleavage.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "God damn, Tracy, you look incredible!" Todd exclaimed, his tongue darting out and whetting his lips.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Good enough to eat?" Tracy said, her voice dripping with fake innocence as she batted her eyelashes.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhh yeah," Todd said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven put his hand over his mouth and cleared his throat. Tracy shot him a dirty look.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Steven, you see that stool over there?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah?" Steven replied meekly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sit down and shut up, and don't fucking make a sound unless I tell you to, understand?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Better listen to the lady," Todd admonished, looking over at Tracy with a sly smile. "I think she means business."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven sat down on the stool just a few feet away from where his wife was standing. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sooooo," Todd said, rubbing his hands together and looking over at the bowl on the counter, "whatcha making there, darling?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, I'm making some chocolate chip cookies, they're my husband's favorite!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, that's awesome," Todd said. "Rachel's not much of a baker, so, if I want cookies I pretty much have to just go out and buy them." 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He turned to Steven. "You're a lucky man, your beautiful wife making your favorite cookies for you. If that's not love, I don't know what is!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven smiled weakly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, you know, Todd, he gets cookies and he gets to watch, you know."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd's eyes widened as he looked at Tracy, and then Steven. "Oh he does, does he? You want to watch, do ya, bud?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven simultaneously felt the heat of shame burning his face and the sharp, undeniable tug of desire coming from his balls and his minuscule boner. He looked down at the ground and nodded ever so slightly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You want to see your wife get fucked by a big cock, don't you, honey?" Tracy said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He nodded again slightly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I can't hear you, Steven!" Tracy repeated loudly. "Answer me, Steven. Do you want to see your wife get fucked by the big cock you don't have?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes," Steven whispered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd looked at Tracy. "I dunno, I couldn't hear what he said, could you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, yes," Steven said loud enough to hear.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well then," Todd said, "let's give him what he wants."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd pulled off his biker jacket as he started to walk toward Tracy, who was biting her lower lip with anticipation. "Unless you're still busy making those cookies."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, I'm almost done," she said. "Just one more ingredient to put in."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd's jacket dropped to the kitchen floor. "OK," he said, "I wouldn't want to interrupt your--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy grabbed Todd and attacked his mouth, swallowing up the rest of his sentence as her lips and tongue mashed against his. Todd put one of his hands on the back of Tracy's neck, then brought his other hand around and both of them started wandering down the soft, bare skin of her back until they cupped her small, naked round ass.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhhmmmmmm," Tracy moaned into his mouth, feeling Todd's hands knead her ass cheeks as she pressed her body into his.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven's mouth parted slightly, watching the passionate entangling of his wife and Todd. Part of him wanted to scream and cry, while another part felt a deep arousal at seeing his wife genuinely turned on by Todd's roving hands and his lips, which by now had traveled from Tracy's mouth to her neck and her collarbone.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhh that feels sooooo good, baby," Tracy purred with heavy lidded eyes as her head angled back. Then she let out a playful yelp as Todd lifted her up and set her down gently on the island counter.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hot boots," he murmured appreciatively as he ran his hands up and down her legs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I wore them just for you, I thought you'd like them," Tracy smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Dunno about the apron, though...," Todd teased.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, this old thing?" she said, reaching back to untie the straps. "Yeah, it's got to go, I think."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As soon as the straps were loose, Todd grabbed the apron and pulled it off her, tossing it to the floor on top of his jacket. He looked down at Tracy's remarkable breasts, full and firm and round with large nipples already rock hard from excitement.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like?" she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, I like," Todd said, cupping her right breast in his hand as their mouths locked together again, then cupping her left breast, too, and rubbing his thumbs across the tops of her nipples as Tracy's bare ass squirmed against the countertop and she wrapped her legs around Todd's midsection, hooking around behind him and pulling him even closer to her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy reached over Todd's shoulder and grabbed the back of his T-shirt, and their lips broke for a moment so she could pull the shirt up over his head and off of his body. Another gasp came from her lips at the sight of Todd's tanned, muscular torso, with seemingly not an ounce of body fat on it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like?" Todd said with a smile.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Jesus, fuck...," Tracy breathed, "you're just...you're fucking perfect."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd chuckled. "Wow, and I haven't even pulled my pants down yet."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy looked down at his crotch and saw the huge bulge that had formed in his jeans, and she inhaled sharply. "What the fuck are you waiting for?" she panted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I've got something else in mind first," he said as he gently pushed Tracy back so she was lying flat on the counter, and lifted her legs up onto his shoulders. He slowly began kissing along the inside of her left leg, slowly dragging his lips upward along her inner thigh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven's pulse had quickened, and his breathing became more rapid as he moved his hand down over the crotch of his khaki pants, pressing against the small hard nub between his legs as he watched Todd's face get closer and closer to his wife's bare pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy put her hands atop Todd's head, running her fingers through his tousled hair and pulling him closer to her labia. "Oh god, Todd, I was hoping you'd taste me."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "How could I not, baby?" he said as his mouth finally reached her outer lips. "Mmmm, baby, I can feel your heat on my face."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Please, Todd, put your mouth on me," she said, then let out a long, low moan and writhed on the countertop as Todd's tongue began circling her labia and moving up and down, lapping up the juices that had already started to flow.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhhmmmmmyyyyyygoodddddddddd," Tracy groaned, lifting her hips slightly and pushing her pussy into Todd's mouth as he sucked on her lips, flicked his flat tongue against her swollen clit and then made his tongue pointy as he circled deeper into her, right at the entrance to her opening.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven could hear the wet sounds of Todd slurping his wife's pussy and he started squirming on the stool. He couldn't believe he was sitting there watching another man doing this to his wife of seven years. He couldn't believe how crazy it was driving his wife. And he couldn't believe how horny it was making him as he grabbed his pint-sized penis and realized that some pre-cum was already leaking out, making a tiny wet spot on his trousers.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Louder moans filled the kitchen as Todd's tongue pumped in and out of Tracy's pussy and she reached down and started stroking her clit with her fingers. Todd reached up and took one of Tracy's hands in his, and they both played with her clit together as he tongued her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit, Todd, you are so good, you are so good," she said, barely able to get the words out. She turned and looked over at Steven, and saw him playing with his crotch.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You see this?" she said to him. "You see Todd eating me out so good?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven looked into her eyes and nodded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look how he's making me feel, Steven. No one's ever eaten me out this fucking good."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know, I can tell he's doing a great job," Steven said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd laughed a little into Tracy's wet folds as he licked her harder and faster.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhh fuckkkk," Tracy groaned, turning her full attention back to Todd's pussy-licking. "Oh god baby, you're gonna make me cum if you keep doing it like that, just like that...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd lifted his mouth off of her and looked up. "Well, we can't have that just yet!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Why not?" Tracy whimpered, her hands wandering to her soaked inner thighs. "Please baby, I'm dripping for you, please make me cum."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I have something else to make you cum with," Todd said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy moaned. "Oh my god, I can't wait to see it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, you want to see it?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, yes, take it out."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd turned to Steven. "Hey bro, you think it's time? Should I take it out?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy started laughing as Steven looked down at Todd's crotch and saw the gigantic outline of his cock in his jeans practically demanding to be freed like a dragon in chains.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, sure," Steven said nonchalantly, though he was rubbing his own little dick over his pants and Tracy and Todd saw him doing it. Steven wanted to see what Todd had going on in his pants almost as much as his wife did, just to see if it lived up to the billing.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd turned back to Tracy. "If you want it, come and get it, baby."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With a carnal hunger, she pulled herself up from the counter and licked her lips as she unbuttoned Todd's jeans and carefully pulled down his zipper, noticing that he wasn't wearing any underwear. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy and Steven both gasped loudly at the same time as Todd's gargantuan hard cock sprang out of his pants. It had to be at least ten or eleven inches long and incredibly thick.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Holy...fucking...shit," Tracy uttered finally, grabbing the shaft and feeling its heat and the way it throbbed with a clear desire to bury itself to the hilt inside her drenched pussy. She couldn't get her hand around it, and marveled at its dark maroon color contrasting with her white fingers.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy massaged the engorged head with her thumb, coaxing out a bit of pre-cum that she smeared all over the soft skin of his huge, hard cock and looked up at Todd and grinned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I mean...that is...that is the most incredible, beautiful, amazing cock I literally have ever seen in my entire life," Tracy gushed as Todd looked down at her and smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And tonight it's all for you, baby," Todd said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Both of them turned and looked at Steven.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look at that cock, it's unreal, isn't it?" Tracy said to her husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Y-yeah, it's pretty big," Steven stammered, more acutely aware of his own inadequacy than he'd ever been.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Pretty big?!" Tracy said. "It's...it's....I mean, fuck, Steven...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She stared at Steven quietly for a few seconds.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Take off your pants," she said to him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven's eyes widened in horror.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Did you not hear what I said?" Tracy repeated. "Stand up. Take. Off. Your. Pants."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The heat of humiliation engulfed Steven's entire head as he stood up, unbuttoned and unzipped his khakis and pulled them down, clumsily trying to pull them off over his shoes before pulling his shoes off. Tracy shot him an impatient look as her hand, still on Todd's cock, gently squeezed the shaft and slowly traveled up and down its impressive length.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Finally, Steven was standing there in just his plaid boxers, his polo shirt and his black socks.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Your underwear, too," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven silently gazed at his wife. Yes, shame and self-loathing had him in their grips, but so did an exhilarating lust for the moment, knowing he was about to free his erection, however meager, and do with it what he pleased, and acutely aware of where this whole encounter was heading and how much he wanted, how much he needed, to see it unfold — to see that otherworldly purple demon that was sticking straight out from between Todd's legs take possession of Tracy's hot, wet snatch. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "NOW, Steven," Tracy shouted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "She's serious, bro," Todd said. "No bigs, man, just take 'em off. We're all friends here, it's all good."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven took a deep breath and pulled his boxers down and let them drop to his ankles.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, shit," Todd said, looking at Steven's diminutive hard-on, and then shifting his gaze to Tracy with the most piteous expression Steven had ever seen.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Is that...is that even medically possible?" Todd said as Tracy shook her head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You see?" Tracy said as her hand squeezed Todd's shaft. "It's been an absolute nightmare. Beyond a nightmare."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm sorry, babe," Todd said, stroking Tracy's hair with his hands in a comforting manner. "That's...I mean...I don't even know what to say."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He turned and looked at Steven, who was staring at the floor.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I had no idea it was...I'm so sincerely sorry, bud," Todd said to him. "I can't imagine what that's like. Obviously. But don't worry, I'm going to take real good care of your wife here, so she, at least, doesn't have to suffer."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven looked up at Todd. "I...I appreciate that, Todd."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What are friends for, pal?" Todd smiled broadly, as he took his massive cock in his hand and slowly guided it toward Tracy's mouth. "Seriously, bro," he continued, "I can't take credit for this dick, I've been blessed, I guess, but if I can give your wife some satisfaction, and give you the opportunity to watch your wife totally fulfilled, then I feel like I've done some good in this world, you know?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh Todd, you're such a good man," Tracy sighed as Todd pressed the mammoth head of his cock against her soft lips and traced it around her mouth as her tongue slid out to tickle and wet it. He slapped his dick lightly against her cheek, then dragged it across her chin, leaving a streak of pre-cum in its wake as he slapped her other cheek with it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven took his tiny cock in his palm, squeezing tight so he could get some jerking going.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like seeing his huge cock slapping my face, don't you, Steven?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her husband nodded as his tight fist started moving faster.   
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like—mmbrrrghhhhh—"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy's sentence was interrupted by Todd's cock plunging past her lips and inside her wet, warm mouth. Todd grabbed Tracy's hair and pushed the head of his dick against the inside of her cheek, and Steven saw the bulge pushing out as his wife grabbed onto Todd's bare hips. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy moaned on Todd's cock as it filled her mouth, pushing deeper into her throat and then sliding back out, giving her a chance to breathe before it went back in. Her eyes began to water as she pushed her tongue against the underside of his shaft and pulled Todd toward her, wanting even more of his gigantic dick face-fucking her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven couldn't believe she was taking almost all of Todd's cock on her mouth. It didn't seem possible. But she was going crazy there on her knees in front of Todd, his hands pushing her head down on his dick as she gagged and moaned and begged him for more, one of her hands cupping his balls and the other reaching down to play with her clit.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Another man's whopping cock was owning his wife's mouth, and she couldn't get enough of it, and Steven was more aroused than he had been in years, breathing heavy as he pulled on his cock while watching the action just a few feet away. He knew he could never give it to his wife in her mouth the way Todd was doing it. Every one of her moans, and every time she gagged on his cock, soaking it with large strings of her saliva as she gasped for breath, spit on Todd's dick and looked up at him with hungry eyes, wanting more and more of his member, got Steven more and more worked up, and he felt the first tingle of a load of cum welling deep in his balls.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He squeezed his shaft tight, not wanting to blow his seed yet. He wanted to draw it out as long as he could.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd groaned as he pumped in and out of Tracy's wet mouth, feeling the vibration of her moans on his shaft and head as she fingered her pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, baby, suck it, keep sucking that whole cock," he said to her. "You're a little fucking cock slut, aren't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy moaned at the dirty talk as she pulled her mouth off his dick so she could speak. "Fuck yeah, use my mouth, baby...fuck my throat with that cock." She swirled her tongue all over the head, tasting a healthy drop of Todd's pre-cum. "Mmmmmmm," she said, licking her lips as she looked at Steven. "Show me what it's like to have a real dick in my mouth," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd laughed as he shoved his dick between her lips again, then looked over to see Steven looking down at his own tiny dick, pumping it and then squeezing it tight, then looking up at his wife's dong-filled face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look at him, baby, he fucking loves it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy pulled her mouth off again. "He fucking better!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She stared at Steven as she wrapped her hand around Todd's purple, throbbing, spit-soaked shaft as best she could and started jerking it hard. "You liked seeing him choke me with this amazing cock, right Steven?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven nodded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Couldn't hear you, bud," Todd said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, yes, I did," Steven said, nodding more vigorously.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look at him pulling his tiny pud, he definitely likes it," Todd said to Tracy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Steven, you better not cum yet," Tracy warned. "Todd hasn't even fucked my cunt yet."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven started stroking faster at the mere mention of his wife getting fucked with Todd's massive dick. He knew she was going to feel a kind of bliss he could never give her, and he couldn't wait to see her face when Todd shoved his cock in her pussy. His legs were trembling with anticipation.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Slow down, bud, we haven't gotten to the main event yet," Todd said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven did as he was told.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Todd, you should fucking give it to me in my cunt right now," Tracy said as she looked up at him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you sure you're gonna be able to handle it, baby?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I've had three fingers up my hole and it's so fucking wet, I think it's ready for you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy stood up, turned around and bent over, her ass up in the air as she grabbed onto the edge of the counter. She reached underneath and spread her pussy for Todd with her fingers.
 
    "Fuck me, Todd, fuck me so Steven can see."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd stood behind Tracy and rubbed the head of his dick against her opening. With his other hand he grabbed her ass cheek and pushed so her wet snatch was better exposed. He looked over his shoulder. "Yo, pal, can you see this? Got a good angle?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven stood up and shifted to his right about a foot so he could get a perfect view.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I can see it fine," Steven said in a husky voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right then, bud, get ready, because your wife is about to explode like a grenade."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd positioned the head right at her hole. It didn't look like there was any way it would fit, but with one firm thrust he shoved half his dick in Tracy's pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She shrieked — it was the loudest noise Steven had ever heard come from his wife's mouth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhh godddddd, fuck, FUCK!" she screamed as Todd pulled out and then shoved it back inside her hole. "It's so big, it's so goddamn fucking big, I...I...oh god, oh GOD...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you want me to stop, baby? Is it too much cock for you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "NO, NO," she growled loudly, "fucking keep going and don't fucking stop."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd grunted as he pulled back and then slid his whole fucking hard, thick cock in Tracy's pussy, almost splitting her in two.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She screamed again, and Steven could hear the absolute pleasure in her hollers as she finally got the cock she deserved, the cock he could never give her. He felt his load building up again, and it wouldn't be long now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhhh FUUUUUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKK!!!" Tracy yelled as Todd grabbed her hips and started jackhammering her from behind.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She turned and looked at Steven, who was furiously jerking his tiny pecker as he watched the action, drool slipping out of his mouth. "You see that giant cock going in and out of me? Look at it!" she shouted breathlessly at her husband. "It's the best cock I've ever had in my life, fuuuuckkkkkk!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, baby, fuck YEAH!" Todd screamed. "God, it's so fucking hot and tight, your pussy feels so fucking good around my dick!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy tried to say something but only the loudest, most primal sounds of ecstasy escaped her lips.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven groaned loudly, feeling himself about to burst, and Tracy and Todd turned their heads to look at him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You gonna fuckin' cum, Steven?" Tracy yelled. "Is that tiny cock gonna cum watching this huge dick fucking your hot wife's cunt from behind?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think he's gonna shoot, baby," Todd said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven grunted, and a bit of semen spurted from his miniature boner and formed a small puddle on the floor of the kitchen in front of him. Excitement at watching his wife getting plowed by Todd's monster cock mixed with his shame at knowing he could never make her feel that good and scream like a banshee with his own cock, as he kept pumping and another glob of jizz came out. It wasn't much cum by normal standards, but for him it was the most intense orgasm of his life.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit!" Todd and Tracy both giggled loudly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "He fuckin' came watching you get fucked!" Todd said as he continued to hammer Tracy from behind.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Drained of his seed, Steven fell back onto the stool, feeling no excitement anymore but only extreme humiliation and self-reproach as he watched Todd's demon dick dominating Tracy's pussy — her labia red and swollen and her juices running down the backs of her legs, disappearing into her cowboy boots — as she kept screaming in total pleasure.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck, oh fuck, it's right on my spot!" she yelled. "You're gonna make me cum!!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah baby, fuckin' cum on this huge dick!" Todd yelled back.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fill me up, please, fill me up with your jizz! Give me that hot, creamy cum!!" Tracy hollered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven's eyes widened with horror. It hadn't quite occurred to him that Todd was going to blow his load inside of his wife! He started to open his mouth, but didn't know quite what to say. Then he looked down and saw that he had another tiny boner. He started to stroke it again, even though it hurt from his earlier jerking.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Shit, baby, I was gonna fuck you in your ass," Todd groaned. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, baby? In my ass?!" Tracy panted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, but your pussy is so tight and so good, I can’t take it any more, I can feel it cumming, I can't hold off any more.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do it baby! Cream in my cunt!! Give it to me like Steven never could and never will!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh YEAAHHHHHHH!" Todd shouted, his cock a blur as it speed-rammed Tracy's hole while she backed up into his shaft. Their combined sweat was flying everywhere. Todd's hands grabbed her hips tightly, and with a mighty thrust he shoved his dick as deeply as he could. They both screamed, a euphoric scream Steven could barely comprehend, as what seemed to Tracy like gallons of fiery hot cum blasted into her pussy and she held onto the counter for dear life as her legs buckled from the sheer magnitude of the moment.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy made a gurgling sound and then screamed, "I'm cummmiiiiiiiiiiiing!!!" Her screams shook the walls of the house as she rode the epic climax.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven felt the sharp sensation of orgasmic release as he watched Todd continue to deposit his thick spunk inside his wife, though nothing really came out of his own shrimp dick during his second orgasm.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck! Ohhh FUCK!!" Tracy screamed again as Todd's hard, elephantine cock kept pounding her despite having unloaded its jizz payload inside her. Steven realized Tracy's orgasm hadn't released its otherworldly grip on her just yet. He couldn't believe how incredible Todd's cock had made her feel, a feeling he had never come anywhere close to giving her in their more than seven years together, and his brain was a roiling stew of satisfaction and sadness.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd leaned over Tracy's back, his cock still buried inside her. They were both panting, trying to recover from the enormity of the moment. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh my fucking god, Todd, I...I........oh fuck," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That was unreal, baby," Todd murmured.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I've never felt like that in my life," Tracy said, a look of disbelief still on her face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then, she remembered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She looked across the counter, then reached over and grabbed the mixing bowl filled with the chocolate chip cookie batter. As Steven and Todd both watched, she positioned the bowl right under her pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit," Todd chortled, "are you about to do what I think you're about to do."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Slide it out of me, baby," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Todd pulled his half-hard cock out of Tracy's pussy, Todd's cream — mixed with her pussy juices — poured out of her hole and into the bowl. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hold the bowl, baby, will you? Catch every drop!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd held the bowl as Tracy spread her pussy open with one hand and shoved her fingers in with the other, as even more of Todd's frothy man batter oozed out of her onto the cookie batter. Todd shoved a finger inside Tracy, too, to help her out, until finally, just about all of his sperm was in the bowl.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With a flourish, Tracy stood up, whirled around and looked directly at Steven, smiling as she triumphantly held up the mixing bowl. Steven stared at her as she walked around the island, picked up a mixing spoon and stirred all the jizz into the batter.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She set down the bowl, turned to the oven, turned the dial, and then turned back to Steven.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Come here," she commanded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven got up from the stool and walked over as Todd folded his arms across his chest and chuckled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "OK, honey," Tracy said to her husband. "Get me a baking sheet from that cabinet down there."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven did as she said, placing the sheet on the counter.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Now spray it with some of that non-stick stuff."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    When he was finished, she said, "Good, honey. Now, the oven is pre-heating. Todd and I are going to take a shower and get cleaned up. I want you to put spoonfuls of this cookie batter on that sheet, and when the oven beeps, pop them in for about 10 minutes, 'til the edges are browned. Can you do that for me, honey?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven nodded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Good," she smiled as Todd shook his head and laughed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Did you like that, Steven? Did you like seeing your wife get the best fucking of her life with the biggest cock around?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Did you like watching Todd fuck me so hard until he made me scream, the way you never, ever could no matter how hard you tried, and make me feel better than I ever have?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, he did a great job," Steven murmured.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Todd slapped Steven on his shoulders. "Hey, bro, I was happy to help. Really. Your wife is fucking incredible, her pussy is out of this world, and she deserves to be satisfied like that, don't you agree?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Of course, Todd."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And you got off watching it, didn't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah. I did."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "See!" Todd smiled. "Everyone got something out of it. Couldn't ask for a better night!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tracy smiled and gave Steven a peck on the cheek. "And hey, you're gonna get some nice, hot, fresh-baked chocolate chip cookies soon -- my most special recipe ever, thanks to Todd. And they're all for you, Steven. Every single one of those cookies is yours to eat!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I can't wait!" Steven smiled as Tracy took Todd's hand and pulled him up the stairs to go take a shower together.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Now, make sure you let them cool off a little bit before you eat them,” she called down to Steven from the staircase. “We’ll be down in a little while and we will watch you eat your cookies, OK?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Sure, babe,” Steven replied.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven heard the shower go on, and then the oven beeped. He opened the door and slid in the baking sheet. He closed the door and clicked on the oven light, and stood there looking in the window of the oven door, watching with anticipation as his cookies baked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    His wife had never been happier, he thought. And that made him happy. He was glad she had made him watch Todd plow her with his gigantic cock, because it was what he deserved. And on top of that he was getting cookies and cream!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steven grinned. Despite his tiny cock, he felt like the luckiest man in the world.
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    # # #
 
   
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    HOT COP
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    "I don't know how you wear these things every day," Jeff said, wriggling around in the front seat as he tried to adjust the bulletproof vest. "It's uncomfortable, it's itchy, it's--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Will you stop your fucking whining already?" Andrea said. "First of all, the vest is mandatory for any civilian doing a ride-along with a cop."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "This wasn't even my idea!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So what?" Andrea snapped. "You have it way too easy. You need to see what my job is like day in and day out, compared to your cushy little job at the library. You should feel what it's like to have danger lurking around every corner during your whole shift. Danger for you is what, someone might bump into you with the book cart?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, those carts can hurt someone!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You are really something," Andrea snorted, shaking her head as she turned the patrol car onto Jefferson Street.
 
     
      
 
    
 
    "And second of all, and more importantly," she continued, "do you want your wife to get shot and killed by a bad guy because she didn't wear her vest because it was 'too itchy'?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, of course not, honey," Jeff said meekly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I swear to fucking God," Andrea muttered, "you are such a big baby."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I am not."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, you have a cock like a baby."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Can we please not talk about that right now?" Jeff said, feeling that old familiar sensation of shame under the skin of his reddening face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea started laughing with disgust. "Oh, you don't like me bringing it up? You think it's bad having a tiny pecker? How do you think I feel being married to you for the last 10 years and you never once satisfying me with that pathetic thing."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff sat quietly in the seat, stewing in his own self-hatred.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I can't even feel it a little bit when it's inside me," she said as she turned left onto Main Street. "You might as well stick a number-two pencil in me. That might be thicker."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well then, why did you marry me if you knew I couldn't satisfy you?" Jeff said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea slammed on the brakes and her patrol car skidded to a stop under a glowing streetlight near the intersection. She put the car into park, switched the flashers on and turned her dark, angry eyes toward her husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Don't you ever, EVER speak to me in that tone of voice, do you fucking understand me?" she said, jabbing her index finger just inches from Jeff's face as he winced and moved his head away.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You fucking better be," Andrea growled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff looked down at his lap, unable to deal with his wife's hard stare.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You know precisely why I married you," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Why?" Jeff whispered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well...," she said, her voice softening considerably, "you were a nice guy, and you were really cute." 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff smiled sheepishly as he lifted his eyes back up to his wife. She looked amazing as always. Her black hair was coiled and tied atop her head in a professional police manner, per department regulations, but he knew how gorgeous she was when her long locks hung past her shoulders, strands dangling over her incredible green eyes, her porcelain skin, and her pouty pink lips. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And though her dark blue uniform didn't exactly show off her figure, especially with the bulky vest under her shirt, his mind wandered to the way she looked naked. Her firm, round breasts with large, pink peaks. Her soft little tummy. Her ample hips and her robust ass -- an ass he never dared tell her was big, though he loved its size. Her long legs and her cute little feet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea started laughing a bit. "You spent lots and lots of money on me back then, even though I'm still not sure where you got it from."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her voice turned serious again. "And after everything I'd been through before you, sex wasn't that important to me." 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'd been with a few guys with big dicks who were incredible in bed and knew how to fuck me real good. But other than that, they treated me like shit. It got to the point where I hated sex, I didn't give a shit. So when I met you, you were good to me, and your tiny pecker was way down the list of things that mattered."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm glad to hear that," Jeff said, turning to her with a big, loving smile and moving to give her a hug.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, it's not that way anymore," Andrea scowled, as the smile departed Jeff's face in a hurry and he slumped back in his seat.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "But...I...what am I...," he stammered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm sick of this shit," Andrea said, her voice rising again. "I need to get fucked, and get fucked good. By a big fucking dick. It's been a fucking decade, Jeff. That's like a third of my goddamn life! I don't want to go one more damn day without getting my pussy pounded by a real fucking cock. I can't believe I haven't fucking cheated on you yet, but...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea exhaled deeply as he gripped the steering wheel.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A feeling of terror crept over Jeff as he looked at his wife, trying to figure out what her next move was.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What...what are you going to do?" he whispered finally.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think you know," she said, turning away and looking out the window.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You would do that? To me?" Jeff said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea turned to her husband. He looked like he was going to cry.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Baby," she said, a feeling of extreme pity for her inadequate mate washing over her, "you know I love you, right? I truly, truly do, even when you whine and complain like you've been doing all night."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff smiled sadly. "Buuuuut?
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "But, I have to be satisfied sexually, or I'll go insane."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff sighed. "So, what...you're just going to go out and find some guy with a bigger dick and cheat on me with him?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Honey, it really wouldn't be that hard to find a guy with a bigger dick than you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff stared at his wife open-mouthed and speechless.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm sorry," she giggled, "but you can't throw me a softball like that and expect me not to hit it out of the park!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know," Jeff murmured.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Don't you love me?" Andrea asked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I love you more than anything in the world," Jeff said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So then don't you want to see me happy, for once? Not suffering?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff was silent as he thought things over.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, don't you?" she pressed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, yes, of course I want to see you happy," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea smiled a sympathetic smile and put her hand on top of Jeff's thigh. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look, I know it's not easy for you. You got dealt a terrible hand in life with that shrimpy penis of yours. But, you know, it's not like I'm just going to run off with some stud with a gigantic cock. I still love you, and I want to stay married and live our life as usual and do all the things we normally do. It's just sex, Jeff, you know?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I guess..."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I need it, Jeff. I'm so ridiculously fucking horny all the time and getting myself off isn't cutting it any more. I need a huge cock in my pussy, in my ass, in every fucking hole I've got."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Andrea!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She ignored her husband's indignation.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "We'll make it work, honey," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "When...when were you thinking of doing this? I need time to think about this, to come to terms with all of this," Jeff said. "It's hitting me like a ton of bricks.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know, I get it," Andrea said. "It's a lot to swallow, unlike your cock."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Andrea laughed. "You know I can't pass up an opportunity to make a joke, even though it's not really a joke. It's one of the things you love about me."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know, it kind of is," Jeff said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look, I'm going to drop you off at home and finish up my shift. I've still got three hours to go. We can discuss this later when I get home, and figure out how it's going to go, okay?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do I have a choice?" Jeff said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, you don't," Andrea smiled. "No choice at all."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff knew his wife was right as he sighed again and looked out the window. Andrea put the patrol car in drive and headed down Main Street, then turned on Second Street and pulled up in front of their house.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Now you can take off the vest, you big baby," Andrea said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Please stop calling me that," Jeff said as he yanked off the vest as he got out of the car and tossed it onto the seat.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Okay, I'll stop. Wuss."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Andrea!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look," she smiled at her husband, "why don't you just go inside and think about what we've talked about. I think you'll realize that it has to be this way, and if you truly love me like I think you do, you'll accept this."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know," Jeff replied, his shoulders hanging in defeat. "I love you, I'll see you later. Be careful out there and get home safe."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I love you too, honey," she said as she leaned over, pulled the car door shut and drove off.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    --------
 
   
 
    
 
    
    An hour later, Jeff was sitting on the couch, thinking about what his wife had said to him and rubbing his crotch, making his pencil dick hard while imagining some stud with a cock ten times the size of his pounding his wife's wet pussy, making her scream while her legs were up in the air over his shoulders and he was burying his rod in her deeper than she'd ever felt in her life.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff wished it could be him, but the thought turned him on like crazy as he unzipped his fly and pulled out his puny pecker. He knew his penis was a complete disgrace, as his wife had told him. And the thought of Andrea actually cheating on him made him as sick to his stomach as she must get when she looked at his poor excuse for a cock. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And yet...the notion of his wife getting complete sexual gratification for the first time in ten years as some guy's massive boner power-blasted her snatch made him horny and made his balls shiver with need as he wrapped his palm around his feeble shaft and stroked himself, picturing his wife and her well-hung lover in his mind.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Suddenly, he was startled by a commotion just outside the front door and he quickly shoved his meager member back in his pants and zipped up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff heard the sound of a key sliding into the lock. The front door burst open, and a man in jeans and a black T-shirt with his hands behind his back flew into the house and tumbled to the floor as Andrea -- still wearing her uniform -- rushed in behind him and breathlessly slammed the door shut.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey what the hell?!?" Jeff shouted as he jumped up from the couch. He looked at the man on the floor and saw that his wrists were handcuffed behind him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You stay right there!" Andrea barked at the man.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And you," she yelled at Jeff, "you sit right back down on the couch. Now!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What the heck is going on?!" Jeff said as he sat down like he was told.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I caught this asshole over on Prospect Street trying to steal a Mercedes!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The man rolled onto his side and looked up at Andrea with an angry look on his face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "He didn't see me rolling up on him when he smashed the driver's side window and got inside," Andrea said to Jeff. "You should have seen the look on his face when I busted him. Kind of like he's looking at me right now. He didn't even try to run. Usually they at least try, especially when they see a female cop. This one's got some brains, I guess. Paul's his name."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow!" Jeff said, looking at his wife, then Paul, then his wife again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "One thing though, honey," Jeff said after a moment, his finger raised in the air like she was a teacher and he was trying to get her attention. "Shouldn't you be taking him to the police station? Or the jail? Or something? Why did you bring him to our house?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea shot her husband the dirtiest of dirty looks. "Did I tell you to speak, Jeff?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You'll speak when you're spoken to, you got that?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, honey."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I have my reasons, which you will soon find out," she said as Jeff stared at the situation in front of him in total bewilderment. "Now you just sit there and fucking be quiet."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff nodded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea looked around the room, then back at Jeff. "What were you up to, just sitting there?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, just sitting here, was going to read a book until you got home," he lied. His cock was still hard, but he knew it was too small to make a bulge in his pants, so his wife would never know he was aroused.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I see...," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She walked across the room as Jeff's eyes followed her. She undid her duty belt and set her holstered .45 caliber service handgun, her Taser, her pepper spray, her baton, and all of her other gear atop the dining room table. She switched off her radio and pulled that off, too, setting it down next to her gun.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you sure that's a good idea?" Jeff said. "I mean, that guy--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What did I tell you about not speaking unless you're spoken to?!" she yelled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff pressed his lips shut tight.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You are going to let me handle this situation exactly as I see fit," she said. "Do you understand? I am a fucking cop and you are a librarian. You don't know shit about how to handle a criminal suspect, so you need to just shut the fuck up, do you fucking understand me?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Jeff nodded, Paul started to laugh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea turned and looked down at him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And what the fuck are you laughing at?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Officer," Paul said, "you got that wuss pretty whipped, it looks like."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff felt himself turning red again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea smiled. "Yeah, I guess so. He knows who wears the pants in this household."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Still sprawled on the carpet, Paul looked over at Jeff. "Why you let your woman talk to you that way? I don't let no woman talk to me like that. Where are your fucking balls, man?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea started to laugh like that was the funniest thing she'd ever heard in her life. "Balls?!" she guffawed. "You couldn't even see his balls under a microscope. Kind of like his dick."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh shiiiiit!" Paul roared as Jeff turned a deeper shade of red and beads of perspiration appeared on his forehead. "Damnnnn, son, you just got owned! I'm down here on the floor in cuffs, all arrested and tossed around and shit by a lady cop, and I ain't even lookin' as pathetic as you do right now!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff hung his head in complete shame.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "We don't have much time," Andrea said, grabbing Paul by the arms and pulling him up to his feet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I have a question to ask you," she said to him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I ain't sayin' nothing, I wanna talk to a lawyer," Paul smirked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Nah, it's not a question like that," Andrea said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, what then?" Paul said, his brow furrowed in apparent confusion.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you have a big cock?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Startled, Jeff stared bug-eyed at Andrea. A sly smile appeared on Paul's face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, it's pretty big," he said. "From the sound of things, a lot bigger than that guy's." He nodded his head toward Jeff.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, well, that's not hard to do, as I was saying to him earlier," Andrea said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She reached down and grabbed Paul's crotch and felt around. "Hmmm, seems like you've got something goin' on down there, don't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Andrea! What the hell are--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Jeff, what did I tell you?!" she shouted, turning to her husband with an enraged expression on her face. "So help me fucking god, if you don't shut the fuck up I am going to--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I didn't mean it!" Jeff pleaded, raising his hands in a panicked, conciliatory manner. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Just sit the fuck back down on that couch and do not move, do not speak, do not do a single goddamn thing until I tell you," Andrea barked. "Do. You. Understand?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff nodded as he dropped into the sofa.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea turned back to Paul. She hadn't taken her hand off his crotch while she was yelling at her husband, and she noticed his cock was stirring in his jeans.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, you definitely got something going on," she grinned, her voice shifting on a dime from angry to husky and sensual. "You're getting real hard, aren't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, you keep grabbin' on it like that, what do you expect?!" Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Tell you what," Andrea said, her eyes dropping down to the large bulge in his pants and then back up to his face as she bit her lower lip seductively. "I'll make you a deal."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What kinda deal?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well...," she smiled coyly, "if you fuck the shit out of me right here, right now, right in front of my shrimp-dicked husband, and show him what it looks like when a real man with a real cock fucks his hot wife in her dripping wet cunt, then I'll let you go and we'll pretend I never saw you break into that car."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff's eyes nearly popped right out of his head. He wanted to say something, but his wife's wrath terrified him. And at the same time, he felt himself getting even harder than he'd been before she'd come home, and his balls were tingling and starting to pull tightly toward his body. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The thought of actually seeing this guy shoving his giant dick into Andrea's wet, waiting hole from just a couple of feet away and giving her the kind of satisfaction he was incapable of providing was turning him on in ways he'd never imagined. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You want me...to fuck you...and then you'll let me go," Paul repeated slowly, seemingly trying to wrap his head around something that seemed too good to be true.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea smiled. "Look, I know it sounds crazy, but I'm dead serious. And we really don't have much time, I've got to call in soon and I gotta be back at the station in less than an hour to finish my shift."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She moved in close to Paul, massaging his long, thick shaft over his jeans. "So...what's it gonna be?" she said in a low voice, but loud enough for Jeff to hear.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul looked at Andrea, the hunger in her eyes palpable as she continued to rub his dick, then glanced over at Jeff, then back at Andrea.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeahhh, I think that's a pretty good deal," he smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I was hoping you'd say that," she said as she let go of his cock and quickly unbuttoned her shirt, pulling it off and throwing it down to the floor, then yanked off her vest.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you gonna take these cuffs off me, or what?" Paul said, licking his lips as he stared at Andrea's tits still encased in a sports bra, her hard nipples poking through the material.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, in a minute, don't worry," she said as she pulled her bra off, releasing her breasts while Paul whistled his approval.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Damn, you're one crazy-ass chick," Paul chuckled, his eyes fixed on her large, stiff nipples. "Do you do this to all the dudes you arrest?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Nope," Andrea grinned as she untied her black boots, pulled them off, then unzipped her pants and wiggled them down past her round ass while looking up at Paul. "You are the very first, so...congratulations."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Uniform off, she stood back up, clad only in her black panties and a pair of small black socks. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holy crap, this is really happening! Jeff thought as he looked at his nearly naked wife, standing in front of this tall, slender, good-looking and -- based on the huge bulge he could see in Paul's pants -- exceptionally well-endowed handcuffed criminal in his living room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea turned to look at Jeff, and her eyes went right to his crotch -- he had been rubbing himself over his pants rather furiously without even realizing it, but Andrea sure saw it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right, gentlemen," she said loudly. "Time to get your cocks out."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff felt a sharp stab of panic and shame rip through him. "W-what? I'm not taking my--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What did I say, Jeff?!" Andrea screamed. "No talking. Do as I say. Pull down your pants and show us your tiny little cock. NOW!!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You're gonna hafta help me get mine out, baby," Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "With pleasure," Andrea murmured as she dropped to her knees in front of him and unbuttoned his jeans, then carefully pulled his zipper down. Paul wasn't wearing any underwear, and Andrea saw his closely cropped pubic hair and caught a whiff of his musky man scent, which sent jolts of excitement through her body. She wiggled a bit as her clit quivered. She felt her pussy on fire and growing wetter by the second.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She pulled Paul's jeans down a bit and his big, thick, veiny purple cock jumped out, the head nearly smacking her in the face as she gasped with delight.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Holy shit, that's huge," she marveled, lightly dragging the tips of her fingers along its rock-hard length. "So nice...you see this fucking big cock?" she said as she turned to Jeff, who had slowly pulled his pants and underwear down and was sitting on the couch with the flaps of his button-down shirt covering his penis.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, no, no," she admonished her husband. "You show us right fucking now. No hiding it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff slowly pulled his shirt back, revealing his dinky dick. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul started to laugh. "Oh shit, man, you call that a cock?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff looked down, mortified and shamed, at his pinkie-sized hard-on.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You see," Andrea said, taking Paul's cock in her hand as she looked up at him, "this is why I need you to fuck me right here, right now."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I guess I don't blame you," Paul said, watching Andrea slowly stroke his thick shaft and making it even harder.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "My husband needs to see this," she said, tugging lightly on Paul's balls and staring intently at his dick as she jacked it slowly, smearing a drop of pre-cum that oozed out of the tip all over the head and making it moist and shiny. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "He needs to see this big dick inside me, in my mouth and in my pussy. I think he wants to see it, too. I think he wants to see his wife screaming with pleasure while being fucked with a huge cock, I think it turns him on. Look how hard his little cock is!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sorry, I couldn't see it from here," Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff had never felt so humiliated in all his life. But at the same time, seeing his wife's hand pumping Paul's massive member right in front of him had him more excited than he could ever remember. He was really about to see his wife get what he couldn't deliver. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And he knew that Andrea still loved him. Sure, his dick was tiny, and Paul was going to fuck his wife's tight snatch with his gigantic cock and either blow his load in her or on her while he watched. But in the end, Jeff knew, he'd still have a hot and sexy wife who truly loved him, and he'd still have her long after Paul was gone.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The thought made Jeff smile. It eased his great shame a little bit as he started to jack off in front of Andrea and Paul.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "See," his wife said, nodding in approval. "He likes it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, whatever," Paul said, looking down at Andrea. "If it works for him, cool. But are you gonna start sucking my dick or what?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Damn straight," she said. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea quickly dipped her mouth over the head of Paul's cock, swirling her tongue around the head and tasting the salty pre-cum as her lips tightened around his shaft, right under the head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuckin' take it, take that cock," Paul groaned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea moaned as she gobbled Paul's dick, taking as much of it past her lips as she could. She felt it jamming into her throat and she gagged a bit, her eyes watering as she pulled her mouth off to catch her breath.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuck, I'm not used to getting choked by a cock," she gasped, before hungrily diving back in.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Her mouth and hand worked up and down Paul's shaft as the slobbering sounds of her expert oral skills filled the room. Jeff got more excited as he leaned back while watching and jerking off. It was his own live-action porn movie playing out before him, with his wife as the starlet servicing Paul the big-dicked stud.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, baby, suck that cock harder," Paul said. He thrust his hips toward her and fucked her mouth hard and fast until she gagged again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Goddamn," she said as big strands of saliva slid out of her mouth. Some of it dripped onto Paul's cock, and some of it got on her tits. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think you should take my handcuffs off, don't you?" Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, you're right," Andrea said, getting up from her knees and going over to the table to retrieve the key.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Alarmed, Jeff's eyes widened. He took his hand off his tiny boner as he leaned forward to say something. But he cowered when Andrea shot him a dirty look.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Did I say you could stop jacking off?" she barked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No," Jeff said, grabbing his dick again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's better," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea reached behind Paul and uncuffed him and let the cuffs drop to the floor. He immediately grabbed her head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Panic immediately grabbed Jeff.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Fuck, is he going to kill my wife? Jeff thought. Still, his cock stayed rock hard and he didn't dare take his hand off of it or move from the sofa.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul took a fistful of Andrea's hair in his hand and shoved her head back onto his cock as she again dropped to her knees in front of him, sucking him hard until she gagged again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck yeah," she panted, pulling off of his dick though his hand still clutched her hair. "Are you making me your cock slut?" she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's right," Paul said. "Start licking it. Now."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea did as Paul instructed, licking up and down his shaft.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Suck my balls."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea took Paul's balls in her mouth one at a time. He grabbed his spit-covered cock and stroked it, then rubbed the shaft all over Andrea's face, slapping her skin with it as her tongue lapped his nuts.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, fuck, your cock is amazing," Andrea moaned, reaching down and pulling her panties away from her pussy and rubbing her swollen, soaked labia with three of her fingers, pressing and mashing her slit as she looked up at Paul. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She opened her mouth and wagged her tongue, and Paul shoved his dick in her mouth again and fucked her face. She moaned loudly on his shaft as she circled her clit with her fingers harder and faster.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff couldn't believe what a mouth-pounding his wife was getting. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He didn't know how she was able to take Paul's giant cock like that without choking. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff pumped his shaft while watching his wife suck Paul's dick and slide two of her fingers inside herself. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He looked between her legs and he could see that her pubic hair was drenched, and the insides of her thighs and her fingers were coated with her sweet juices. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The squishing sounds of her finger-fucking combined with the slurping sounds of the epic blowjob she was giving Paul, and Jeff jacked his tiny penis as fast as he could, wishing he had the kind of big cock that could drive his wife crazy like Paul's was.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Get up, get off your fuckin' knees," Paul finally commanded, pulling at Andrea's hair.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As she did what she was told, Jeff realized that Andrea was totally under Paul's control now, rather than vice versa. Jeff's eyes darted nervously to the table where Andrea's gun sat.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul looked over and saw Jeff looking at the weapon.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think your husband thinks I'm going to shoot him, and you," Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Stop looking at my gun!" Andrea screamed at Jeff. "Look at your wife about to get her pussy filled up by a real cock!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul laughed as Jeff's eyes returned to his wife, whose panties were being yanked off by her stud.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm gonna shoot something tonight," Paul said to Jeff. "A big fuckin' load."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, baby, I can't wait for you to give me all your hot cum," Andrea panted as she bent over in front of Paul and put her hands on the armrest of the love seat. Paul grabbed Andrea's ass, pulled open her cheeks a bit and positioned her so Jeff could get a good view of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff felt his load welling inside his balls as he yanked his cock harder, anticipating Paul shoving his massive rod inside Jeff's wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Get ready for this big cock," he said to Andrea as she reached down and spread her pussy for him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm ready, give it to me, give it to me," she begged.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul took his dick in his hand and rubbed the head against her wet opening as Andrea moaned with delight. He pushed the head inside her, then grabbed Andrea's ass and with a huge thrust shoved nearly all of his length into her pussy as she screamed, then pulled back out and shoved it in again all the way to the hilt.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Damn, your pussy is so fucking tight," he groaned. "It's like you never did this before."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhh fuckkkkk, it's too big, it's too big!" Andrea yelled. "Oh shit! I forgot what a big cock feels like!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, you want me to stop?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Don't you fucking stop, don't you fucking stop!!" she growled as she backed her ass into Paul's cock. "It hurts so goddamn good. Open me up with that dick."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Paul grabbed Andrea's waist and continued to pump her as she squealed and screamed, Jeff could see the dark red shaft invading his wife's pussy and filling it like he never could. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was too much for him to take. He groaned loudly and Paul and Andrea turned and looked as spunk spurted from Jeff's tiny cock and landed on his stomach.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit, your hubs just made a mess of himself!" Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Did that feel good, baby?" Andrea gasped to her husband as Paul's cock kept ramming her. "Did that feel good cumming while watching a real cock in me?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah," Jeff admitted breathlessly. He looked down and realized his cock was still hard and he started stroking it again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you gonna make yourself cum again?!" Andrea marveled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Jeff didn't say anything but kept stroking.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I said, are you gonna make yourself cum again!!" Andrea shouted at him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes! Yes!" Jeff said as he grimaced, jerking his cock hard even though it was already sore from his first orgasm.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuck, he fuckin' loves it," Paul grunted. "Just wait until he sees you cum."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck, you're getting me close," Andrea moaned loudly. "Can I play with myself?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, slut, fuckin' play with your clit if you want to."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea's hand rubbed her clit furiously as Paul's cock pumped her, making her thighs tremble. Her white pussy cream was all over Paul's dick as he pulled it out of her gaping hole and then shoved it back in.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Your pussy is so damn good," Paul growled. "It's gonna make me cum."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm close, I'm so close," Andrea said, barely able to talk or breathe from the pleasure. "Cum with me, baby."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm gonna cum in you, your pussy is so hot and tight and it's gonna make me cum in you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, baby, that's what I want," Andrea gasped. "Don't take it out. Cum in me. Fill me up with your load!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, you sure?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do it, fucking cum in me!!"
 
     
      
 
    
 
    Jeff knew his wife wasn't on the pill, but the thought of this big-dicked stud filling her up with his jism and maybe even getting her pregnant put him over the edge again and he shot another glob of jizz out of his paltry penis. Only this time, Paul and Andrea were deep in the throes of their nearing climaxes to pay any attention.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, I'm gonna cum baby, your big dick is making me cum!" Andrea shouted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul felt her pussy squeezing around his shaft as her orgasm began to take hold of her. "Yeah, oh fuck yeah," he grunted as his giant load began to shoot up his cock.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea hollered as warm waves of bliss crashed into her and her insides turned to jelly.She kept screaming as Paul grabbed her hips and shoved his cock as deep in her as he could as jets of hot cum blasted into her pussy, coating her walls and filling up her hole with fiery cream like no man ever had before.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh my fucking god," Paul groaned as he pumped Andrea's jizz-filled tunnel, then finally pulled his half-hard cock out of her as she tumbled to the carpet in exhausted delight, Paul's white cum leaking out of her pussy and dripping down her thighs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Holy shit," she murmured. She looked up at Jeff, who had fallen back into his sofa, his tiny, soft cock barely visible now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Did you like that, honey? Did you like seeing Paul fuck me like that?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, it was incredible," Jeff nodded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you want to see that again?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Definitely," Jeff said. "Seeing you get off like that with his huge cock was incredible, it made me cum twice."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I love you so much, baby," Andrea beamed at her husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know you do," Jeff said. "I love you, too."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul cleared his throat loudly. "I'm glad everyone loves each other here, but we had a deal -- I fuck your tight little pussy and then you let me go. So...can I go?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Not so fast," Andrea said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul's eyes narrowed and he started to make a move for the table, where Andrea's gun was sitting. But his pants were still caught up around his ankles and he tripped as Andrea, still naked except for her little black socks, jumped up from the floor and brought Paul down while reaching for the handcuffs, rolling him onto his stomach, putting her knee in his back and cuffing him again -- all in one fluid, well-trained motion.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Damn, baby, I wasn't going anywhere, I swear!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, that's what they all say," she snarled as Jeff stared at his wife with even more appreciation for the dangers of her job.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I appreciate the good fuck, and your huge cock is exactly what I needed, but the law is the law, I'm sorry," Andrea said as she got up, snatched her panties and the uniform scattered on the floor and quickly got dressed again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Man, this sucks....," Paul grumbled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, lighten the fuck up," Andrea said. "You got your dick sucked good and you got to fuck me and blow your load in me, didn't you?" She winked at Jeff, who smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I guess."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So I'd say this was a pretty good night for you, even if I have to bring you down to the station. And you better not say anything about what happened here, or I'll make sure you do some serious time. Got it?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I got it," Paul groused. "Whatever you say, you're in charge."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I like your attitude," Andrea said as she finished getting dressed and strapped on her gun and her other gear. "That's the kind of attitude that gets you probation instead of jail," she said as she pulled Paul up to his feet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right, honey," she said to Jeff. "I just gotta bring him in and get him processed, then I'm done, OK?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure, honey. See you in a little while, be careful."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I will, honey," Andrea said as she opened the front door, peered outside to see if anyone was around, then quickly hustled Paul to the patrol car and put him in the backseat as Jeff watched from the window.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She waved to her husband as she drove off.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    --------
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Andrea turned onto Main Street, she turned and looked halfway over her shoulder.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You OK back there?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm fine, but did you have to tackle me so hard," Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea laughed. "Sorry, I had to make it look real."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You're still as intense as always!" Paul laughed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You're awesome," Andrea said. "I'm glad you were up for this, thanks for playing along."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It's no problem," Paul said. "Do I make a good criminal?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Better than most of the people I actually arrest!" Andrea said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You think he bought it?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, I basically told him beforehand it was something I wanted and that I was going to do eventually, but I don't think he had come to terms with it yet, and I know he didn't think it was going to happen right in front of him. Honestly, I didn't want him to sit around thinking about it too much. It just needed to fucking happen. I still think he probably thinks you're a real criminal and it was just a spur-of-the-moment opportunity thing, but I wanted to make it fun and hot for me, too, you know?"  
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, nothing wrong with that," Paul said. "It was fun for me too and definitely worth my while!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea smiled at him in the rear-view mirror. "Yeah? I gotta admit, I've wanted to fuck you since high school, after Mallory told me what a big dick you had. She was right, holy shit. You definitely fucked me good. I needed that."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Paul laughed. "Mallory told you about my big dick, huh?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, way back in the day. You still talk to her?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Nah, I haven't talked to Mallory in years," Paul said. "Weird since we dated so long, but I guess that's how things go."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah," said Andrea. "I honestly didn't think you'd be able to do this, now that you're with Lisa."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, Lisa was totally cool with it, I told her about your situation and she insisted I help you out. Lisa and I are both cool with us fucking other people. It helps keep our relationship going. Works out real good."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah," Andrea said, "I wasn't sure how Jeff was gonna react so I had to do it that way, but I think it worked out great."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I can't believe how small his dick is," Paul said. "I'm sorry."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well," Andrea sighed, "it is what it is. I love him to death, I just need to get fucked by a big cock from time to time to keep from going crazy. I guess I could have just fucked you behind his back, but I do want him to get something out of it, too, and you saw how much he got into it. He needs to be punished for having such a small dick, but in a good way, if that makes sense?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, kind of," Paul said. "I guess I don't really quite understand how that all works, him not being able to satisfy his wife but wanting to see her be satisfied and getting off on it. Weird, but hey, whatever."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Totally," Andrea said. "Goddamn, you definitely made me sore with that big dick of yours!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sorry about that...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I bet you are. I'm still trying to figure out how we're gonna do this the next time. I can't fake-arrest you again!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm sure we'll figure out something," Paul said. "Or maybe you'll have to find some other old pal with a big cock. Wanna let me out up here?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Can't wait to get out of these cuffs," Paul laughed. "Next time, not so tight, okay?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea smiled. "I thought you liked how tight it was!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Good point!" Paul smiled as Andrea pulled over, let him out of the back and uncuffed him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She looked around to make sure no one was around, then grabbed Paul's crotch and gave it a squeeze.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "'Til next time," Andrea growled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "'Til next time," Paul said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Andrea let go of his cock and got back in her car and drove off. She grabbed her cell phone and dialed her husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Everything all right?" Jeff said as he answered the call with concern in his voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure, everything's great," Andrea said. "How about you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Honestly, I've never been better," Jeff said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Really?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Really."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    “Wellllll…," Andrea said, "maybe if there's anything left in that little pecker of yours, when I get home, you can watch me play with myself again while we both think about Paul fucking me with his big cock, and we can both get off one more time."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sounds good," Jeff said. "Hurry home.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    # # #
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    THE REUNION
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    Ryan kicked back on the sectional sofa and put his hands behind his head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You guys, that was the best meal I've had in I can't remember how long," he said, a contented smile on his face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was a pretty damn fantastic dinner, if I do say so myself. I made my famous seared duck breast with orange and thyme, and I served it with a mushroom and spinach risotto, as well as some grilled asparagus with shaved parmesan. It was kick-ass, actually. If I wasn't a real estate lawyer, I think I would have made a great chef. Maybe one of those TV chefs even. I look all right in front of the camera.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My wife, Holly, was sitting next to Ryan on the couch as I relaxed in an overstuffed chair nearby. She patted Ryan on the thigh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm so glad you liked it!" she gushed. "Evan sure knows how to cook. I can't believe I'm not as big as this house."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You look amazing, Holly, even better than you did in high school," Ryan said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Awww, it's so nice of you to lie like that!" Holly laughed. She turned and looked at me. "Isn't Ryan just the nicest?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "He sure is," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly did look amazing tonight. She was wearing this short new black dress that showed off more of her summer-bronzed skin than she usually does, and some sandals she'd bought the other day after a long shopping trip. She'd just had her blonde hair done, and she got a fresh manicure and pedicure. And she spent all afternoon getting her makeup just right. I'd never seen her go all out like this for one of our houseguests.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She certainly hadn't gotten all gussied up like that for me in a while. I guess we were having a bit of a rough patch in our marriage. Well, maybe more than a patch. But that sort of thing happens when you've been married 15 years like we have. We still love each other, but things in the sack haven't been very explosive in recent years. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm so happy I reconnected with you at the reunion last week," Ryan said, smiling at my wife. "I wasn't even going to go, and now I'm incredibly glad I did."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly blushed a bit and reached up and flipped her hair a little bit, the way I've seen her do it when she gets a little nervous. And a little flirty.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    They gazed into each other's eyes for a couple of second, and then Ryan turned to me and quickly added in a suddenly serious voice, "Oh, and it's really been great meeting you and getting to know you, Brad."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You too, man," I replied.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You two have a great thing going," Ryan continued, looking around our large, well-appointed living room. "Beautiful house, a long marriage, just...it's just really great." He chuckled. "Maybe one day I can get some of what you guys have got.”
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What can I say?" I said. "A little hard work but a lot of luck. I'm lucky I met Holly in college and she said yes when I asked her to marry me. I'm just a really lucky guy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, yes you are," Ryan beamed as he turned and looked at my wife again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was starting to get a weird feeling inside. I had gone with Holly to her twentieth high school reunion, and we weren't there 10 minutes when Ryan came up to her and they gave each other a big hug. It was strange. She'd always told me stories about various high school friends and even some of her boyfriends, but Ryan's name had never, ever come up. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    At one point during the reunion, while Ryan was off talking to some other people, I said something about it to her, and she acted a little strangely and said, "Oh, Ryan? I'm sure I told you about him before. Just one of my high school friends, I think maybe we got drunk and made out once or something, but no big deal."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    No big deal, I thought, especially after toward the end of the evening she made a very special point of inviting Ryan over to our house for dinner. She didn't extend any similar invitations to anyone else that night, not even Shannon, who was her best friend forever in high school and whom she hadn't seen in close to a decade.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I usually don't feel threatened by other men when it comes to my wife. I mean, Holly gets hit on all the time. We're both thirty-eight, but she doesn't look a day over thirty. Perfect skin, no wrinkles, no gray hairs, and she has a tight, incredible body from working out every day. I think she looks even hotter than she did when I first met her during our junior year in college, and she was pretty smokin' back then. Ryan was definitely right about that.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And I'm no slouch myself. I'm not afraid to say I'm a pretty handsome guy. And I've done very well for myself in my career, made a lot of money and bought this big house and several nice cars for my wife and I, plus my boat down at the lake. Normally, I'd say a guy would have to have a hell of a lot to offer to make Holly even think about fooling around behind my back. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But like I said, we've been in a bit of a rough patch sexually. It's not her fault, it's mine. I've been working on trying to fix it, but I guess I can only do so much given my...situation. And the thing is, Ryan is a damn good-looking guy. I mean, he's probably better-looking than I am. A couple inches taller, very well-built -- I'm jealous of those biceps he's got peeking out of his tight polo shirt, and I just know my wife noticed those. He looks a little bit younger than me, too. He's a stud, no doubt about it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But what was I going to do when Holly invited him to our house for dinner? Say no? I went along with it and whipped up the best meal I could, just so he could see that in addition to landing a hot wife and having a big, beautiful house and lots of money, I was an ace in the kitchen, too. So multi-talented he shouldn't even think that he might have a shot with my wife. If that's what he was thinking. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I figured that maybe I was being a little paranoid and insecure. But the way they were looking at each other, sitting there next to one another on the couch, I started to wonder if the worry that was gnawing at me was legit.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Man, your wife...she was just so wild in high school!" Ryan blurted out. Holly put her hands over her face, but I could tell she was really blushing now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, is that so?" I grinned. "Tell me more!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ah, well," Ryan laughed. "I don't think she'd want me telling this story."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, really, I want to hear it!" I said, leaning forward, still smiling as Holly pulled her hands off her face and shot me a dirty look.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, well, OK, so one afternoon Shannon, her best friend, comes running over to me and tells me that Holly wants me to come into this empty classroom in the science wing because she wants to give me a blow job."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly shot Ryan a scared look. "Ryan, no, don't--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "A blow job, huh?" I said through clenched teeth. "Wow, I bet you felt like it was your lucky day!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Totally, bro!" Ryan said as Holly stared down at her lap, looking completely mortified. "So I get over to the classroom, look around to make sure no one was around, and then I open the door and go inside and the room is all dark. So I turn on the light and--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ryan, stop, please!" Holly begged, her voice angry.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Aww, man, she's totally embarrassed," Ryan said. "I probably shouldn't tell you what I saw."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, no, now I need to know!" I said. "It's okay, we're all friends here, and it was a long time ago, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's true," Ryan said, looking over at Holly. "It was like twenty years ago, what's the big deal."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fine, whatever," Holly said, crossing her arms over her chest indignantly. She turned and looked at me. "You're not gonna like what you hear, but you asked for it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So what did you see, Ryan?" I said, ignoring my wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Welllll," he said, looking over at Holly, who was glaring at him. "So she had like four guys from the football team lined up in front of her, all with their pants down and their big boners sticking out, and I saw her sucking off one of the guys while the others watched, and then she moved on to the next guy, and then the next guy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I sat there in stunned silence for a second. "Are you telling me you saw Holly...my wife...blowing four guys at the same time in a classroom."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, five guys, actually, once I joined in," Ryan shrugged. He mouthed "sorry" to Holly as she just sat there shaking her head.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So then what happened?" I said slowly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, so she was already on her knees as she went from one guy to the other, but then we all circled around her, stood over her and started jerking off," Ryan said. "She had been wearing this sweater and jeans but when we all got around her she pulled off her sweater and took off her bra so she was naked from the waist up. And then, I think it was Jimmy who popped off first...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, it was Jimmy, I think," Holly said, glaring at me as my mouth hung open. "Jimmy shot his load on me first."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan laughed. "Good ol' Jimmy. I wonder whatever happened to him. Anyway, he blew his load all over Holly's big tits, and then it didn't take long for the other guys to do the same. She kept saying 'Just don't cum on my face, don't cum on my face,' so they were all shooting their jizz on her tits and it was getting pretty damn messy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, and I didn't even have a towel!" Holly said, letting out a chuckle. I noticed that while Ryan was telling the story, she was starting to wriggle a little bit where she sat. I wondered if the memory of it was turning her on!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So then I was the last guy who hadn't cum yet," Ryan said, "but I was getting close and I pointed my cock at her tits and I was ready to let it fly when she looks at me and she goes, 'You can cum on my face, Ryan, I want you to.'"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Feeling sick to my stomach I shifted my gaze from Ryan to Holly, and noticed she had this sly smile on her face and she was kind of rubbing her thighs together as she sat there. She was definitely turned on. I felt totally helpless. I never should have asked Ryan to tell the story. But now it was too late. I had to know how it ended, and now I was paying the price.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So when she looked up at me with those big blue eyes all innocently but also just so naughty and nasty as she's egging me on to blow my load all over that beautiful face of hers, well, that did it," Ryan said. "Next thing you know I--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You shot so much cum on my face, oh my God, I thought it would never stop," Holly said, finishing his sentence as she looked at Ryan, smiling and biting her lower lip. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Some of it got in my eye and on my forehead and it went in my hair, and it was dripping off my chin, too," she said. "It was so hot and gooey, and I remember that look on your face as you were jacking it and looking down at my face and blasting me with your jizz. It was so hot, it got me off, too. I totally had an orgasm from the facial you gave me without even touching myself, it was that hot."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It was pretty amazing," Ryan concurred. He reached down and tried to adjust his pants really subtle, like I wouldn't notice, but I saw the bulge in the crotch of his jeans steadily getting bigger as he told the story. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wish it had the same effect on me. On one hand, hearing the story made me all pissed off and jealous at the thought of other guys having sexual relations with her, even if it happened so long ago and I understand I'm not the only guy who was ever with her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But on the other hand, I can't deny that the thought of my wife blowing a bunch of guys and having all of them jizz on her kind of turned me on. I felt that familiar twinge of horniness inside, but as far as my crotch, it wasn't having the same effect it was obviously having on Ryan. But that's my situation, what can I say?
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan exhaled and closed his eyes with a sort of satisfaction at having told the story as he leaned back into the sofa again. "So anyway, that's how it all started," he began. Alarmed, Holly lifted her hands and started making a sort of "cut-off" gesture at Ryan but since his eyes were closed, he didn't see her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Crazy way to become boyfriend and girlfriend," he continued, "but after that we started dating and we were together for--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly punched Ryan on the side of his thigh and his eyes flew open but he finished his sentence.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "--almost a year, 'til you went off to college, right, Holly?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly put her hands back in her lap nervously and started tapping her bare legs as she looked at me and flashed a weak smile.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You guys...dated for a year?" I said in a low, measured voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It didn't seem like that long," Holly said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I thought you said it was no big deal, you guys just made out once when you were drunk?" I retorted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, we did do that," Holly said. "I didn't lie about that. I guess I just left out the other stuff."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan stared at her. "You mean...," he started, then he looked over at me. "You mean your husband doesn't know about us, that we used to go out?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, he does now, doesn't he?" Holly said with a tight smile.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh shit," Ryan said, a stupid and surprised look on his face. He started laughing. "Whoa, well, sorry about that, man, I thought you knew!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled at him. I smiled at my wife. I didn't know what to do except smile. I'm not a particularly violent person or anything. And I really hate confrontations. I mean, I hate them more than anything. So I just sat there smiling on the outside and stewing on the inside.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well," I said finally, "I think I need a drink. I'm gonna go down to the wine cellar and get a couple of bottles." I probably needed something a lot stronger than wine after hearing that story, although I wanted to go retrieve a couple of my more expensive bottles, and tell Ryan precisely how much they were worth and let him know without saying it that I was successful enough to be able to have some of the finest things in life. It was my weird way of trying to even the score, I guess.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right, honey, we'll be here," Holly said to me as I got up and headed down the hallway. I went down to the cellar, switched on the light, and spent a little while going through my rows of hundreds of dusty bottles, looking for just the right one. I also needed some time to process what I had just heard. It was a long time ago, I knew that. But the way my wife was looking at Ryan as he told the story, I dunno...I could just tell her mind was going back to that moment. I mean, I've thought about old girlfriends I've fucked. I've fucked some hot chicks other than my wife. But none of them are sitting there in my living room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My mind flew back to the present moment. Ryan and my wife, there in my living room on the sofa together. Alone. While I'm down here in the wine cellar. A feeling of panic shot through me, and then I started to laugh. You paranoid idiot, I thought to myself, laughing at the idea that what, he was gonna give her another fuckin' facial while I was down here picking out wine? That's like something out of a movie, that stuff doesn't actually happen. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I just had to put that story out of my mind and get some perspective. That was then, this is now. Holly is my wife. She loves me. Ryan is our dinner guest. They dated a long time ago, they were both different people then. Times change. So it goes.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I picked out a 50-year-old Bordeaux and a 1971 port, switched off the light and went back upstairs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "If you like wine, boy, do i have a treat for you," I called out as I walked down the hall.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I came into the living room and nearly dropped both bottles. Ryan was leaning back on the couch with his pants down around his ankles, and my wife was leaned over his lap, her head bobbing up and down on his massive thick, red cock while she was deep-throating him, and her hands were squeezing and massaging his balls! Ryan's hand was reaching around to her ass, underneath her dress, and it looked like he was playing with her pussy! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What...the...fuck?!" I sputtered, standing there like a complete idiot. Holly looked up at me as she pulled her mouth off of Ryan's wet cock and panted, catching her breath.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sorry, man," Ryan said, half-smiling at me with a sort of apologetic look on his face. "We were just talking and reminiscing and one thing led to another and, you know...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "My wife is sucking your cock!" I said, still standing there.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, man, it's been twenty years since my cock was in her mouth, it's crazy," Ryan said. "Just like old times!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With the fingers of one hand, Holly wiped some of the saliva from the corner of her mouth as she looked at me, although her other hand was still wrapped around Ryan's cock -- and damn, it was a huge fucking cock -- and she was slowly stroking it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Honey," my wife said to me, "I couldn't help it. I remembered how huge Ryan's cock is and how good it tasted. And let's be honest here -- you haven't been able to get it up in a couple of years. And even when you could, your cock isn't even half as big as his."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know," I said quietly, setting the wine bottles on the table and sitting down on the overstuffed chair opposite Ryan and my wife.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I love you," Holly said to me, "but it's been a long time since you satisfied me sexually."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So...have you just been cheating on me for a long time?" I said to her, my voice wavering, hardly able to conceal the bitter sting of the total emasculation I felt.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Brad, that hurts!" she said to me, as she continued to stroke Ryan's cock. "I've actually never cheated on you once!" 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She looked up at Ryan and then looked at me again. "I would never run around behind your back. But when I saw Ryan at the reunion, and then sitting here with him tonight....," she said, her voice trailing off. "Look, he and I, we do have a history. And his cock is pretty incredible, as you can see."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I nodded sadly, knowing it was true. Ryan grinned, then saw how sad I looked and then furrowed his brow and offered an expression of compassion, though I just read it as pity.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "If I'm going to do this, and I really want to do this and I need to do this," Holly said, "I'm not going to sneak around. I'm going to do it right in front of you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt like I was going to cry. Sensing that, my wife flashed me a bright, hopeful smile. "I wasn't going to finish up before you came back up from the cellar," she said. "We were just getting started. But I thought that you would probably want to see me sexually satisfied, since you're not really able to do that yourself. I thought you should watch. You do want to watch, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wanted to say no. But something deep within me knew the answer was yes. I wanted my wife to be happy. Especially sexually. Just because I have an average-at-best-sized cock...okay, it's pretty small...and because I haven't been able to get hard for whatever reason, and those pills haven't worked, doesn't mean my wife shouldn't be fulfilled. And to be totally honest, the thought of my wife getting fucked right in front of me, like I was watching a porn or something, seemed pretty hot. I felt something stir deep inside. I was definitely horny. Even if my cock wasn't cooperating, as usual.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Baby, why don't you take your pants off and take your cock out," my wife said to me. "Who knows. Maybe seeing your wife getting pounded by another man is the thing you need to make things work?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I guess it's worth a try," I said as I unbuckled my belt and pulled down my pants. Soon, I was naked from the waist down and relaxed in the chair, playing with my small limp dick while watching Holly continue to stroke Ryan as he looked at her and smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Let's see what happens when I suck his dick some more, let's see if that gets you as hard as Ryan is," she said, as her mouth dropped back down on Ryan's shaft and the loud licking slobbering sounds of her wet, frenzied blow job filled the room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She made a gagging sound and pulled her mouth back off his cock as she caught her breath again. "God, it's been so long since a dick has choked me this way!" she laughed. She looked over at me. "You like that cock choking me like that?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah," I said, reaching down and tugging lightly at my balls as I kept pulling on my soft member. I definitely felt a sexual longing inside, but my equipment still wasn't cooperating.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think maybe if I sit on that big cock and ride it while you watch it going in and out of my pussy, maybe that'll get you going," Holly said to me as she reached under her dress and pulled off her soaked black panties. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan reached over and pulled the small straps of my wife's dress off her shoulders and kept pulling down until her beautiful breasts popped out, her large nipples as stiff as I'd ever seen them.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Mmmm they look so good," Ryan murmured, reaching over and grabbing them with his hands and squeezing as Holly closed her eyes and moaned. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You always did love my tits," she said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "They're still as firm and perfect as ever," Ryan said. "Do you ever age?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly laughed. "You're so sweet. I guess I just have good genes."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My wife looked over at me. "You like my tits, don't you?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, I love them."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like seeing Ryan's hands all over them, pinching my nipples like this?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Mmmmm, it feels so good," she moaned. She slid her fingers down between her legs and rubbed her wet folds. "Holy shit, I am so goddamn wet already!" she exclaimed, pulling her glistening fingers back out and putting them in Ryan's mouth. His tongue greedily lapped up her nectar and he moaned his approval.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So sweet, as sweet as ever," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think it's time I fucked that cock," she said, looking at me as she got on top of Ryan's lap while facing me, getting herself in reverse-cowgirl position. "You'll be able to see Ryan's cock going in and out of my pussy like this," she said to me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan reached around and cupped Holly's breasts as she spread her pussy lips with one hand and grabbed the shaft of his huge hard cock with the other, positioning the head right at her opening and rubbing herself with it, getting his dick nice and coated with her pussy cream. She looked at me as she did it, and I tugged harder on my soft cock.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I had so many feelings running through me. Shame at my own inadequacy. Sadness that my wife had to resort to fucking her old boyfriend. But a lot of excitement and anticipation that she was about to fuck her old boyfriend, too.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Okay, here we go," she said as just the head of Ryan's cock disappeared between her pussy lips. Her eyes closed and she moaned as she hovered over his big dick, sliding down just an inch at a time and then wiggling and circling a bit so her pussy could grow acclimated to his size. His fingers pulled and pinched her nipples as she slid about halfway down on his shaft, then back up, as she stared at me intently. I could tell how good it was feeling for her, how much she wanted and needed that huge cock filling her up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Suddenly, I felt something. I looked down and my cock seemed to be stiffening a little bit! It wasn't hard, but it was definitely growing! My wife saw it, too, and she let out a squeal.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh my god, it's working baby, it's working!" she said. Ryan peered his head around Holly's body and saw that my cock was getting a little bitter and he gave me a thumbs up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right, bro!" he said brightly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Okay, I'm really gonna fuck this big cock now, let's see what happens!" Holly said and she pushed herself all the way down on Ryan's shaft until it completely disappeared inside her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, oh my, oh god!" she moaned and groaned as her pussy swallowed Ryan's immense length and girth. He put his hands on her hips and she started bouncing up and down on top of him, and he started thrusting upward to meet her, his cock jackhammering her wet slit as she started to scream.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck, it's so fucking big, it feels so good!" she hollered. As I watched his cock split her pussy lips, and saw his fingers slide down to her clit and rub it as they fucked, pleasuring my wife like she hadn't been pleasured in two decades, my cock got even harder. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was getting hard! I had a hard-on. I started to stroke my boner -- not even half as big as Ryan's, but bigger and firmer than it had been in years, so I was grateful for that -- as I watched my wife get fucked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, baby, jack that hard little cock!" she panted at me. "Make yourself cum watching Ryan make me cum!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Ryan was grunting and groaning and his cock was getting even thicker. "Baby, it feels too good, I think I'm gonna cum," he said to Holly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah? You're gonna cum? I'm close, cum with me, cum in me!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hearing my wife tell Ryan to shoot his load inside her really had me going. Perspiration was trickling down the side of my face as I jerked off harder than I had in a long time. I felt the cum welling up deep in my balls as I watched my wife ride Ryan's hard cock and scream with her imminent orgasm.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, I'm cumming, I'm gonna cum!" she screamed, and I saw her body shudder and tighten, and her jaw clench, as the powerful climax slammed into her as hard as Ryan's cock was slamming into her. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm gonna cum!" Ryan grunted, and he drove his cock deeper into Holly's pussy and I knew he was gushing his white hot jizz inside her, filling her up with his load as she kept riding him through her release, her clenched channel milking all the cum from his swollen member.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Baby, are you gonna burst?" she said to me as I furiously jacked off. I was close now.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Holly lifted herself off Ryan's wet cock and globs of his jizz started flowing out and running down the inside of her thigh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    She fell back onto the couch and spread her legs for me, and I could see all that cream in her hole, mixed with her own juices.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you want to fuck me?" she said to me, wagging her tongue at me. "Come on, fuck your hot wife right now. My pussy is so juicy and ready for you!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I jumped up from my chair and ran over to the sofa, got in between her legs and buried my small, hard boner inside her drenched pussy. Ryan's cum coated my shaft as I pumped my wife and she grabbed onto my ass. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You're fucking me, baby, you're finally fucking me with your hard cock!" she marveled, staring into my eyes with a look of passion and wonder on her face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Way to go, bro, you're doing it!" I heard Ryan say to me, cheering me on.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I let out a crazy loud holler as my body shook and I released my hot load inside my wife like I'd been wanting to do for years, letting it mingle with Ryan's jizz already in her.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck baby, yeah! So much cum in me!" Holly moaned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, man!! Nice one!" Ryan shouted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I collapsed on top of Holly, sweaty and totally drained, and then rolled off my wife's hot body and fell in between her and Ryan as we all laid there on the sofa trying to catch our collective breath.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That was such a good idea!" my wife gushed. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, that was awesome, just like old times," Ryan agreed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was so happy I wanted to cry, whereas just a little while earlier I wanted to cry from sadness. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Watching Ryan fuck my wife was just the thing I needed to reawaken my own cock. All those bad feelings from earlier melted away, and I was just thankful Holly and Ryan had connected at the reunion.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "All right," I smiled. "Who's ready for some wine?”
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    # # #
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    THE BET
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
    It was a lazy summer Saturday afternoon and I was relaxing on the sofa in the living room, watching bad reality TV while flipping through one of my women's magazines and admiring the fresh pedicure I'd gotten that morning. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was in the perfect hot weather attire: A pair of boxers and a white V-neck T-shirt -- no bra, but my tits are firm and perky enough to get away with it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My husband Steve was down in his basement man-cave playing pool with his friend Marcus. They were teammates on their high-school football team -- Steve was the kicker and Marcus was the star running back -- but after they graduated they lost touch for a long time as they went off to different colleges, then got jobs and went into the real world. But when they randomly ran into each other at this bar downtown we were at a month ago, it was like they were still best friends and no time had passed at all.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve introduced me to Marcus, and I have to admit, he kind of took my breath away, although I did a good job of hiding it from Steve. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marcus is the perfect physical specimen. Easily the hottest man I've ever laid eyes on. Steve is good looking, don't get me wrong, but Marcus, he's on another level. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Tall, well-built, broad shoulders, incredible ass, and the most amazing chocolate eyes and brilliant smile you've ever seen. He's just got presence, and he oozes charisma. He's confident without being cocky. Okay, maybe a little cocky. But I like that in a man. Believe me when I tell you -- Denzel and that Idris guy got nothing on Marcus.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Plus he's just so cool. My husband is kind of goofy, so I think he likes hanging out with Marcus because he thinks Marcus's cool will rub off on him and make Steve feel less like the dorky white guy he is.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I can't lie, ever since Steve introduced me to him, I've fantasized about Marcus a couple of times. I've never even seen a black guy's cock in person, but if what they say is true...! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But to be honest, it doesn't even need to be that gigantic. For one thing, it would probably hurt like hell. The other thing is...Steve's cock...it's...well, it's pretty small. It's definitely the smallest cock I've ever been with in my life. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And as much as I love Steve and as much as I hoped our sex life would get better after we got married, and that Steve would be able to pleasure me the way I needed, the fact of the matter is I've never been satisfied sexually by my husband in the five years we've been together. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He's really great in a lot of other ways -- he's a good person, he basically worships me, he makes a lot of money at his job, he bought us this nice house, he takes us on incredible vacations all around the world, and he takes care of my every need. I do love him. I genuinely do. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    So I've felt really guilty when we've made love the past few weeks, ever since he introduced me to Marcus. He slides his tiny dick in me and I can barely feel it, and the only way I can get off is if I reach down and play with my clit and think of Marcus slamming his big black cock into my wet, pink hole, filling me up past the point of all reason and making me cum like I've never cum before. But what can I say? I'm just being honest here.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I even felt guilty laying there on the sofa that afternoon, knowing I got my fresh pedicure and knowing I was wearing just boxers and a T-shirt you could see my pert nipples and the outline of my breasts through, all because Marcus was coming over to hang out with Steve. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was all just part of the fantasy, but I couldn't help bringing part of it into reality, I guess. I had no plans to actually act on it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But then the circumstances changed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was trying to put all those hot thoughts of gorgeous Marcus out of my mind and just read my magazine when I heard Steve's voice calling up to me from the basement.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, baby, could you come down here for a minute?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I jumped off the couch. "Sure," I shouted back, "do you guys need anything? A couple of cold beers?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, uhh, no, we're good on beers," Steve said in a strange tone as I walked over to the basement door. "Can you just come down here?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ooookaaaay," I said, a puzzled smile crossing my face as I went down the stairs.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve and Marcus were standing next to the pool table. Marcus was sort of leaning on his pool cue and flashing that incredible smile at me, though it had an impish quality to it I hadn't quite seen before. I smiled back, and noticed his eyes briefly lower to look at my body. I felt my nipples stiffen from his lustful gaze and I quickly turned to Steve to make sure he didn't notice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But Steve was kind of looking down at his shoes all awkwardly and uncomfortably.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So, what's up?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, honey, what are you up to?" Steve asked in a meek voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Not much, just hanging out upstairs. Is everything all right down here?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, yeah...I mean...yeah," Steve said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over at Marcus, who glanced down at the floor and rubbed his hand over his mouth like he was trying not to laugh.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Okay," I said, getting a little annoyed as I crossed my arms over my chest. "What the hell is going on?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ummm, well, the thing of it is...," Steve began, "...so we were just playing pool here and I was kicking his ass, but I wanted to make it a little more interesting, so I made a bet with him."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My eyes widened. "Okay, I'm starting to see the picture here. How much money did you lose?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, no, it wasn't money...," Steve said, acting even more uncomfortable and weird.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "If it wasn't money, what did you bet? Don't tell me you bet him your fucking car or something!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, not the car...I...well, I kind of bet...you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What do you mean, you kind of bet me?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well," Steve said, shame creeping into his voice, "I told him that if he won, he could...have sex with you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked at Steve in stunned silence.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You bet sex with me, your wife, on a fucking game of pool?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, I thought I was going to win."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "This is a big joke, right? Haha, a big joke?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Umm, no," Steve said, "I wish it was, but it's not."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I turned and looked at Marcus. He looked hotter than ever.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "This is a joke, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Nope, no joke," Marcus said in his delicious, deep voice. "He said, 'If you win, you can fuck my wife, I'm dead serious.' And after that, I guess I played the best game of my life."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'll bet you did," I said, before turning back to Steve. "What makes you think you can bet me? First of all, I'm your fucking wife. And second of all, you have no right to bet me, or my fucking pussy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know," Steve said sheepishly. "I shouldn't have done it, I'm sorry."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And you," I said, turning to Marcus again, "you think you're actually going to cash in on this little bet my husband made?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well," he said, grinning slyly at me. "A bet is a bet."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stared at Marcus. The balls on this guy! Then I looked over at Steve, who just looked helpless as he stood there. My eyes narrowed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You know what?" I said to Steve, my hands propped on my hips. "I am going to fuck Marcus."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What?!" he said, looking at me with alarm as Marcus licked his lower lip in anticipation.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's right, I'm going to fuck him. I'm going to fuck his big black cock. Just to teach you a fucking lesson."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "B-but," Steve stammered, "I didn't think you would actually--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Shut it, buddy," I said. "This is all your doing, so now you're going to have to deal with it."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve hung his head.
 
     
      
 
    
 
    "Fine," he said finally, "I guess this is what I deserve." He leaned his cue against the pool table and started shuffling toward the stairs all dejectedly. "I guess just let me know when you're done."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, no, you're not getting away that easy," I said, grabbing him by the collar of his shirt and pulling him backward. "You're going to stay right here and you're going to watch Marcus fuck me. You're going to watch another man fuck your wife, the wife you bet on a fucking game of pool."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What?" he shrieked, "I don't want to watch him fuck you!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well I didn't want my pussy bet on like you own it, but here we are, so, you just stand right fucking there and watch, you got it!" I shouted back.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Looking totally frightened and defeated, Steve nodded as he leaned back against the wall. I looked over at Marcus and saw him rubbing his dark jeans at the crotch, and I could already see his huge bulge forming. I looked intently at the boner in his pants, then gazed into his dark eyes and returned his impish smile. Oh my god, this was really going to happen!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I hopped up on the edge of the pool table as Marcus came toward me, and I wrapped my legs around his midsection and pulled him closer to me. His lips met mine and we started to kiss, tentatively at first but within a few seconds our mouths were mashing against each other and our tongues were intertwined. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He smelled and tasted so damn good!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I ran my hands along the contours of his back muscles as his hands cupped my breasts over my shirt. I moaned into his mouth as he gently pinched and rolled my nipples with his fingers.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve let out a deep sigh. I broke my kiss with Marcus and looked over at my husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You see what you get when you bet your wife on a fucking game of pool?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes," he murmured.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "This is just the beginning," I said, turning back to Marcus. "Isn't it?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marcus nodded as he licked his full, beautiful lips. "Yep, it sure is," he replied as he grabbed the bottom of my T-shirt and I lifted my arms in the air as he pulled the shirt over my head and then tossed it over by Steve's feet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve sighed again and I started to giggle, but Marcus stifled that with his mouth as he began kissing me again and fondling my exposed breasts, my nipples as rock hard and sensitive as I ever remember them being. I could feel desperate pull of sexual excitement and longing deep in my core, and I began to wriggle around as my pussy heated up and my delicate folds began to slicken under my boxers, the only thing separating me from total nudity.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marcus's lips moved from my mouth to my jawline to my neck, and before I knew it, his mouth was on my left nipple, his tongue swirling around it and making it wet as I moaned again, and then he moved to my right nipple, pulling it into his mouth and sucking on it while his fingers pulled on my moistened left nipple a little harder. I squealed at the incredible sensation. All of my nerve endings were consumed by excitement and lust for this unbelievably hot stud exploring my body and turning me on like I hadn't been turned on in years.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Out of the corner of my eye I could see Steve starting to move from his spot.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What did I fucking tell you?" I snapped at him, and he froze. "You're going to watch every last little bit of this."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "But honey, I didn't think you were actually going to do this even if he won the bet?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Don't 'but honey' me," I admonished him, as Marcus started kissing down past my breasts, along my flat abs, gently pushing me down until my shoulders pressed against the felt of the pool table as he slowed down around my belly button while licking my tender skin. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You bet me, and now Marcus has a right to cash in," I said to Steve, though the way Marcus's tongue was traveling further down my body toward the destination I desperately desired had me weak and breathless by the time I said "cash in."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I lifted my legs and put them on Marcus's broad shoulders. His hands ran down my sides and hooked onto the waistband of my boxers and I lifted my ass off the table so he could pull them off of me. Up my legs they went, and then they dropped to the ground behind Marcus as he then pulled off his tight shirt, revealing his incredible ebony pecs, biceps and abs, clearly the result of countless hours in the gym. He still looked like the star athlete he'd been back in the day.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I sighed happily, and then my sigh turned to a moan as his head dipped down between my legs and his tongue lightly traced my already soaked labia. My moans turned louder as he started lapping my pussy harder and faster, his fingers joining in, rubbing my clit as he alternated between sucking my pussy lips into his mouth and flicking his tongue across my clit and circling lower, around my opening, teasing me with just the very tip of his tongue sliding inside me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, yes, just like that," I panted as I squirmed, holding his head and lifting my hips, pushing my pussy closer to his mouth as he ate me out with gusto, his lusty slurping sounds filling the basement. I turned my head and looked over at Steve -- his eyes were glued to Marcus's head between my legs and he was rubbing his small cock over his pants.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You like that, huh honey?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve nodded. I could tell he felt ashamed to admit how much he liked seeing another man's tongue all over his wife's pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Remember, honey, this is your doing, you're the one who bet me," I said breathlessly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I know," my husband said. "You're right."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marcus pulled his face off of my pussy and slid back up to kiss me again, his manly chin glistening with my juices. Tasting my musky nectar on him drove me crazy as I sat back up and kissed him like my life depended on it, shoving my tongue into his mouth and running my hands up and down his firm torso, relishing all of his muscles.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You lick pussy so goddamn good," I said as I dragged my lips across his face toward his ear and his neck, kissing his delicious skin.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, did you like that, baby?" he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohh yeah," I drawled. "What else are you good at?" I said as I kissed his chest while my hands wandered to that massive bulge in his pants.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You want to find out?" he said, running his hands through my hair as he looked down, watching me kiss down the length of his torso to his waist.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I can't wait," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Let me help you with that," he said, deftly unbuttoning his pants and pulling his zipper down as I reached in and grabbed the elastic waistband of his boxer-briefs and started pulling them down. His huge, purplish-black schlong jumped out and I gasped. Marcus chuckled a little at the sound I made and the wide-eyed, open-mouthed expression I must have had on my face -- one of shock, amazement, and giddy anticipation.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, look at that," I marveled, trying to wrap my thin white fingers around its dark thickness, feeling how smooth and warm it was, inhaling its musky, masculine scent that wafted up to my nostrils just inches away from its imposing length and girth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's just...wow," was all I could say. I looked at Steve as I took Marcus's cock in my upturned palm and slowly, gently caressed and stroked it as Marcus played with my hair. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Incredible, isn't it?" I said to my husband.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It's...yeah, it's a pretty big cock," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you think it can fit inside me?" I said to Steve.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I don't know, it looks like it might hurt," Steve said as he rubbed his own cock harder over his pants, thinking about this big black cock plowing his wife's tender pink pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think you're right, honey, but I'm going to find out soon enough," I grinned. "Hey, you know what?" I said to Steve.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think you should show Marcus your tiny cock."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What?! I'm not showing Marcus my cock!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I turned to Marcus. "Did you ever see my husband's cock in the showers when you guys were playing football together?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Nah, I never looked at other dude's dicks in the shower, not my thing," Marcus laughed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Did you ever look at Marcus's cock in the shower, honey?" I said to Steve.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Umm, uhhh...," he stammered.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You did!" I squealed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, not his cock necessarily," Steve murmured, as embarrassed as I'd ever seen him. "But, you know, that thing they say about black guys, I guess I wanted to see if it was true so I peeked at some of theirs."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "How did that make you feel, knowing yours was so tiny compared to theirs?" I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Not really that good, to be honest," Steve said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, not everyone can be blessed like this," Marcus said. "Some people have other things they can be proud of."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's right!" I smiled. "Steve, honey, you have a lot to be proud of!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    His face brightened. "Yeah, you think so?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure," I grinned. "But your cock isn't one of them."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhh damnnnn, burn!!" Marcus said, almost doubling over.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve hung his head again, dejected.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh honey," I said, "I'm just being honest here, we're all friends. Look, why don't you just show Marcus your tiny cock so he knows I'm not lying."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I don't want to," Steve whined. "Look, it's small, I know."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Take your fucking pants off now and show us your fucking cock!" I commanded.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve looked at me quietly, totally conquered. "Fine," he said, slowly unbuckling his belt. I kept stroking Marcus's gigantic cock gently but firmly, squeezing it a little, making it even harder as we watched with amusement as Steve took off his pants and then pulled down his underwear, revealing his thumb-sized boner sticking straight out.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "See," I said to Marcus. "I wasn't joking."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, dude, that's a pretty small one," he said solemnly to Steve. "Sorry about that, man."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm used to it, I guess," Steve shrugged sadly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Honey," I said to my husband, "why don't you watch while Marcus chokes my throat with his cock in ways you never could?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Before he could say anything I dipped my head down and took as much of Marcus's huge member in my mouth, wrapping one hand around the base while working my lips and tongue up and down in a frenzy, using my other hand to play with his balls.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, baby, suck that dick," Marcus muttered as he formed my hair into a ponytail and held on tight, guiding my head up and down on his length. As I felt the huge head go down into my throat I gagged on it and pulled my mouth back to catch my breath, but then I dove back in on his spit-covered dick, the gagging making me even crazier and hornier to suck it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I glanced over at Steve out of the corner of my eye and he was standing against the wall stroking himself, watching me slobber all over the big black dick that Marcus was now pounding past my lips, face-fucking me like I'd never been face-fucked before. My eyes started watering but I couldn't get enough of Marcus's massive cock, the feeling of it filling up my mouth, the delicious taste of his pre-cum coating my taste buds. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My pussy was throbbing with desire, and when I reached down to touch myself as Marcus kept shoving his dark meat deep in my mouth, I was amazed at how soaked I was. Still, I knew I'd have to really be ready to take this cock inside my tight hole, so I slid one finger up inside me, then two, and finally three, moaning against Marcus's shaft as I pumped my fingers inside myself, trying to stretch out my tunnel for his imminent entry.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Finally, he pulled his dick out of my mouth, as long strings of saliva extended from his cock to my lips as I caught my breath. I leaned back again so my back was against the pool table and Marcus spread my legs, his hands on the backs of my thighs as he pushed them forward again, my dripping, open pussy there for his taking.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over at Steve again and his face was turning red and he was breathing heavy as he stroked himself faster, seemingly as excited to see Marcus fill up my pussy with his cock as I was.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marcus grabbed his dick in his hand and positioned his cockhead right at the entrance of my hole and rubbed it around, getting my wetness all over it. His hardness felt amazing on me. My clit felt like it was going to burst as he teased it with his dick.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuck me, Marcus, fuck me please!" I begged finally, unable to take it any more.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, is this what you want?" he said, slapping my wet pussy with his dick.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Please!" I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    With his hand he guided just the head in me. I held my breath, expecting it to hurt like crazy. But it felt amazing, his dick just an inch or so inside me and stimulating all the nerve endings just at the entrance of my channel. I was so wet and open and ready for his huge dick! He pushed in another inch, and then another, and then another as I slid both of my hands down to my pussy and pulled myself open as far as I could to accommodate him. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, ohhh my goddddd," I moaned loudly at the sensation of him filling me up like I'd never, ever been filled up before. The feeling was incredible. My juices were flowing and my pussy needed it so bad it was happily taking all of his cock. Finally, Marcus buried himself to the hilt inside me and groaned, and my eyes rolled back in my head. I'd never felt so satisfied in all my life. And I knew the best was still yet to come, because as he leaned in and started pumping my pussy, I knew it wasn't going to be long before he made me cum.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ohhhnnnuugghhhhhhhuuhhhhhhh!" I was moaning and groaning, unable to form any coherent words, just primal noises as Marcus fucked me. I lifted my head a little and looked down to watch Marcus's huge, wide black shaft against my white skin and pink, swollen pussy lips. It was the most unreal, beautiful thing I'd ever seen, and as I reached down and played with my clit while watching, I felt what promised to be an explosive orgasm start to build inside me, that deep-down rumble that I knew would rush to the surface and detonate like a volcano.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, oh god!" My moans had turned to screams. Sweat was covering my skin. I wrapped my legs around Marcus's midsection as he kept thrusting into me as he grunted and groaned, his muscles twitching with intensity and a look of passion, pleasure and focus on his face as he pounded me, making my pussy sing as he used it to milk his massive shaft. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I could tell my screams were turning him on, they only made him ram me harder and faster. Part of me wanted to bend over for him, to feel him slamming into me from behind, his cock and balls slapping against my ass and my opening. Another part of me wanted to get on top of him and just ride his big black dick like a madwoman. But as we fucked, locked together in this position with me laying back on the pool table and Marcus in front of me, driving his length into my wet hole like his life depended on it, I knew that all I wanted was for us to stay locked together like this until we both came.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I took my fingers off my clit and with both hands I grabbed his forearms, planted on either side of me, and held on tight as I looked up into his eyes.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuck me 'til you cum, Marcus," I growled. "Fill me up with your cum!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then I heard a noise and I looked over at Steve, who clearly couldn't hold back anymore from watching his wife getting fucked by this huge black stud better than she ever had in her life, better than he had ever been able to fuck her. Steve's hand was a blur on his cock, and as he let out a grunt a spurt of white cum shot out from his tiny dick and landed on the floor in front of him, followed by a couple more spurts that formed a puddle of jizz at his feet.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I was going to say something but all I could do was scream breathlessly as Marcus's cock seemed to go deeper in me than it had before, and swelled inside me until I thought my pussy couldn't contain his cock anymore. I knew he was getting close to blowing his load and the thought pushed me over the edge.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh fuck, Marcus, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" I shouted as my climax grabbed hold of me and I shook as my body turned to goo and wave after wave of rapturous pleasure took over my being. It was by far the greatest single sexual fulfillment I had ever known! Marcus clearly felt and understood the powerful release he had given me, as my pussy clamped down like a vise on his cock and I shuddered and writhed like a woman possessed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Here it comes, baby, I'm gonna fuckin' cum," he groaned loudly, drops of his sweat falling onto my own sweaty skin.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    ""Do it! Fill me up!" I screamed, still in the throes of my orgasm.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marcus gave one more mighty thrust, sending his dick as far in me as was possible, and his dark, sweaty, gorgeous face contorted into a look of total bliss as he hollered and huge blasts of hot cum gushed from his cock against my wet, sensitive innermost walls. I felt each powerful burst of of his seed as he fucked me through his orgasm, his rock-hard member refusing to relent as he sent every last drop of his jizz into the deepest part of my pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Finally he all but collapsed, utterly spent. I was still panting, trying to catch my breath, unable to move, reveling in that warm post-orgasmic happiness, feeling like melted caramel.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Holy shit," Marcus said as he slowly pulled his cock out of me, all shiny and coated with a mixture of his cum and my nectar. I reached my arms out to him and he pulled me up and kissed me deeply and so, so passionately. I kissed his neck, tasting the saltiness of the sweat on his skin, then kissed down his torso again as I made my way to his semi-hard cock. I took it in my mouth again so gently and lovingly, wanting to taste that combination of his juices and mine. It tasted unbelievable.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Come here," I said to Steve, who was still leaning against the wall and still playing with his now-limp dick.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He shuffled over to me. I leaned over and kissed him deeply, my tongue shoved into his mouth. I wanted him to taste it, too. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    After a few moments I broke the kiss and looked at him. "You like the way that tastes?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It's OK," he said, sheepishly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Look down there," I said, gesturing toward my gaping hole. "What do you see?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ummm, I see some of Marcus's cum starting to ooze out...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It feels so good, so warm," I moaned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, does it?" Steve said. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "It does. So, did you learn your lesson today?" I said to my husband sternly, but with love in my voice.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I think so -- don't bet your wife on a game of pool unless you're ready to see her get fucked by a huge black cock," he said, looking over at Marcus, who nodded and gave Steve a thumbs up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You mean, see your wife pleasured to the extreme, like you're not quite capable of, and in the process get off yourself because you know your wife feels so good?" I said to Steve.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So you'll never, ever do this again?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A sheepish smile crossed my husband's face. "I didn't say that, did I?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Marcus and I both grinned widely. We both knew Steve couldn't help but do it again.
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    # # #
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    


 
    
 
   
  
 





 
    I’M WITH THE BAND
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
    As Johnny Dean stuck his arms straight out, microphone in one hand, and posed before the screaming audience of thousands while Robbie Danger stood at the lip of the stage to his left, ripping through a blazing guitar solo, I raised my hands in the air, caught up in the rock 'n roll moment.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeahhhhhhhh!!!! I screamed, looking over at my husband, Will, who had an amused expression on his face as he returned my gaze. I don't think he was as into this concert as I was, and I'm also pretty sure he wasn't as into Johnny Dean as I was. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Although, how could you not be?! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The guy is every woman's dream -- tall, slender, long wavy dark hair, the lead singer of one of the hottest rock bands on the planet. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    And standing up on that stage less than 10 feet from me -- thanks to these front-row tickets my husband got for us, which cost a fortune -- with no shirt on, just leather pants and motorcycle boots, and sweat rolling down his face and coating his taut bod in a glistening sheen.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My god, he was perfect.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I had been jumping up and down and screaming and singing along to every word, and a couple of songs earlier Johnny looked right at me. Our eyes locked together and he smiled a big toothy smile. Holy crap, it was so hot, it sent a jolt of electricity through my entire body.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    From that point on, though he stalked the stage and worked the crowd, his eyes returned to me several times as he came back to where we were standing, and I made sure he knew I was digging his attention, smiling and even wagging my tongue at him a few times, and letting my eyes drop to that large bulge in his leather pants. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, he's really into you!" my husband yelled into my ear. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I laughed him off. "He's like that with all the ladies, I'm sure," I shouted back at my husband. "It's all part of the rock star thing."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But inside, I felt like Johnny was giving me a little bit of special attention. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    In a sea of hot women up front, I was definitely holding my own. I had on a black tube dress that showed off plenty of my tits and barely covered my ass. Plus, I was wearing my drop-dead-sexy knee-high black boots with three-inch heels. Couple that with my long blonde hair and my California girl looks, and I definitely felt like one of the hottest women there.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was fun dressing up like a rocker-skank, I have to admit. During the week I'm always wearing a skirt and jacket at the office, so it was my opportunity to let loose a little bit. And I have a tight, hot body, especially for a 36-year-old, so why not show it off?! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    You should have seen all the guys staring at me as we walked into the arena. I was holding tightly onto Will, and he loved it, showing off his hot wife and making all the dudes jealous. I saw one woman smack the guy she was with when he couldn't take his eyes off me and was damn near drooling as he stared at my long legs and my round little ass. It was pretty great!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    A few chicks near me had flashed their tits at Johnny. I thought about it. But instead, I just kind of teased him -- I made like I was going to one of the times he stood above me on the stage singing and looking down at me, but then I just cupped my tits over my dress and squeezed while sticking my tongue out at him. I think he liked that move even more! 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I glanced at the bulge in his pants again and I swear I saw it twitch when I did, and I could feel my clit tingling. I knew without reaching down to touch that my panties were already pretty damp from our little version of foreplay.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    By the time the concert was almost at a close, I had screamed myself hoarse. I was all sweaty and feeling that combination of exhaustion and exhilaration you get after being pummeled for two hours by a loud, intense live band. It's just about the best feeling ever. I can only think of one thing that feels better than that!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Thank you, L.A.!!" Johnny said as the band finished. "We love you, we'll see you next time!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I started jumping up and down again with my arms raised, screaming at the band as they left the stage. Johnny stopped for a moment, looking at me, and then he flashed another one of his hot, innards-melting smiles at me as he ran off the stage.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The house lights came on and the crowd started filtering out.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That was amazing," I gushed to Will.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, they were all right," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Just all right?!" I said, playfully elbowing him in the ribs. "C'mon. You're just mad Johnny Dean was ogling your wife all night," I laughed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, I didn't mind, I would have done the same thing if I saw you standing there right in front of me looking like that," Will said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, aren't you the sweetest," I said, wrapping my arm around his.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yes, yes I am," Will said. "Especially because I've got a little surprise for you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "A surprise?" I said. "Are you taking me out for dessert?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Better."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you going to take me home and fuck me?!" I said coyly.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Better," he said, then laughed when he saw my eyes widen as I looked at him all puzzled. "Well, maybe not better, per se, but right there on the same level, maybe," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "What, what is it?!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I got us hooked up for a post-show fan meet and greet with Johnny and the boys."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Are you fucking kidding me!!!" I said, screaming though only a hoarse rasp came out.  
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yup," Will said, clearly proud of himself. "Although, after the way he was looking at you, bringing you backstage to meet up with him could be dangerous. It's a good thing a lot of other people will be there."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh my god, do I look all right?" I replied.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Don't worry, honey, you look like a million bucks. You're hotter than any other woman here, by far."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Awww baby, you're the best, I love you so much!" I said, stopping my husband in middle of the emptying arena floor to give him a deep kiss. I heard a couple of guys hooting at us, and one of them yelled, "Get a room!"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I love you too, baby, so much," Will said. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Just then, a burly security guy came up to us. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Here, take this, you're good for backstage VIP," he said, handing my husband and I laminated passes and pointing us to a door at the side of the stage where a bunch of people were lined up and a guy in a black suit was checking names on a clipboard.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, I wonder how we knew we were set for the meet-and-greet, I was just told our names would be on the list," my husband pondered as the security guy walked off. I had a feeling I knew what had just happened, but I didn't say anything to Will.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    We headed over to the back of the line, but after a minute the guy with the clipboard came down to us. "You don't have to wait, come with me," he smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you need our names?" my husband started to say. "We're--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No, you're good, follow me," he said, and we did as he said, walking past the long line of people, some of them shooting us dirty looks, like, why were we so special?
 
   
 
    
 
    
    We went up some stairs and then down a long corridor, turned right, and went through a door into a large room where a couple dozen people were milling around. A couple of tables were overflowing with food and booze.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Have fun!" the man in the black suit winked as he turned and left.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked around. Sitting on a couch with towels around their necks were Reggie Rocket, the bassist, and Steve "Screamin'" McDougal, the drummer. Robbie Danger was standing across the room with a beer in his hand talking to two women wearing slutty outfits.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So this is what it's like to be backstage," Will said. "I thought there'd be more drugs and strippers and stuff...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You've been reading too many of those old stories, I don't think it's really like that anymore," I said, casually looking around for Johnny Dean. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Suddenly, I felt a pair of strong hands on my shoulders. I whirled around and it was Johnny! He was almost a foot taller than me. And still naked from the waist up. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As he rubbed his face and wet hair with a towel, his green eyes stared into mine and his manly scent filled my nostrils -- a mix of perspiration and leather and spice that was totally intoxicating. My knees grew weak and I was at a loss for words. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm glad they found you and got you those passes before you left," he said to me, smiling. I was entranced.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, well, it's okay," Will interjected, "because we were already on the--"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I turned and shot my husband a ferocious glare and he shut up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That was so nice of you!" I said, cringing as I heard the hoarse whisper come out of my mouth. "I never imagined I would actually get to meet you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I had no idea your voice was as sexy as you are," he said. I must have had a horrified look on my face because he started to laugh. "I'm teasing you," he said, then he leaned in and whispered into my ear, "just like you were teasing me out there."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Hey, I'm Will," my husband said, reaching his hand out toward Johnny. "And this is my wife, Mindy."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny shook Will's hand without taking his eyes off of me. "Your wife, huh? Well you are a very lucky man, Mork," he deadpanned.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Never heard that one before....," Will grumbled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh, come on, honey," I said, looking at my husband. I could tell he felt a little threatened. Will is a good-looking guy, but he's no rock star. "Not everyone is as funny as you," I said to Will, trying to lighten things up.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So, Mindy," Johnny smirked, "you sure looked like you were into the show."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "How could I not be?!" I said. "Your songs, your music, the way you guys are...it just...it makes me feel things deep inside."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah?" he said, an eyebrow raised. "How deep?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Really deep," I said, looking into his eyes intensely. I could feel my nipples getting hard; I didn't look down but I was sure they were poking right through my dress. "All the way to my core."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny's tongue slid out a bit and he licked his full, sexy lips. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Do you want a drink?" Johnny asked. "We have the really good stuff in there," he said, pointing toward a nearby door.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure," I smiled. "But only on one condition."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny looked at me quizzically. "OK, what is it?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well," I said in my hoarse whisper, "I'd like the rest of the band to join us, and also my husband."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny's eyes narrowed and he looked at Will, who also had a confused look on his face. And then Johnny smiled again. "Sure, whatever you want," he said and he waved over some guy who was standing by the food table.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ed, gather up the boys and tell them to join us in the Red Room -- we're having a personal meet-and-greet for a little bit," he said to the man, who smiled back at Johnny knowingly and went over to the couch and whispered in Reggie Rocket's ear. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Reggie looked over at us, slapped Screamin' Steve in the chest until he looked over, too, and then they both hopped off the couch and made a beeline for us.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Robbie Danger looked like he was putting the moves on the two women he was talking to, but when Ed went over to him and whispered in his ear, he turned and looked at us, and I waved my fingers at him. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He said something to the women, it looked something like, "Wait here a minute," and then handed one of them his beer as he hurried our way.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Come on," Johnny said to me, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the door. My husband followed close behind.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny opened the door and we went into a smaller room bathed in a dim red from bulbs in several floor and table lamps. There were a couple of leather sofas and chairs and a table with more booze and some food on it, as well as some more illicit substances.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, now this was more of what I was thinking," Will murmured as he stepped inside the room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The rest of the guys followed us in and Robbie whispered something to Ed. "Sure, I'll be right here outside the door if you need me," Ed said, and Robbie came in and closed the door behind him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Ed's been our tour manager for nine years," Johnny said. "Great guy, takes care of our every need."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Every need?!" I said, batting my eyelashes at him as I tossed my purse onto a chair.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well, almost everything....," Johnny smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Nice set-up you have here," Will said, looking around the room.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, it's in our tour rider," Reggie said. "A Red Room at every venue for...well...."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "For ultimate relaxation?" Will suggested helpfully.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Something like that," Robbie laughed. The rest of the guys joined in laughing. I looked at my husband and smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So, what's your pleasure?" Johnny said in a low, sexy voice, gesturing toward the table. "Whiskey? Vodka? Something else?" He tapped his nose.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I slowly walked up to him until we were only inches apart. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I want...you," I said. Then I looked at the rest of the band. "And you...and you...and you."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny looked at me, then looked over at Will.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Is he okay with that?" Johnny said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "He knows what happens backstage at rock 'n roll shows," I said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I've seen a lot of documentaries," Will said. Robbie laughed so hard he almost fell on the ground.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'll bet you have!" Reggie bellowed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And," I said, "he knows his wife, and what I want right now. Isn't that right, honey?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, I think so," Will said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "And that's why you wanted me to have a meet-and-greet with these guys, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Maybe," Will smiled mischievously.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Damn," Johnny said, putting his hands on my hips, slowly running them up my curves. His touch felt incredible. "You guys are really freaky, huh?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Well...," I said, putting my hands on his bare chest, feeling his firm pecs and moving the tips of my fingers over his tiny, hard nipples. "We've talked about something like this before, he's always told me he wanted to watch me someday, so I guess now is his chance, right?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure, whatever gets you guys off, I guess," Johnny said, his hands over my breasts now. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Will's perfectly fine in the sack, but he can't possibly match four guys taking me at once, so...you know," I said, closing my eyes and moaned as Johnny pinched my nipples. He moved in close and started kissing my neck.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Mmmm...," I moaned, pressing my body up against him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Why don't you have a seat there and make yourself comfortable, enjoy the show?" Robbie said to Will, pointing to one of the chairs. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Will plopped down in his seat but kept his eyes on me as Johnny's hands roamed all over my body and my hands explored his. Will was rubbing his crotch as he watched. I could tell my husband was as excited as I was about what was about to happen.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I slid my hand down over Johnny's crotch and he groaned as I felt his thick, long cock inside his leather pants. We started to kiss, sloppy and deep, and then I felt Reggie's hands on me, hoisting up my dress. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I raised my hands in the hair and with one motion he pulled my dress off me. I was standing there in just my black panties and my knee high boots, and all the guys were looking at my freshly freed tits, large and round and firm with my nipples rock hard from the thrill of the moment. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I loved having all their eyes on me, looking at my body. Four pairs of hands caressing my skin and pawing at my tits and my ass, getting into it, getting kinda rough and rambunctious in the best way possible as all our libidos ramped way the hell up. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Steve and Robbie, standing nearby, quickly unzipped their pants and within seconds their hard cocks were out and they were stroking themselves while they watched me undo Johnny's pants and pull out his huge member. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Wow, that's nice," I gasped at Johnny's big cock as I took it in my hand and began to yank it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Reggie was behind me with his boner out too and he was rubbing the head against my ass cheek, and I could feel a bit of his pre-cum smear against my skin.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Got you going already?" I said to him as I turned my head slightly and smiled at him.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, baby, you're smokin' hot," Reggie said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked over at my husband and he had his cock out and in his hand, too, as he sat in the chair watching these four guys preparing to have their way with me and slowly jacking off.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Why don't you suck my cock, you hot little slut?" Johnny said, his hands on my shoulders pushing me down.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, you want that?" I said as I dropped to my knees in front of him. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I didn't wait to hear his reply before I took his hot cock in my mouth and started working up and down on him, my lips and tongue slurping his rod as the other three guys all stood around me with their cocks in their hands.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    After a couple of minutes I came up for air and then turned and took Steve's cock in my mouth while I reached up and jerked off Johnny and Reggie, while Robbie smacked my hair with his cock and rubbed it against my head. Then I started sucking Robbie's cock, then Reggie's, making sure I got a taste of all of them. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My pussy was throbbing and dripping and I wanted so bad to finger myself but my hands were too busy stroking and jerking the guys.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt a couple pairs of hands on my tits, caressing and grabbing them, pulling at my nipples hard. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It hurt a little, just the way I love it. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I wanted them to manhandle me. I wanted these four guys to take me, and take me good, while my husband watched and got off on it.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Shit, I need to fuck this slut right now," Robbie said. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Hearing that turned me on so much. It was already crazy hot that I was blowing the four guys in my favorite band, but now I was going to get their cocks in me. It was unbelievable!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I stood up and took my panties off. Steve snatched them out of my hand and put them to his nose and started sniffing them as the other guys laughed.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "How's it smell, man?" Johnny said to Steve.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuckin' sweet, really fuckin' sweet," Steve smiled.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Never hurts to check," I shrugged.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I like this chick!" Johnny said. He looked over at my husband. "You picked a good one, Mork."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Will smiled as he continued to jerk off. "Yeah, I sure did," he said.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "So you really don't mind if we all take turns fucking your wife?"
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My husband shook his head vigorously, breathed in deeply and started pumping his cock faster.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I guess not," Johnny chuckled as I stepped over to the couch.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Mind if I leave my boots on?" I said to the guys all innocently, knowing full well the answer.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I smiled as Robbie grunted and grabbed my hips from behind as I got down on my knees on the edge of the couch. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Your boots are fuckin' hot," he murmured. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt the head of his cock getting close to my hole. I was already so wet, but I hadn't even so much as slipped a finger inside myself yet so I prepared myself for a rough entry.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Reggie stood in front of me with one leg up on the couch and I grabbed his cock and started sucking it, then reached down and spread my pink pussy lips for Robbie. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I pulled my mouth off of Reggie and turned and looked at Robbie. "Give it to me, give me that fucking cock," I said to him, then clenched my teeth as he got a couple inches into me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It hurt at first, but then he pulled out and pushed back in, stretching me out until he finally got it all in me. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I felt myself opening up for him and the pain turned to pleasure as my pussy walls wrapped around his dick and he pounded me as I resumed sucking Reggie's cock. Johnny and Steve stood nearby stroking themselves and watching, waiting for their turn at my hot cunt.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, take it, you little slut," Robbie grunted as he thrust in and out of me. My moans were stifled by Reggie's cock in my mouth, but after a minute or two, I felt his shaft thicken in my mouth as he grabbed my hair and started fucking my mouth hard.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Shit, I'm gonna cum," Reggie hissed through his teeth.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, man, give her a load down her throat!" Steve shouted.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Fuuckkkkkkkk," Reggie yelled and I felt his hot load shoot into my mouth. I started gulping it down. He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I thought he was done, but he jerked it and some shot onto my chin.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    As Reggie backed away, his cock already starting to go limp, I smiled at him and then looked over at Will, whose face was twisted into ecstasy as he pounded his pud knowing that one of the guys had already popped off down his wife's throat and on her face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Don't cum yet, baby, make it last," I said to Will and he squeezed his cock tight under the head, stopping himself from going over the edge. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Good, baby, good," I nodded at him as Steve stepped in front of me with his cock and started slapping it against my face.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked up at Steve and stuck my tongue out and wagged it at him. He started slapping his cock against it, then I wrapped my lips around it tightly and started sliding my mouth up and down on it while moaning with every thrust of Robbie's thick, long cock deep in my pussy.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Give it to her good!" Johnny said and Robbie grunted, then pulled out of me and he let out a howl and suddenly I felt his hot jizz spurt all over my lower back and my ass cheeks. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    The sight of that must have done it for Steve because his cum immediately flooded my mouth. It was a much bigger load than Reggie had given me, and I struggled to drink it down. Some of it poured out of the corners of my mouth. I couldn't help it!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Now it was just down to me and Johnny, with Will sitting there stroking his cock fast again, knowing I had saved the best for last.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny grabbed me and flipped me over onto my back and put my legs up on his shoulders, and then he drove his huge cock into my pussy. I tried to scream but just a hoarse squeak came out. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It felt so incredible, filling me up way more than Robbie's cock had. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny was jackhammering into me and staring at my tits bouncing up and down with every thrust.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh yeah, oh fuck, fuck me harder, harder!" I said to Johnny. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My voice was gone so the shrieks I actually let out were nothing compared to the feeling inside my head. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I didn't think it was even possible for him to fuck me harder than he was, but he was a powerhouse and he drove that massive tool into me better and harder than before as he held my boots in his hands.  
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I looked into his eyes as I slid my hand down and started playing with my clit. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Johnny was going to make me cum and cum hard, I could feel it!
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It had been building through the whole encounter, through blowing both Reggie and Steve and swallowing their loads, and Robbie opening me up with his dick and then coating my back with his jizz. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    But now hot Johnny was going to get me there. I felt that exquisite tension deep in me welling up and firing to the surface like lava inside a volcano and I didn't think I could take this much pleasure anymore.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Will started groaning loudly and I looked over it him sitting in the chair next to me and I could tell he couldn't take it anymore.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Come on, do it, cum for me!" I said to my husband. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Then I looked up at Johnny, whose eyes were closed. His face was covered in sweat and primal, epic grunts were coming from his throat. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Cum in me," I growled at Johnny with what little voice I had left.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Will let out a loud groan and as I turned my head to him I saw a big arc of cum shoot from his cock and land on the floor, and more shot out as he pumped his dick, getting it all out.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My eyes rolled back in my head. I couldn't take it any more. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "I'm cumming!" I said as Johnny pounded me, and I felt that sweet release as the powerful climax gripped me and I shook with the hot, blissful explosion. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    My pussy clenched tightly around Johnny's cock and he let out an animal howl as he unloaded all of his fiery cream in me, filling my pussy up with his jizz before falling on top of me in a heap.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Oh god, oh fuck," he said, panting, as I played with his long hair.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    All five of us just laid around the room for a couple of minutes, silent and catching our breaths, too drained to move.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    Finally, there was a knock at the door. Reggie got up from his chair, zipped up and went to the door.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Yeah, we're pretty much done in here," Reggie said to Ed. "We'll be out in a few."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sorry, baby," Johnny said to me. "We've got some other people to meet tonight so you guys are gonna have to split."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "No problem," I smiled at him as I got back into my dress.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Can I keep these, you know, as a little memento?" Steve said to me, holding up my panties.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    I turned to Will. "Is it okay if he keeps them?" I asked.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "Sure, why not?" Will shrugged.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "You've got a little memento of the night, too, all up that hot tight hole of yours, " Johnny said to me.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    "That's true," I smiled. "Well, we're gonna go home and I'm gonna let my husband share some of that."
 
   
 
    
 
    
    It was true. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    After we left the arena and started driving home, I sat in the passenger seat telling Will in my hoarse whisper precisely how good it felt to suck and fuck all four guys and how hard I came. His cock got so hard in his pants as he drove.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    When we got inside, Will got on top of me, hiked my dress up and shoved his hard rod in my stretched-out, soaked, cum-filled pussy. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
    He fucked me so hard, Johnny's goo inside me getting all over his dick, and then he shot his load in me. We fell asleep in each other's arms, totally spent and content.
 
   
 
    
 
    
    We couldn't wait for Johnny Dean and the boys to come around town again on their next tour!
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
    # # #
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