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Chapter One

Mike sat in the plush armchair in the corner of
the room, swirling the whisky in his glass. He watched as Julia
adjusted her lingerie in the mirror, then sucked her lips in before
puckering them to make sure her lipstick was even. He checked his
watch. Eight thirty. Thirty minutes late so far. He wondered if the
posh hotel had given the guy cold feet? “Where’d you say you found
this guy?” he asked.

She turned her head to look at him. “The usual.
One of the apps. I forget which.”

“How old did you say he was?” Mike asked.

“He said twenty-five,” she replied. “But he
looked a little younger than that. I’d say closer to twenty.
Why?”

She looked spectacular, standing with her
profile outlined by the tight little red number she’d put on. Those
breasts he’d fallen in love with almost twenty years ago were still
as pert as the night he’d first seen them naked. Her regular
routine at the gym kept her tummy trim and her thighs and calves
nicely toned. He almost felt a little bad that this is how they got
their kicks, and kinks, now. But she said she liked it as much as
he did. At least they were out having fun and not sitting on a
couch in their sweatpants watching movies. He checked his watch
again. “He’s late. Maybe he got cold feet? Maybe we should have
found a cheaper place? A motel or something?”

“Oh gross,” Julia said with a slight groan. “I’m
too old for that shit. He’ll show. I sent him pics and everything,”
she said.

Mike took a sip of his drink. He picked up his
phone and swiped open the hotel app he’d downloaded earlier that
day. Tapped on the restaurant icon and swiped through the menu
trying to find something decent from room service. They could
always just fuck then eat dinner if the guy didn’t show. Wouldn’t
be as much fun and he’d paid a pretty penny for the room. No use
going home now anyways.

There was a knock at the door. Julia turned to
him and flashed a smile. “Told you so,” she said.

He smiled back, then stared at her ass as she
walked towards the door. She still had her heels on and swung side
to side real nice with each step she took. He watched her turn the
door handle, then swing the door open. Outside in the hall was a
guy that looked about as old as Julia had said. Twenty. Maybe
twenty-one. He was wearing jeans, a leather jacket with a Ryton
Razers logo on the left lapel and a backwards baseball cap.

His eyes widened as he dragged them down Julia’s
body, then back up to her eyes. He was built pretty good. Six foot
one, maybe two. Square shoulders and flat abs. Good strong legs.
Good fresh meat for Julia. “Oh, wow,” the guy said, smiling.

Julia turned and let the door go. She flashed
another smile at Mike as she walked towards him.

The guy caught the door with his hand before it
closed. He poked his head into the room. “Okay if I come inside?”
he asked.

“Of course,” Julia said. She spun around to face
him again, standing just a few feet from where Mike was seated. She
put her hands on her hips and and her weight on one foot in a sassy
pose.

The guy walked in and let the door swing shut
behind him. “Hey,” he said, a cocksure grin forming on his mouth.
“I’m Tyler,” he said, extending a hand.

Julia took it and shook it. “Hi Tyler. You’re
late. I’m Julia. This is my husband Mike,” she said, waving back
towards Mike.

Tyler craned his neck and looked over her
shoulder at Mike. “Uh, hey,” he muttered. He was obviously a novice
because he looked a little nervous, even if he was smiling.

Mike gave a lazy wave in reply. He didn’t like
to get in the way too much when they did this stuff. It was easier
on the guys, especially if they were on the younger side. He’d
shaken hands once and the poor guy that time hadn’t been able to
get hard. So now he just stayed in his chair and pretended he was
furniture until they guy finished and left.

“So, uh, how do we, uh…how do we do this?” Tyler
asked, rubbing his hands together and chuckling.

Fresh meat, Mike thought. The guy was
rigged real good so he’d probably fucked a few girls in his life.
Too bad he was about to get devoured. Mike couldn’t resist a smile
at the thought.

“You take your clothes off while my husband eats
me out. Then I give you a blowjob. Then we fuck. Don’t talk. Don’t
look at him. Just fuck. And try to last as long as you can
alright?” Julia said.

Tyler started peeling off his jacket. He
grinned. “Oh you don’t have to worry about that. Trust me!”

Mike resisted the urge to smirk. Yeah, this guy
was a noob alright.

Julia turned as Tyler started pulling his shirt
off. She walked right up to the armchair. Put one foot up on the
pillow and looked down at Mike. Leaned over him, grabbed his tie
and gently pulled him to the edge of the chair.

She didn’t have to say anything. They’d done
this enough times they both knew the drill. It had all been new and
thrilling at first. When they’d been nervous and inexperienced and
there was still the possibility that something could somehow go
wrong. The excitement of wondering whether Julia would bail, or
whether Mike would get jealous. It was still fun. But different.
The way married sex was different than dating sex.

He let himself be pulled forward. Set his drink
down on the side table beside the lamp. He lifted the hem of her
negligee, exposing her shaved cunt. He leaned in and took a deep
whiff of her scent.

She’d showered after they’d arrived. She still
smelled like hotel soap. Beneath that he could just make out the
first inkling of the smell of her arousal. Hot and moist and a
little sour. He loved the smell of her twat.

She put a hand on the back of his head as he
flicked his tongue out and licked the plump lips of her vagina.

He heard her draw in a breath, then sigh. She
always did that when he ate her out beforehand. It had all turned
into a little ritual they performed. Almost exactly the same each
time. Easier than trying to pretend they were still strangers
having sex for the first time. That probably would have got them
laughing, now that he thought about it. He dipped lower and tucked
his tongue between her folds. Drew it up until he found her rosebud
clit. He flicked it back and forth over it and felt Julia’s legs
shake a little.

Behind her Tyler had undressed. Mike saw Tyler’s
bare feet between Julia’s legs. He pulled away from her snatch and
looked up into her eyes.

She was staring down at him, smiling.

“Have fun,” he whispered.

“You too,” she whispered back. She turned around
and side-stepped so Mike could see Tyler.

Tyler was ogling her luscious body and jerking
his cock.

Julia walked up to him real slow, hips swaying.
She locked eyes with him, swatted his hand away from his prick and
wrapped hers around it. “You mind if I suck your cock?” she asked,
sounding like she was asking her mechanic for an oil change.

Tyler let out an awkward chortle. “Uh, no
ma’am!” he replied, glancing at Mike.

“Pretend he’s not there,” Julia said as she sank
down onto one knee and turned to look at Mike.

“Oh. Oh yeah. Sorry,” Tyler muttered.

“It’s okay,” Julia said, shaking her head. “But
shut the fuck up please.”

“Oh. Yeah. Okay,” Tyler said.

She turned and locked eyes with Mike. Tyler’s
cock was swelling in her hand and just a few inches from her
face.

Mike settled deeper into his chair. Staring at
the new cock next to Julia’s face, the young cock she was about to
start sucking, pressed him into the space in his mind he loved so
much. One of the few spaces left that made him feel truly alive. A
space where there was still tension in his life. Not the
stressful kind but the kind that only novelty, the thrill of not
knowing what was going to happen next, could inspire. He put a hand
over his crotch and rubbed his own cock.

“Are you going to tell me what you want?” Julia
asked, flashing a sultry, sideways glance at Mike.

The question sent a thrill pulsing through him.
“I want you to suck on his cock,” he ordered.

Julia, still staring at him, opened her mouth
and pulled Tyler’s cock into it. She moved her head side to side,
opening with Mike’s favourite move the “jawbreaker.”

It did the trick. His floppy old cock heaved to
life under his hand. Watching Julia, his beautiful wife, pull this
nasty porn move on a strange man triggered a very potent mix of
chemicals to flood his brain. The world faded around his peripheral
vision, his eyes focused completely on Julia moving her mouth along
the cock. He lifted his hands and steepled the fingers in front of
his nose as he watched.

Julia got down on both knees and looked up at
Tyler. She drew his cock, now hard, halfway into her mouth and
reached under his legs to cup his balls in her hand.

“Holy fuck that’s hot,” Tyler whispered. His
vision was laser-focused on his junk inside Julia’s mouth.

A slight disappointment swelled through Mike. He
could see what was going to happen, even though he didn’t want to
admit it to himself. The way Tyler was mesmerized by Julia, the
look in his eye. The guy was way too green to last. Sure he may
have fucked a few women. But Julia was no ordinary woman. Not since
they’d started this little sexual exercise. She’d leaned kinky even
before she started fucking other guys. She’d learned to be so nasty
that even some of the most seasoned bulls they’d found had blown
their wad too fast.

Tyler was toast. That much was clear. Mike
figured he might as well enjoy himself while it was going on.
Undoing his zipper, he reached into his pants and hauled out his
thickening cock.

“I want you to fuck her face,” he said, keeping
his eyes glued on Julia.

“Huh?” Tyler said, looking startled.

“Fuck her in the face. Use her face like you’d
use her cunt.”

Julia, who’d performed this for Mike many times,
knew just how he liked it. Letting go of Tyler’s balls, she clasped
her hands behind her back, looked straight ahead at Tyler’s abs and
obediently waited for her face fuck.

Tyler, looking a little worried, timidly put a
hand on the side of her head and swayed his hips back and forth a
few times.

Mike resisted the urge to roll his eyes. He made
a mental note to choose the next guy himself. Every time Julia
chose the guy they ended up with these young studs that had to pull
out and cool off every few minutes. Sure the meat was fresh but
there was no savouring it. “Not like that, Tyler,” Mike said.
“First of all can you pull your hand away from her face so I can
see her eyes? Yeah. That’s better. Now fuck her face like you mean
it. If you fucked her pussy the way you just fucked her mouth you’d
be embarrassing yourself.” He regretted that last part when he saw
Tyler’s face turn red.

Julia pulled Tyler’s cock out of her mouth and
wiped her lips off with the back of her hand. She looked up at
Tyler and smiled. Grabbed his cock and slowly stroked it a few
times. “Don’t worry about him,” she whispered. “He’s old and
cranky. Just have a nice time. But feel free to use my face if you
want.”

Mike smirked. That was his Julia. The diplomat
to his elephant in a china shop. She always knew what to say to all
the boys to get them to do what she wanted. Well, except for that
one guy who couldn’t get it up.

Sure enough, after a quick glance at Mike, Tyler
pressed his cock between her lips, put his hand on top of her head
and gave a few slightly more serious thrusts into her mouth.

Julia looked up wide-eyed at him and gave him an
encouraging nod.

Tyler’s eyes widened, as if in disbelief at this
wild woman he’d found. He fucked his cock into her mouth a little
harder. This time he found a rhythm and kept swaying.

Julia opened her mouth a little wider. Wide
enough that Tyler’s cock did a little slurp, suck every time
it went in and out.

Tyler groaned and his face went redder still.
Encouraged by her nastiness, he cupped a hand under her chin,
keeping the other on top of her head.

Julia gave another nod.

“That’s better,” Mike muttered.

Tyler, eyes glued to Julia’s face, started
rocking back and forth hard. He went a little deeper with each
thrust. When the head of his cock reached the entrance of her
throat the slurp, suck turned into a gluck, gluck,
gluck with each thrust.

Mike was just settling back into his happy place
when Tyler yanked his cock out of Julia’s mouth. He grabbed the
head and squeezed, folding at the waist and turning around to face
the wall. He groaned.

Julia wiped her lips with a finger and glanced
sideways at Mike. She mouthed a “sorry” before standing up, one
hand on the bed to steady herself.

Mike shrugged. They’d be eating dinner early
tonight, it seemed.

“Aw, sorry about that,” Tyler muttered, turning
to face Julia again, still holding his cock. He watched Julia walk
over to where Mike was sitting.

She leaned over Mike in his seat, tipped her
head to one side and parted her lips. The dank smell of cock and
pre-cum lingered on her warm breath. She pressed her lips to
Mike’s, then thrust her tongue into his mouth. After a few moments
she pulled away and looked deep into Mike’s eyes. “You see how far
down my throat that cock went, sweetie?” she asked.

Mike let out a slow breath as he gazed back. He
sank into the perfect version of his warm space, hypnotized by the
crude act Julia had performed and now hearing her talk about it.
Acknowledge it. Tell him she had a big cock in her mouth. Another
man’s cock. Hearing her say it almost did more for him than
watching it happen. He nodded.

“I’m going to make him feed it into my pussy
next. Do you want to watch that?” she asked, planting another
sloppy, pre-cummy kiss on his lips.

He nodded again, not wanting to spoil the mood
or the moment by speaking.

Julia glanced over her shoulder. “You cooled off
yet?” she asked Tyler.

Tyler gave a curt nod.

Putting a hand behind her back she flipped up
the hem of her lingerie over her ass. “Then come and get it, tiger.
I want you to fuck me while I kiss my husband.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tyler mumbled, giving another nod.
He waddled forward, cock in hand, staring at Julia’s bared pussy.
“Oh fuck that’s hot,” he whispered.

Julia turned to look Mike in the eye again. She
put a hand on his cheek and rubbed it with her thumb. Then she
reached around again and spread herself for Tyler. “You like what
you see?” she asked over her shoulder.

“Yes, ma’am,” Tyler said.

Julia looked straight into Mike’s eyes. “Then do
it. Put your cock inside me,” she said. Reaching down, she grabbed
Mike’s hardening cock and started stroking. She drew in a quick
breath. Her eyes darted to the side, then back to Mike’s. “He put
his cock inside me,” she confessed.

Mike’s cock throbbed in her hand. He stifled a
groan as she kissed him again. He felt her face press against his
as Tyler drew deeper into her. She was working him nice and slow.
Squeezing his cock, choking the root of it the way he liked.
Sometimes her fingertips would wander over his balls before she
gripped him again and gave a few firm tugs.

“Oh. Fuck,” Tyler grunted. He’d been thrusting
for about thirty seconds.

Julia sighed as he pulled out, squeezing his
cock again to try and keep himself from coming. She turned around,
bent at the waist and showed Mike her gaping pussy.

“Oh that’s nice,” Mike muttered. He reached out
and pushed his middle and ring fingers into her. Fucked them in and
out a few times, waiting for Tyler to bring himself back from the
edge. He pulled his fingers out of her and she turned around again,
planting her hands on the arm rests of the chair. “Won’t be long
now, I guess,” she whispered.

Mike shrugged. “It’s alright. Still hot. We’ll
find a way to have a good time.” He winked.

Julia smiled and bit her lip.

It sent a very pleasant shiver down Mike’s back.
This was why they did it. This intimacy. This spark it created.
Dirty as it was it made them feel like they were in love again.

“Shit, sorry,” Tyler said behind Julia. “This
doesn’t usually happen to me. It’s just I didn’t think an older
woman could be so tight…er, I didn’t mean it like that.”

Julia coughed up a laugh. She stretched herself
open again. “Can you just shut up and fuck me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Tyler muttered. He put his hands
on her hips and plied into her with his cock. Closed his eyes and
turned his face up towards the ceiling like he was praying not to
come.

Julia bent lower over Mike. She shrugged off the
straps of her lingerie and her beautiful tits tumbled out. Put a
hand on the back of his neck and pressed her forehead against his
while she stroked him with her other hand.

“Feel good?” Mike asked her.

“Oh god yes!” Tyler shouted behind her. His eyes
were squeezed shut tight now and he seemed to be lost in his own
world of pleasure.

Julia clapped a hand over her mouth.

Mike stifled a laugh.

Julia bent lower and took Mike’s cock into her
mouth.

He brushed her hair off her face and watched her
sucking and bobbing in time with Tyler’s thrusts. She looked
gorgeous with a cock in her mouth. She knew just the right eyes to
give, too. A sultry sideways look that really got his engine
running. His cock had just fully hardened from her diligent sucking
when Tyler grunted.

“Fuck. I’m sorry. I’m gonna’ nut!” he
barked.

Julia popped off of Mike’s cock and gasped as
Tyler pulled out of her. “No! No, no! That’s the best part!” she
said. She spun around with the grace of a ballet dancer. Threw one
leg up over Tyler’s ass and swatted his hand away from his prick.
Then, up on her tippy toes, she mounted him with her cunt in
a smooth and easy glide until he was fully buried inside.

Tyler’s eyes bugged. “What the…”

Julia clapped a hand over his mouth and gazed
into his eyes as she slid her pussy back and forth along his cock.
“That’s the best part,” she whispered, shaking her head. “This is
the best part.”

Mike shuddered when she closed her eyes and
sighed, humping Tyler a little slower as she savoured the feeling
of him ejaculating inside her.

Tyler looked…panicked. As his seed left him and
his orgasm faded his body melted a little. Knees going weak,
eyelids heavy. His shoulders slumped.

Julia bit her lip as she fucked out what little
pleasure she could out of his wilting cock. She released the leg
from around his back. Took a step back and let his cock fall out of
her. Took her hand off his mouth and waddled over to the bed where
she lay down on her back with her legs up.

Mike stood up and let his pants drop down around
his ankles.

Tyler’s gaze was fixated on Julia’s pussy, a
tiny line of semen forming at the seam. “I can’t believe I just
came inside you,” he said, shaking his head.

“It’s alright, bud,” Mike said, undoing the
buttons of his shirt and peeling it off. “She’s got a tight spot
but no overnight parking, if you know what I mean.”

Tyler furrowed his brow.

Mike smirked. “That was fun, bud. But you gotta’
fuck off now. This is kind of the part we like best and it’s more
fun if there’s no one in the room.”

“Oh,” Tyler muttered. “Sure.” He danced around a
bit getting into his clothes.

Mike stood over Julia masturbating to keep his
erection and staring at her leaking snatch.

Tyler opened the door behind him. There was a
moment’s pause. “You, uh, you guys want to meet up again sometime?”
he asked, sounding shy.

Mike smirked again.

Julia smiled and turned to look at him. “Sure,
hun. I’ll hit you up again soon,” she said.

A second later the door closed.

Julia turned to look at Mike again. She spread
her legs wide open and ran her hands down the insides of her
thighs. She dipped her middle finger into her pussy and pulled out
some cum. Drizzled it along her labia as she watched Mike jerk off.
“You gonna’ fuck me with that thing or just stand there?”

Mike chuckled and looked up into her eyes. “You
get off?” he asked.

Julia opened her eyes wider. “On that? Uh, no,”
she replied.

“You want to do that thing you like?” Mike
asked.

Julia smiled. “Really? You don’t mind? I know
you like me like this.”

Mike shrugged. “I like it when you get off,” he
said.

Julia puckered her lips and arched brow. “Mike!
That’s so romantic,” she said.

Mike chuckled again. He shook his head and said
a little prayer to the universe for finding him Julia. He was the
luckiest guy he knew and it was all because of her. He walked back
over to the armchair and sat down.

Julia stood up off the bed. She walked over with
a hand on her pussy. Keeping her lips closed so they could enjoy
the fruit of Tyler’s loins together. She threw a leg over his lap.
Then another on the other side.

He reached up and pawed at her tits.

She gripped his cock and pressed it into herself
slowly. She let out a shuddering breath as he entered her.

Mike groaned and his whole body flexed. The
semen inside of Julia squeezed and squirted out of her. It coated
his shaft and ran down his balls. Tyler may have been a two pump
chump but there was a hell of a lot of cum inside her.

Julia put her hands around his neck and gazed
into his eyes as she rocked back and forth in his lap, grinding her
clit against the base of his cock. Her eyelids fluttered. Her lips
trembled. “I’m full of his cum,” she whispered.

Mike gave her a playful smack on the ass. “You
were a real good slut,” he whispered back.

Julia closed her eyes. Her breathing was ragged.
“He fucked his come into me.”

Mike chuckled. “No you fucking stole that shit
right out of him. That was some fucking move,” he said, smacking
her ass again.

Julia’s eyes flew open. There was a wild look in
them. “Did you like that?” she asked, smiling with one side of her
mouth, looking a little crazy.

“Hot as fuck,” Mike replied.

Julia’s chest moved up and down as she rocked
harder. She closed her eyes again. “I’m full of his cum. I’m full
of his cum. I’m full of his cum,” she repeated over and over until
Mike felt her pussy squeeze and she let out a moan.

He closed his eyes and thought of her with
Tyler’s cock in her mouth. It did the trick. His cock flexed and he
groaned as he felt the first gush of his own seed shoot through his
shaft.

Chapter Two

“I’m sorry about the dud,” Julia said next to
him on the bed.

Mike chuckled. “You always do that,” he
said.

“I like hard, fresh meat. Not some soggy old
cock you’ve got to haul on for half an hour to get it half-hard. No
offence.” She turned and smiled at him.

He laughed, leaned sideways and kissed her on
the lips. “I love you,” he murmured next to her ear.

“I love you, too, baby,” she said. She rolled
over onto her side and put a palm on his cheek. “You get your itch
scratched?” she asked.

Mike shrugged. “Meh. Not really. I’m choosing
the guy next time.”

Julia waited a moment before replying. “That’s
fine,” she said. “But I think I want to see Tyler again.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Really? Why?”

Julia’s eyes wandered as she thought on the
question. “I don’t know. He’s got a good cock. He’s just young. I
can’t imagine his other sexual encounters have been much different
than that. It’d be kind of fun to, you know, train him or
something.”

Mike chuckled. “Like what? An apprentice?”

Julia’s eyes brightened and a smile blossomed on
her mouth. She gave two quick nods. “A sexual apprentice,” she
said.

That got Mike laughing. “Like a wizard’s
apprentice?”

Julia gave another enthusiastic nod. “Just like
that. Except instead of a wizard it’s an old witch who still has a
tight cunt.”

That sent Mike into peals of laughter. He
wrapped one big arm around her and pulled her into a tight hug.
Kissed the top of her head. “I’m so lucky I have you,” he said.

She smiled and nuzzled up to him. A few minutes
of silence passed, both of them content to be savouring the fresh
intimacy brought on by another entanglement with a strange guy.
“I’m sorry your itch didn’t get scratched,” Julia whispered after a
while.

“I had a nice time,” Mike reassured her.

“Mine didn’t really get scratched either.”

“I’m sorry about that,” Mike said, kissing the
top of her head again.

She propped herself up on an elbow and looked
into his eyes. “You want to go try to find some more fun?”

He flashed a playful smile. “Uh oh. Cougar’s in
heat. Watch out!”

She smacked his arm and laughed. Rolled off the
bed and walked to the closet. Pulled out her too-short trench coat
and pulled it over her shoulders. Tied the belt at the waist then
slipped her feet into her heels. “What do you say?” she asked.

Mike sat up on the bed. “Are you serious?” he
said. A thrill raced through him. She’d done this once before and
it had been the hottest thing. But it was risky as fuck. Picking up
guys off the street you never knew what you were getting. “Jules I
love you and everything but are you sure this is a good idea?”

She laughed. “I think I might have a lead on
where we can find some respectable young men,” she said.

“Where?” Mike asked.

“You gonna’ follow me and find out?”

His excitement started building. This was,
undoubtedly, the version of Julia he liked best. Naughty, raunchy
and almost blind to risk in search of a thrill. This was a
dangerous Julia that really got his motor running. She was
like a drug when she was like this. But, as with any drug, he
worried about doing too much. But his curiosity about her plan, and
the fact that his cock was already hardening again, got the better
of him. He tugged his underwear and pants on and pulled a t-shirt
out of the suitcase. Threw that on then put his coat on over
top.

Julia pulled the door open and stepped out into
the hall.

Mike followed her to the elevator. They didn’t
exchange a word as they stepped inside. Julia pressed the button
for the underground parking garage. Mike shook his head and
smiled.

When the doors opened they stepped out into the
garage. Julia made a beeline for the entrance with Mike in tow. She
walked up the ramp, up into the back alley behind the hotel. Looked
left, then right, and smiled. “There,” she whispered.

Mike turned in the direction she was facing. It
took a moment for his eyes to adjust to the dim light. There was a
street light at the back of the alley but the alley itself was
pretty dark. About twenty feet past the dumpster were three guys in
line cook uniforms. They were standing at the service entrance to
the hotel. Two black guys and a white guy passing around what
smelled to be a joint, talking quietly and chuckling.

“What do you say?” Julia whispered.

“Holy shit Jules, are you serious?”

She leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “You
want to watch your slut wife get used in an alley?” she said, her
voice sultry.

A tremor rippled through him. His cock hardened.
He suppressed a groan. When he closed his eyes the vision of Julia
on her knees servicing three dicks in a grungy alley formed in his
mind. He couldn’t get it out. “You want the truth?” he grunted.

“I want what you want,” she said, then licked
his earlobe.

“Oh fuck, Jules,” he groaned. “Of course I
fucking want that.”

“Good,” Julia said. “Go tuck yourself behind
that van.”

Mike opened his eyes to see she was pointing to
an old cube van at the end of the alley, all four tires flat.
“That’s so nasty,” he muttered.

“That’s what makes it fun,” she said, then
licked his neck.

He chuckled, ducked low to keep from being seen
and shuffled the dozen feet to the van. He squeezed in between the
van and the wall and turned around just as Julia was approaching
the guys.

The white guy quickly butted out the joint when
he saw her. The three of them turned and, almost simultaneously,
their eyes dropped to her bare thighs. They dragged them up to meet
her eyes, all three of them looking stunned that this hot
apparition had materialized in front of them.

“Hey!” Julia said, smiling and sounding
sunny.

“Uh, hey,” they replied, one at a time.

She checked all three of them out, leaving no
shadow of a doubt about what it was she wanted from them.

They exchanged nervous glances.

“Hey I was hoping you guys would be able to help
me out?”

The two black guys looked at each other. The
white guy stared at Julia with puffy, narrowed, pot-eyes. “Um, I
guess. Are you staying at the hotel? Do you want us to send someone
up to your room?” he asked.

“I am but, no. If I’d wanted that I would have
called the front desk,” she replied. “I’m actually here to cheat on
my husband. But the guy I found online turned out to be, like, a
total dud. Like pump, pump squirt kind of thing,” she said,
making the motion with her fist.

All three guys eyes bugged.

“So, yeah, needless to say I’m feeling a
little…frustrated?” she said. “Would you guys be at all interested
in fucking me?” As she said it she undid her belt and flashed
them.

Their eyes opened wider still.

One of the black guys started shaking his head.
“Oh shit. I’m tripping hard, boys,” he said. “I gotta’…fucking get
outta’ here.” He grabbed the door handle, pulled it open and
stumbled inside.

The other two guys glanced at each other before
looking back at Julia. “Is this some kind of joke?” the white guy
asked, glancing over his shoulder. “You trying to get us in
trouble?”

Wedged between the hotel and the van, Mike felt
himself descending into the good place. He couldn’t believe
Julia was being this nasty. He loved it so much.

“Not a joke,” Julia said. “I just really need to
get off.”

The white guy shook his head. “I’m sorry we’re
not supposed to visit the guests rooms and…”

“Oh I didn’t mean in my room. I was hoping we
could do it behind that dumpster,” she said, pointing back in that
direction. “I like it nasty.”

The black guy chortled and shook his head.
“Bitch be crazy,” he muttered.

The white guy looked as troubled as Tyler had
after he’d dropped his wad inside Julia. He shook his head. “I’m
sorry this is…I gotta’ get back to work.”

Smart kid, Mike thought, grinning to
himself. You’d have to be a little crazy to take some random hot
chick up on an offer like that.

The white guy looked at his friend. “You coming
in?” he asked.

The black guy looked at him sideways, then
looked back at Julia. “I’m a stay out here a while. Tell Don I just
ran out for smokes if he asks.”

“You sure dude?” the white guy asked. “This is
kind of sus.”

“It’s fine,” the black guy replied.

Mike’s heart started racing as he watched the
white guy slip into the service entrance and the door close. He’d
only seen Julia take a black cock one other time and it had been
spectacular.

The black guy ran a finger over his lower lip.
“You want to get fucked?” he asked.

Julia gave an enthusiastic nod.

“Nasty-like? Behind that dumpster?” he
asked.

Julia nodded again.

The guy reached into his back pocket and pulled
out a phone. “You mind if I get that in writing?” he asked.

“In writing?” Julia asked, looking puzzled.

The guy laughed. “I mean video. For both of ours
safety,” he said, waving a hand back and forth between them.
“Consent and all that, I mean,” he added.

Julia’s eyes brightened. “Oh! What a great
idea!” she exclaimed.

The guys eyes opened real wide. “You serious?”
he asked.

“Totally,” Julia replied.

The guy chuckled. “Alright. Shit. Lezgo.”

Julia turned to face Mike and strutted towards
the dumpster. When their eyes met, she winked.

Mike shook his head, unable to believe what was
happening. His heart swelled with love.

Julia rounded the dumpster and tucked herself
into the corner it formed with the wall of the hotel.

Guy strolled over and came to stand in front of
her so that Mike had a view of his profile. He pulled his apron to
one side, tucked his free hand into his pants and hauled his cock
out.

Julia’s eyes dropped down to it. Her smile faded
and her lips parted. “Holy shit,” she whispered. “That’s a big
fucking cock.”

Mike’s eyes fell and he drew in a quiet breath.
The guy had an absolute python of a dong. Ten inches long
from the looks of it and as thick as his wrist.

“You still want it nasty like?” he asked.

Julia swallowed and nodded, eyes bouncing
between his and his cock.

“Go on then. Get down there and get to work on
it,” he said, head tipped to one side.

Julia’s eyes darted to Mike but she quickly
looked away.

A shot of adrenaline coursed through him. He
tucked himself deeper into the shadows, hoping the guy hadn’t
noticed. His cock throbbed as he watched Julia drop into a squat on
her heels and reach out and touch the dark organ.

The guy tapped his phone and the screen lit up.
He swiped a few times and tapped again, then pointed it at Julia.
He pushed her hand away from his tool, grabbed it with his own and
held his cock over her upturned face. “Go on and say your piece,”
he said. He tapped her cheek with his cock a few times.

Julia looked up at the phone. “I, Julia Smith,
would like to be fucked nasty like behind this dumpster by this
beautiful, black dick.”

The guy chuckled and shook his head. “Julia
Smith, huh? Pleasure to meet you, Julia Smith. I’m Jalen,” he said,
pulling his foreskin back and pressing the underside of his cock
head against her lips. “You brave, saying your name for a internet
video.”

Julia’s eyes narrowed. She pulled her mouth away
from his prick and glared at him.

“Relax, relax!” he said, chuckling. “Just
messin’ with ya’.” He put a hand on her head and pulled her back
towards his penis. “It’s all good,” he whispered. He turned her
head side to side, rubbing her lips against the crown of his
prick.

Julia seemed to relax. She turned her head
sideways, opened her mouth and flicked her tongue side to side
against his glans. He tapped his phone, then tucked it into his
back pocket. Tilted his hips forward and let Julia lick all along
the underside of his stiffening prick.

He looked calm and confident. Definitely didn’t
look like a two-pump chump.

Mike was on pins and needles watching Julia lick
his cock. Watching her get fucked in a swanky hotel room was fun.
Watching her sucking a dick behind a dumpster in the back alley of
that same hotel was a whole new level of nasty.

“You like dark meat, Julia Smith?” Jalen
asked.

Julia tugged at his sweat pants and pulled them
half way down his thighs. She dipped her face between his legs and
slurped one of his balls into her mouth. Rolled it along her tongue
a few times before letting it pop back out. “I only ever had it one
other time,” she said. “But yeah. I liked it. I’ve never seen a
cock this size before.”

“Yeah it’ll split your pussy real good,” Jalen
said. “Open that pretty mouth.”

Julia stretched her mouth wide open and stuck
her tongue out over her lower lip.

Jalen pressed his cock against it, then slid it
forward a couple inches. He shuffled forward two steps.

Julia’s hands shot out, one against the dumpster
the other against the wall for balance. Her whole body was wedged
into the corner by Jalen’s dick in her face.

“That nasty enough?” Jalen asked.

A breeze stirred and whipped up a dirt devil
half way up the alley. It swept towards the back and brought with
it the pleasant stink of Julia’s pussy juice. She was obviously
drenching from being treated like such a slut. She looked up into
Jalen’s eyes and nodded.

Jalen chuckled.

Mike shuddered and a line of pleasure stretched
from the tip of his dick to the base of his brain. He’d seen Julia
do a lot of depraved shit but this took the cake.

Jalen put a hand on the small of his back and
swayed his hips back and forth, his cock sawing in and out of
Julia’s mouth. He went slow, his meat firming up and flexing,
standing straighter until he had to bend at the knees to be able to
keep it in Julia’s mouth. He only fucked a few inches of it in and
out, which seemed like all Julia could take despite her oral
talents. There was only so much a jaw could stretch, after all.
“What’s that I smell? Pussy juice?” he asked. “You greasing up from
sucking my dick?”

Julia nodded.

Jalen shook his head and chuckled. “Your husband
know you’re this nasty?” he asked.

Julia looked right into his eyes again and
nodded.

“Shit,” Jalen said, shaking his head. “One lucky
fucking dude.” He pulled his cock out of her mouth, reached down
and, in what Mike found a very gentlemanly gesture, wiped her lips
with his thumb. He fed the same thumb into her mouth.

Julia’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked it,
looking up at him like a meek and obedient slut.

“Come on,” Jalen said, pulling her gently by the
mouth. “Get up on this thing.”

Julia rose up, walking her arms up the wall and
the dumpster until she was standing.

Jalen reached down and grabbed her thigh. Pulled
her leg up to open her pussy, then pressed his cock between her
legs and rubbed her slit with the head.

Julia sucked in a shuddering breath.

Jalen eyed her, continuing to rub. “You like
that?” he asked.

“Y—yes,” Julia stammered.

Mike stared at her and something in him shifted.
He’d never seen her like this before. When she fucked other
guys she was usually the one in charge, in command. If this was an
act she was one hell of an actress. But a tiny worry wormed into
Mike that it wasn’t.

Jalen mashed the head of his cock against her
labia. With a slow roll of his hips he pressed it into her, staring
at her eyes.

Julia shuddered. Her hand shot out to Jalen’s
abs. “Oh fuck. Slow. Go slow please. You’re huge.”

Jalen rubbed two fingers along his lips. He let
Julia settle on his cock before rolling his hips forward again and
easing more of it into her. “Shit that’s tight,” he whispered. He
looked down at his thick, dark snake invading Julia’s pretty pink
pussy, then back up at her face. “You like that? You like that
black dick up in you?” he asked.

Julia gave a few quick nods. She put a hand down
between her legs, fingers against her clit, and started
rubbing.

Jalen chuckled, grabbed her wrist, and pulled
her hand away. "You ain't gonna' need that shit," he said. He took
a step forward and sank three more inches of his cock into her,
staring at her expression.

Mike was transfixed by her expression, too. As
Jalen’s cock wormed into her, her jaw dropped. Her eyes opened
wide. She looked like she was completely at the mercy of the
powerful black cock pressing into her. He’d never seen anything
like it.

“Last few inches is the best,” Jalen said.

“Okay. Okay. Slow please,” Julia panted. She was
squirming as she did her best to accommodate Jalen’s package inside
her tight cunt. “I don’t know how much more I can take.”

Jalen leaned over her and kissed her neck. He
gave his hips a final, slow heave.

Her whole body shook and she clapped a hand over
her mouth and moaned. Her eyes darted down to her pussy, widening
even more as she saw how stretched it was by Jalen’s package.

Jalen put a hand on his hip and looked down as
well. He seemed proud at having inserted his entire monster of a
black cock inside Julia’s pussy hole. He looked up at her from
under his brow. “You like that shit?”

“I never felt anything like that,” Julia
whispered into her palm.

Mike had never experienced anything like he was
feeling, either. An excruciating erotic tension gripped his body.
He’d seen Julia take plenty of dicks before. But watching her take
this one was entirely different. There was the dumpster she was
pressed up against, which gave the whole scene an even nastier
edge. The back alley, too. But it was the act of witnessing her
accept a very large organ into what he knew to be a very tight
space that had him all tied up in knots. Five minutes earlier he
would have sworn it would never happen. Watching it come true was
like seeing a sexual miracle being performed.

After keeping her pinned to the dumpster and the
wall for what felt like an eternity with his giant dick, Jalen
pulled it halfway out of her. It was coated in a creamy froth. The
sort of lubricant her body reserved for only the most torrid sexual
encounters. He’d seen his own cock covered in that quality of her
feminine juice only a handful of times. And apparently all a guy
like Jalen had to do to elicit that sort of response, was shove it
in.

“Fuck me with it,” Julia panted. “Please. Fuck
me with that big black dick.”

The passionate sincerity of her plea made Mike
realize they had ascended to an entirely new plane in their shared
erotic journey. Normally Julia paid him a ton of attention when she
fucked other guys. She would constantly make it clear that she was
fucking for him as much as for herself. It had always been the
source of that wonderful intimacy they shared afterwards. Now Julia
seemed to have forgotten he was even there. She seemed singularly
obsessed with one thing and one thing only. The long, thick, black
cock that had taken up residence inside her cunt.

“Hell yeah,” Jalen muttered. He swung his hips
lazily back and forth.

Julia’s pussy squished and spluttered,
disgorging her feminine essences down her legs and onto Jalen’s
balls.

He found a good rhythm. Not too fast. Not power
fucking. He didn’t need that and neither did Julia. The natural
length and girth of his organ did all the work. He sawed in and out
more or less to the tempo of a leisurely Row-row-row your
boat, tipping his head to one side then the other to observe
Julia’s expression as he impaled her. He reached up and thumbed one
of her gumdrop nipples. Squeezed her breast in that lewd way men
have like they’re jealous of a woman’s tits or something. He slowed
when Julia started trembling. Glanced up at her. “Yeah? Already?
That’s good. You let ‘er rip.”

Julia’s hands shot to his arms. She wrapped them
halfway around his biceps in an iron grip. Her jaw moved from open
to gaping and back again. And then it happened. A deluge of hot,
fresh squirt erupted from her pussy. It splattered over Jalen’s
pants and apron and pelvis.

He went real slow as she came, grimacing at one
point, surely from the tightness of her contractions.

“Oh. My. God,” Julia panted.

“Shit,” Jalen said through clenched teeth. He
stopped his thrusts and pressed on Julia’s stomach to stop her
squirming. Gritted his teeth and grimaced again.

Julia recovered from the intense orgasm. She
looked up into his eyes. “Yeah?” Julia asked. “You gonna’ come? Do
it. Come inside me.”

“Shit,” Jalen echoed.

Mike’s eyes were locked on the root of Jalen’s
prick. He was gripped by a slightly shameful fascination. Jalen’s
blackness and the way it contrasted with Julia’s lily white skin
was mesmerizing. And when he saw the root of said prick start
flexing and pumping, funnelling black seed into Julia’s pussy, he
nearly came himself.

Jalen groaned.

Julia’s eyes rolled back in her head and her
head rolled back onto her shoulders. “Oh god yes,” she moaned. “So
fucking full,” she said, pressing a hand to her belly.

A moment later and Jalen pulled his cock out of
her. He put a hand on her shoulder, his cock twitching and spurting
as he sent her down. “Get down, get down,” he muttered.

Julia dropped into a squat, opened her mouth
wide and stuck out her tongue. “Give it to me. Give it to me
everywhere.” She shook her head. A trickle of Jalen’s sperm gurgled
out of her pussy landing on the pavement in hot splats.

Jalen grabbed his dick and stroked it. One
eruption landed on her cheek.

She turned the other.

He gave her a blast on the other side of her
face, then reached down and parted her trench coat to send a third
and final gush in a line across her breasts.

Julia mashed them together, then leaned forward
and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock to suck the
remainder of his load out of his nuts. She did this with the
enthusiasm of a freshly cast porn actress dying to do a good job
and get hired back.

Jalen let out a low groan and watched her finish
the job. Their eyes were locked and they seemed to be in a world of
their own in that back alley.

Further down the door swung open. A head popped
out. Looked towards the street, then in the direction of the
dumpster. “That you Jalen? Get the fuck in here! Shit’s getting
busy!” The head retreated and the door slammed shut.

Jalen pulled his cock from Julia’s lips. He
shook it over her face a few times sending little beads of cum
flying that landed on her forehead.

This made Julia smile for him.

“Alright,” Jalen said. “That was some hot shit.
Gotta’ get back though or Don gonna’ be pissed.”

Julia gave a few quick nods.

Jalen pulled his pants up and tucked his cock
into them. He rearranged his apron, smoothing it down over his
stomach.

Mike couldn’t help but wonder if he was going to
change it? OSHA might have a thing or two to say about Jalen
returning to the kitchen wearing it in it’s current state.

Jalen nodded at Julia, turned and started
walking towards the service entrance.

Julia, who looked a little stunned and a little
sad, scrambled to her feet. “Wait!” she called out just as Jalen
grabbed the door handle. “Can I…can I get your number?”

The question was like a stake through Mike’s
heart. Not because he minded, because a satisfied Julia was a happy
Julia, but because of the hint of desperation in her tone. Julia
sounded hooked on Jalen.

Jalen walked back to the dumpster and pulled his
phone out of his pocket. “You gimme’ yours,” he said.

Julia whispered her phone number to him looking
meek and sheepish. When he turned to leave again her mouth opened
and she drew in a breath like she still had more to say. Like the
encounter had left her satisfied but simultaneously wanting more.
She was a strong woman having a weak moment and it was painful for
Mike to watch. “C—call me?” she stammered.

Without saying a word Jalen disappeared inside
the hotel. The door slammed shut behind him. The sound seemed to
startle Julia and only then did she turn and look at Mike, a
ghostly expression on her face like she’d entirely forgotten where
she was.

Mike crept out of the shadows from between the
van and the wall. For a long moment they stood there staring at
each other, Mike with an expression of disbelief on his face and
sporting a raging erection. Julia half naked and looking like an
angel with, her face and rack covered in Jalen’s jizz.

Chapter Three

They took the stairs back up to the room for
fear of running into someone in the elevator. As soon as the door
swung shut behind them Julia collapsed face first onto the bed.

Mike walked into the room, undid his belt and
let his pants fall to the floor. Julia’s post-encounter behaviour
was strange as well. Normally they were both eager to immediately
reconnect. To reclaim each other and their shared love after the
taboo of an extra-marital excursion. Julia collapsing on the bed,
practically ignoring him felt dark and dangerous but also kind of
hot. “That was some fuck,” Mike growled, pulling his underwear down
his legs.

Julia groaned into the pillow. She seemed
utterly spent.

Mike, though, was still suffering from a painful
erection after what he’d just seen. Removing his shirt, he walked
over to the bed and crawled up onto it and over Julia. “Hey,” he
whispered.

“Hmm?” was her reply.

“You okay? You good?”

“So good,” she muttered.

“You uh, you mind if I join you?”

“Oh my god I’m so tired,” she said. Flipping up
the hem of her trench coat, she bared her ass and pussy. “Just put
it in.”

Mike looked down. Her pussy hole, though
closing, was twice as wide as when he’d last seen it. A memory in
flesh of the stretching Jalen had given her. He couldn’t resist the
urge to reach out and touch it for himself. He ran his index and
middle finger gently along the now messy folds.

Julia shuddered at his touch.

“Did it really feel that good?” Mike asked. “Or
was some of that an act?”

She pressed a shoulder into the mattress then
heaved her body, flopping around onto her back. She shook her head
and pressed a hand against her forehead. Some of her exhaustion
seemed to dissipate and after a few moments she glanced at his cock
and grinned. “Whichever it was it seems to have done the trick,”
she said.

Mike smirked but brushed off her teasing. He put
a hand on each of her thighs and pulled her legs apart. His eyes
dropped to her pussy and he watched more slime squeezing out from
between the now closed lips. The sight was so mesmerizing he found
it hard to look away.

“Guys are so nasty,” Julia said with a quiet
chuckle. “Why don’t you get in closer you pervert?” she added.

He knew she was joking. But he wasn’t. Yes it
was nasty. Yes, he was nasty. He had no idea why. But whereas
normally he could resist his more perverted urges this time he felt
powerless against them. “You mind if I do?” he asked.

She narrowed her eyes and flashed a quirky
smile. He’d never asked that before.

He wondered if she’d reject him. She’d certainly
learned to play the part of filthy slut for him in her encounters
with other men. But their interactions afterwards were always
loving and filled with passion. She liked it that way. This was far
less romantic and even a little…disgusting.

“I guess not,” she said quietly.

He got a full feeling in his chest at her reply.
Not painful. Not a heart attack. It felt more like an excitement
he’d forgotten how to feel many years ago. He got down on his
elbows between her legs. Pressed a finger into her cunt and felt
her squeeze. He pushed deeper and her lips parted. When he pulled
it out it was covered in what remained of Jalen’s spunk inside her.
He glanced up to see her staring at him intently.

He pressed the soaked finger against the apex of
her sex. Moved it side to side to part her lips, then drew it up
against the tiny pink bud of her clit. He rubbed it, coating it in
the creamy emission.

Julia’s thighs shook.

He glanced up at her. “You like that?” he
whispered.

“What’s not to like?” she said.

He could tell she was being light-hearted to
hide her true feelings. There was something deeper going on here.
Something she wasn’t ready to share with him. He wondered if she’d
ever be ready? He gave her clit another rub.

She pressed her head back against the pillow and
pressed the back of a hand to her forehead.

He rubbed her again, applying a little more
pressure to the tender bundle of nerves.

“Keep doing that,” she whispered, sounding a
little breathless.

He obliged. Leaned on one elbow so he could more
comfortably spin tiny circles around her most sensitive area. He
watched her body twitch and shake. Saw her face change into half a
dozen different expressions of pleasure. Some he’d never seen
before. He wondered what was so arousing about rubbing Jalen’s seed
into her clit? He wondered if that was what was running through her
mind? Was she reliving the experience in the alley while he fiddled
between her legs?

“Put a finger in?” she asked quietly.

He did that. Eased a finger into her
re-tightened pussy and started fucking it in and out in time with
his other hand spinning.

She bent her legs at the knees and they flapped
side to side around his ears.

He fucked her a little faster with his finger.
Rubbed her a little harder.

She drew in a breath and held it. It came out as
a shuddering, shivering sigh, her abs twitching as she released it,
then flexing as her pussy contracted around his digit.

After she’d finished he pulled his hands out and
away from her privates. Planted a fist on either side of her and
crawled up between her legs. His cock was stiff and ready. Pure
arousal was coursing through his veins. He looked into her eyes and
couldn’t help but think the light in them had changed.

She ran her hands up his arms, glancing at them.
She always mentioned how she appreciated that he still spent time
at the gym. She looked into his eyes again. “So you liked it?” she
whispered.

He pressed the head of his cock against her sex.
There was a funny vibe going on between them but it had the effect
of sharpening his appetites. He unceremoniously pressed his cock
into her pussy, then pushed the whole shaft in, all the way to his
balls. He liked the way she squirmed beneath him, adjusting to his
familiar shape but unusual speed of entry. “It was so nasty,” he
said, gazing into her eyes.

She smiled widely at him. “I thought you liked
that?” she said, her voice playful.

He nodded. “I do. I did. Almost a little too
much, I think.” He cocked his hips, then pressed into her again.
Her hands travelled up his arms and the caress sent a shiver racing
down his spine.

“Too much?” she asked. “What do you mean?” She
squeezed his cock with her pussy at the same time she asked the
question.

It reassured him that they were playing. This
was just an extension of their sexual game and no reason to be
worried. But he also realized she was getting something from this.
From seeing him slightly uncomfortable, outside their usual
boundaries and maybe struggling a little to comprehend it. “I guess
I don’t want to give you the impression that nastier is always
better.” He eased into a gentle rocking back and forth, his cock
moving in and out of her hot cunt as they chatted.

“Do you mean that?” she asked. “Or are you just
telling me what you think I want to hear?”

His cock hardened at her question and he picked
up the pace, thrusting faster and hard enough that her tits started
swinging in circles on her chest. “You know I love it when you fuck
nasty,” he whispered, gazing into her eyes. “Up against a dumpster
in a back alley, though? That’s some next level shit, Jules.” His
eyes fell to her breasts, then down between her legs where he
watched his cock pumping for a while.

Her hand drifted down between them. Down between
his legs where she found his balls with the tips of her fingers,
then cupped them in her warm, damp palm.

He groaned at the pleasure that brought. Looked
up to find her staring at him, the shadow of a smile on her
lips.

“You gonna’ let me fuck him again if he gets in
touch?” she asked, her voice a whisper.

He groaned again, louder this time. Knowing she
was thinking of Jalen — not just the memory of him in her hole but
imagining another encounter — hardened his cock and got the nut
churning in his balls. “Fuck, Jules,” he grunted.

She fondled his nut sack and smiled a little
wider. “You know the only thing that’s better than acting like a
cheap slut in a back alley?”

He was close. On the very edge. His whole mind
consumed by his throbbing appendage stabbing into Julia’s tight
hole. He grunted and gave his head a shake.

She craned her neck to whisper in his ear.
Tightened her grip on his balls by a hair. “Knowing that you’re
watching me,” she whispered.

His body expelled the air from his lungs with a
heavy huff. Sperm flooded through his shaft. The violent pressure
of an orgasm pressed on his mind. He groaned as his cock loosed
seed into her cunt.

Chapter Four

It was three in the morning and neither one of
them was asleep. He could hear her breathing next to him but it
wasn’t the slow and rhythmic in and out of air like when she slept.
He turned his head to find her staring at the ceiling. Rolled over
onto his side and put a hand up on her belly. “You good?” he
asked.

She shrugged. “I’m fine. You?” she asked.

He shrugged back at her. “Can’t sleep,” he
said.

“I see that. Me neither.”

“I see that,” he replied. “How come?”

A silence passed. She kept staring at the
ceiling, not turning to look at him. “Just seems a little…crazy, I
guess,” she finally said.

“What does?”

Her head rolled to the side. Their eyes met.
“This, this thing we’ve got going on.”

He smirked and rubbed her stomach. “Had enough?”
he asked. He hoped she hadn’t. This thing, this fetish that
they shared was a little bit like booze to him. Too much probably
wasn’t good in the long run. Certainly too much all at once would
make you feel like shit. But doled out in tiny servings it warmed a
part of him and helped him feel alive.

“I mean it’s not like I need it,” she said,
sounding a little bit like she was trying to convince herself as
much as trying to convince him. “Do you?”

He smiled. “Only to feel young again,” he
joked.

She snickered at his reply.

“No. Of course I don’t need it. But it’s…nice?
What’s with the philosophical turn of thought?”

She turned to him again and looked deep into his
eyes. “Maybe you’re right? Maybe it was too nasty? Going down to
fuck the help in a back alley because Tyler wasn’t enough? Isn’t
that a little…doesn’t that sound a bit like an addiction?”

He scowled and wondered if he’d brought this on.
“Hey I didn’t mean to make you feel bad with what I said. I thought
it was totally hot but…”

“Then why did you say it?” she asked.

He realized she’d unwittingly just given him a
difficult choice to make. He could tell her what had really brought
on his comment. He could tell her what had made him vulnerable. He
could open up even more, expose more of himself, maybe even deepen
their connection for it. Or he could lie. He mulled over the two
options, wondering which one was more likely to end in a
disagreement or a fight. Ultimately he realized there was only one
right thing to do. He drew in a breath and held it while he
collected his thoughts. “Don’t freak out,” he said.

“Okay,” she replied, her tone wary.

“When you…when you asked for his number…I…that
felt a little weird. Almost…almost like it made me jealous,” he
said in a whisper.

She arched her brow and rolled onto her side.
Put her hand on his cheek and rubbed it with her thumb. “See and
then something like this happens,” she said quietly.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“It’s all fucking and sucking and fun but then,
every once in a while, you say something like that or I learn
something new about you and it makes me realize that there’s still
more of you to know. There’s still more of you to love. It squeezes
me right here when you say things like that,” she said, pressing a
fist against her heart.

His cheeks heated with a blush. He was glad the
only light in the room was the tiny sliver underneath the door. “Oh
jeez, Jules, why you gotta’ do that? You’re making me embarrassed.”
He followed it up with a chuckle. He’d never really learned to deal
with feelings he didn’t like.

“I just think it’s so sweet. That after all
these years you’d say something like that. Like, I let a guy fuck
me up against a dumpster? Totally fine. I ask him for his number?
That part makes you jealous.” She chuckled.

“Aw, jeez, Jules, come on. Cut it out.”

“No, no!” she said, rubbing his cheek again.
“That’s the part I like. Not that it made you jealous. But, I
guess, that you still feel anything about me at all.”

He raised an eyebrow, stunned by the serious
turn their talk had taken. “Hey,” he whispered, rubbing her arm.
“Hey what the heck? Where’d that come from?” he asked.

She sniffled and wiped a tear from the corner of
her eye.

“Hey Jules come on now,” he said. He didn’t like
this. This was supposed to be all about having fun. Why was she
getting this heavy about it?

“No, no. Don’t worry. I’m not coming unglued. I
just…I mean come on. It’s sex, Mike. It’s about as personal as it
can get. And sometimes I just start to wonder, I don’t know, is
this, like, the thing that’s tying us together now? Me fucking
other guys?”

His eyes went wide. “Baby,” he said, his voice
as serious as he’d ever sounded. “If you want to cut this shit out
all you have to do is say so.” His guts tightened up with
worry.

She shook her head and laughed. A few more tears
rolled down her cheeks, which she wiped away. “Okay,” she said,
taking a few deep breaths. “I’m done being a crazy bitch.
Promise.”

He narrowed his eyes and had no idea what to say
to that. Sounded like a trap. When she laughed the tightness in his
stomach eased. He let a small silence pass. “You want to talk about
it some more?” he asked.

Her eyes darted side to side. She grinned. “I
gotta’ go pee,” she whispered. She bounced out of bed, still naked,
and skipped across the room.

He watched her ass before it disappeared into
the bathroom. It was a little heavier than when they’d met, though
she did a ton of squats. Had that middle aged saddle bag look to it
without being too saggy. He liked that. He liked knowing he was
fucking an older, experienced woman. After the toilet flushed he
watched her pop back out and ogled her tits before she dove back
under the covers.

Her head popped up from under the comforter and
onto her pillow. She grinned. “Okay I’m all good now,” she said
with a giggle.

“You sure?”

“Positive. Sorry. Maybe…maybe no more back alley
fucks.”

He shook his head. “No more back alley fucks,”
he repeated. The follow-up question rolled onto the tip of his
tongue but he waited for a while. “Was it good?” he whispered
through the darkness. His blood started to heat at the memory of
what she’d done. Hot and nasty all at once. Julia letting herself
be corrupted in the dirtiest way so they could both have a
thrill.

“It was good,” she acknowledged. “Like, really
good. I think that’s what got to me. I think that’s why I asked for
his number. I guess…that kind of scared me. Or something.”

He felt the tension creep into his nerves. Slow
and quiet. The sort of feeling he’d had the first few times they’d
done it. It was like watching Jules walking a tightrope. Wondering
whether she’d fall off and take their marriage with them. It was
terrible, in a way. But it was good for the same reason. The danger
made it exciting. The danger made it fun. “Scared you how?” he
asked.

She locked eyes with him. Her smile was gone.
Her expression plain and thoughtful. “That a cock could do that to
me. That a cock could make me lust for it even while it was still
inside me.”

Her response turned the heat up in his veins. An
almost forgotten rage bubbled through him. One he remembered from
when they’d started. That had been one of the hardest things to
control and one of the easiest to harness for his own
gratification. Knowing he was sending Julia to another man to have
feelings of her own. Feelings she couldn’t always control. Feelings
she might not share. It hardened his cock even as he wrestled to
stifle the impulse to lash out.

“That really gets you, huh?” she asked. “When I
talk like that?”

He drew in a deep breath, held it, then let it
out in a slow sigh. “That really gets me,” he admitted.

“Why?” she asked. “Tell me why?”

He realized he was grinding his teeth. An old
anger habit he’d worked hard to extinguish. Relaxed his jaw and
took two more deep breaths.

She took him by the wrist and put his hand
between her legs. Her snatch was hot and damp. “Tell me why?” she
repeated.

He looked right at her. “You know why,” he
replied.

She rubbed his fingers along her crevice. “I
want to hear you say it.”

His erection was fully formed again. Poking
sideways and pointing at her thigh. He closed his eyes and drew in
a breath as her hand closed around it.

“Why?” she whispered, stroking him.

He sank into the good place. The fantasy realm
in his mind where he could say and think things he never would in
real life. “Because you’re my woman. You’re my wife. I’m supposed
to protect you. Instead I drag you to hotel rooms to spread your
legs for other men,” he intoned. He’d performed this ritual
incantation for her before. Always after her most intimate
encounters. A recitation of an oath if allegiance to their shared
depravity.

She rolled onto him and spread her legs.

He felt his cock press against her seam, now wet
with lust.

“And for what?” she whispered right next to his
ear.

He sank deeper into his mind. This was always
the finale. His final submission, not to her, but to their shared
desires. “So I can get off.”

She gasped. Rolled her hips and swallowed his
cock into her cunt. “Because?”

He opened his eyes to see her body undulating
over top of him. Grabbed her breasts and squeezed them as his hips
jabbed up, jamming her deeper into her. “Because watching you fuck
is hot,” he whispered.

She closed her eyes, threw her head back and
started riding on his lap.

Chapter Five

He had to spend four days in Detroit for
meetings with a supplier. Toured a factory. Met some municipal
politicians on city council and swapped some business cards. Spent
the evenings having too many drinks in too many bars. He called her
every night before crawling into bed. Every night he was relieved
to find her in her flannel pyjamas on the couch, steaming mug of
tea in hand.

It wasn’t that he minded if she went out while
he was away. They’d done it a few times before. But it was a lot
harder. A lot harder sitting there with nothing to do but wonder
what she was up to? A lot harder not being able to reconnect right
afterwards. Once, on a two-night trip, she’d gone out the first
night he was away. He’d barely been able to get through the next
day, his mind swaddled in a perpetual fog as he wondered what she’d
done. When he’d come home they’d nearly had a fight about it. They
put a moratorium on Jules playing by herself after that.

“You have a good day?” It was Thursday and his
flight home left early the next morning. He’d skipped the bar and
picked up Chinese and was picking through it with his phone propped
up on the table in front of him, Julia’s smiling face on the
screen.

“It was hell. The board’s going to have to vote
on…you know what? Just don’t worry about it. The last day go okay?”
she asked.

“Boring as fuck,” he said. “But I think we got
these supply chain issues ironed out. Hopefully I won’t have to
come back for a few months. Hey you want to go out to eat at The
Cozy tomorrow after I get back? I’ve really been craving their
bistro burger.”

Julia set her mug down. She picked up her phone
and held it up higher in front of her face. “We can,” she said.

The way she was looking at him through the
camera got his senses tingling. Something was up. There was a
whisper of mischief in her eyes. “What? What does that look mean?”
he asked. A jolt of adrenaline shot through him. Had she
misbehaved? Had something happened? That was sure as hell what it
looked like. His rage flared at her potential betrayal. Even
through it he felt his cock begin to rise.

“Don’t worry,” she said, shaking her head. “I
haven’t been naughty or anything,” she added.

An immediate relief swept through him. It was
followed, strangely, by the slightest disappointment. Of course
Julia going out and being naughty would have been a
betrayal. But he fantasized about it sometimes and it always got
him hard. He chuckled, hoping the laugh would hide any bad feelings
his expression might have betrayed. “Good to hear,” he said.

“But do you remember Jordan?” Julia asked.

His mind spun up immediately as he tried to jog
his memory. Jordan. Jordan, Jordan, Jordan…Jordan. The
thought clicked and the vision of Jordan sprang up. Scrawny guy.
Skinny with sinewy muscle that wore those seventies looking glasses
and a cowboy hat. Jordan of Longcock as they’d jokingly
dubbed him, laughing about it late into the night after Julia had
hooked up with the guy. “Jeez what was that? Two years ago? He
still around?” he asked.

“He’s not. It was two years ago. He’s a big boy
now. A hotshot. C-suite at some finance gig. Travels a lot.
He’s passing through town.”

Her answer quelled his uglier instincts. The
last flickers of his anger sputtered, then blew out. “Passing
through town. When? Tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow,” she confirmed.

“What time?” he asked.

“What time’s your flight get in?”

“Uh…” He swiped through to his calendar on his
phone and scrolled to Friday. “Lands at eleven. Should be home
around noon,” he said.

“Well he’s got a six hour layover. So he pinged
me to ask if he could stop by for a different kind of layover. You
game?”

His body started humming with excitement. He
pushed the food away and stood up. Walked over to the mini-fridge
and pulled out a tiny plastic bottle of whisky. Cracked the cap and
downed it before returning to the phone. Julia was grinning at him.
“What time?” he repeated.

“You game?” she said.

He nodded.

“Should be here around eleven. Let yourself in.
Quietly. And make yourself at home. I might be…occupied.”
She pressed her fingers against her lips and kissed them. Blew the
kiss at the camera, then tapped the screen with her thumb and ended
the call.

He smirked. He’d gotten used to this particular
game Julia liked to play and even come to like it. She’d throw out
a not-so-subtle hint of an upcoming tryst. Or just bash him over
the head with it outright, like she’d done just now. He’d have
hours or days to wallow in it. Getting all worked up about seeing
her with another man again. Then she’d give him the show of a
lifetime, devouring some dude while he watched from the shadows.
Same way she had in that back alley the weekend before.

Except now it was hard to imagine what she could
do to top that performance. Watching her fuck Jalen had been nasty
and smoking hot. From what he could recall of Jordan he’d been a
bit of a lightweight in the sack, even if Julia had enjoyed his
long cock.

He walked over to the mini-fridge, cracked
another bottle and poured it out into a glass this time. Took it
back to the chair and swirled it around as he reminisced about
Julia taking Jordan of Longcock. It all came back quite
quickly as he ruminated.

She’d just developed a penchant for younger
cock. Younger, harder dicks that stayed hard when they pounded her.
Testosterone fuelled fucks by guys with hungry eyes that quenched
her thirst, both for attention and a rough lay.

They’d picked him up at Fantino’s after a
few drinks one night. He was tending bar and, as Julia shed her
inhibitions, she’d talked him up. He’d been a little nervous at
first. But when he saw that Mike was cool with it, he’d jumped
right in. When his shift was over the three of them piled into a
cab together and rented a room for the night across town.

Jules had been in stellar form that night. She’d
given Jordan a beautiful blowjob that had nearly ended the evening.
In a first, she pulled her mouth off of him just in time, letting
his seed spill into the cupped palm of her hand in a pleasureless
orgasm.

He’d never been denied before and went crazy
about it. The good kind. Threw her down on the bed and gave her a
real strong fucking. For the five minutes it had lasted. Much like
Taylor from the other week, he’d finished fast and skulked off,
leaving Mike and Julia to enjoy the fruits of her fucking. It had
been a good night for them but underwhelming for Julia as far as
new sexual encounters went. He wondered why she’d have Jordan back?
And on the day he was getting back into town? Good thing was, with
a midday date, they’d have plenty of time afterwards to hit The
Cozy for that burger he’d been craving all week.

He checked his emails one last time. Downed his
drink and stripped down to his underwear. Turned out the lights and
made sure to set an alarm so he didn’t miss his flight the next
morning. He was asleep twenty minutes later.

***

As expected, the tension had started as soon as
he woke up and remembered Julia’s engagement that day. He spent the
early morning packing his things, fighting a persistent fog of
arousal in his mind and his pants. The airport was a mess as usual,
a gauntlet of check-in, security, boarding line. But he had plenty
of time to fantasize behind the sleeping mask he put on as soon as
they took off.

Still had a hard time coming up with a good
reason that Julia would have Jordan over. She had plenty of bulls
around town that were very adept at meeting her needs. Seemed
strange she’d be excited by what Mike clearly remembered had been,
more or less, a ten-pump chump.

Still, his arousal swelled as the plane
approached the airport. He had to set his briefcase in his lap in
the cab on the way home, knowing what he was returning to.

He paid the driver a half-block down the street
and walked the rest of the way. Went around back and plucked the
spare key out from under the flower pot on the back porch. Opened
the side door as quietly as he could and slipped inside. His ears
pricked and his cock pulsed when he heard soft whispering, then
laughing. Julia’s and the far deeper, rumbling laugh of a man. He
could have sworn he felt his blood pressure rise. He savoured the
feeling, not even caring what it might be doing to his heart. No
matter how many times they did this, or with who, he still got
excited. It wasn’t so much the novelty of it anymore, or the taboo.
It was more for the spectacular, slutty shows Julia put on for him.
She’d really perfected the art of being a tramp. With every sultry
look, every stolen glance and depraved position she allowed herself
to be fucked in, Mike could feel how much she loved him.

He slipped off his shoes. Slipped them along
with his jacket and briefcase into the closet, then padded deeper
into the house. He pressed his back up against the wall as he
approached the living room, where their voices seemed to be coming
from. Held his breath and listened as they talked.

“You’re still smoking hot,” he heard Jordan
say.

Mike furrowed his brow. He didn’t remember
Jordan’s voice being nearly that low or powerful. He sounded like a
different person. Had he mis-remembered? Unable to resist, he
risked a glance around the corner. His heart fluttered when he saw
Julia, dressed in yoga pants and a top with no bra, sitting on the
couch with her feet in Jordan’s lap.

It was the Jordan he’d remembered. Except
this guy was nothing like the guy in his memory at all. He’d beefed
up to an almost impossible thickness. Gone were the glasses and the
cowboy hat. His hair was cut high and tight. Thick neck, buff arms
and a broad chest all wrapped up in a tailored power suit,
expensive white shirt underneath. Polished brown leather shoes and
a gold chain dangling from his neck, the two top buttons of his
shirt undone. And was that a Seamaster on his wrist? Guy
looked like a mob boss.

“Thanks,” Julia said, smiling. “It’s pretty
impressive what you’ve done with yourself, I have to say,” she
said, her eyes raking down his bulky frame.

“Thanks,” Jordan replied. “Protein and dead
lifts.”

Mike stifled a laugh. The guy was a few years
older than when he’d last seen him but he looked like he’d aged a
decade. Mostly in a good way. He obviously had a good job, as
evidenced by his outfit and the watch. But where he’d been a dorky,
hipster bartender before, now he looked like a power player.
Watching Julia devour him again was going to be far more intriguing
than Mike had expected.

“So what made you get in touch?” Julia
asked.

Jordan smirked. “You know I think about that
night a few years ago nearly every day?”

“That’s very flattering,” Julia replied with
another smile.

“I mean, yeah, of course I think about you.” He
sat forward on the couch, elbows on his knees, fingers steepled in
front of them. “But I mostly think about it and feel bad,” he
confessed.

Julia’s smile faded and she frowned. “I’m
sorry?” she asked.

“I felt like a chump that night,” Jordan
explained. “You and your husband were so nice. Buying me drinks and
then getting the room.”

“It was a nice time,” Julia countered.

“Yeah. All ten minutes of it.”

Julia snickered. “I’d almost forgotten about
that. Don’t worry about it. Always flattering to know I can still
inspire…excitement,” she said with a laugh.

Jordan stayed quiet for a while. “You want to
know something?” he asked.

“Depends what it is?” Julia replied.

“You changed my life that night.”

“Oh?” Julia said, arching her brow.

“After I left that hotel room I swore to myself
I was going to grab life by the fucking balls and squeeze. Worked
my way through an MBA tending bar. Hit the gym in my spare
time.”

“Impressive,” Julia said.

“I wouldn’t have any of this if I hadn’t met you
guys. If I hadn’t fucked like a chump that night.”

Mike’s eyes widened. This was certainly not the
mild-mannered bartender he remember at all. He felt a fleeting
pride at having some small part in Jordan’s make-over.

“Don’t be too hard on yourself,” Julia said.

“Oh I didn’t come over here to be hard on
myself. I came over to get hard on you.”

Julia covered her mouth with a hand and stifled
a laugh.

If he saw it, Jordan ignored the slight. “Your
husband. Mike, right? Is he, uh, he still around?” he asked,
glancing over his shoulder.

Mike stepped backwards just in case Jordan
craned his neck too far and saw him.

“Business trip,” Julia replied.

“You two still…doing the swinging thing?” Jordan
asked.

Mike risked another glance around the corner on
hearing Jordan had turned back around.

Jordan was staring sideways at Julia.

Julia chuckled. “So, it’s not swinging,” she
said. “I don’t…yeah, just no. Mike is not allowed to touch
anyone. He likes to watch me fuck.”

Jordan gave a few slow nods. “He let you fuck
when he’s not around?” he asked after a silence.

Julia tipped her head to one side. Her smile
returned. “Sometimes. Is that the reason for this house call?” she
asked, a wicked edge forming along her smile.

“If you’re into it,” Jordan said. “I wanted to…I
don’t know. Pay you back. Or…you know how things in life can go
full circle sometimes?”

“Sure,” Julia said.

“Well I wanted to come over and bring the circle
around. Tie it off, or something.”

Mike couldn’t help but think that, no matter how
much Jordan had changed, a poet he had not become.

Julia gave a few thoughtful nods, a pleasant
expression on her face.

“You into it?” Jordan asked.

Julia’s eyes fell to his crotch. Her foot slid
up his thigh until she found the outline of his cock with her big
toe. She gave it a nudge, then a rub, then looked up into his eyes
from under her brow. “Show me what you got?” she asked.

Mike felt like his balls had twisted into
a knot. Julia had that look. The hunter, the predator. The siren
about to suck her prey underwater with a kiss. Julia was getting
ready to regress Jordan back to the meek bartender they’d had a
pleasant evening with a few years ago.

He loved her when she got like this. The
determination in her stare. Her sexy eyes. The way she pursed her
lips ever so slightly like she’d just gotten a collagen injection.
All in the service of demonstrating the power a beautiful woman
could wield over a man.

Jordan was in for it.

Mike watched him stand up off the couch.

Jordan turned to face Julia and shrugged off his
jacket. He folded it and threw it over the back of the couch. He
slowly undid each button of his shirt, pulled the French cuffs out
and tucked them into his pants pocket. He pulled the shirt off and
threw it over the jacket.

Even Mike was impressed by the change in his
physique. This was not a weekend warrior from the local Good
Life. Jordan had gone to extraordinary lengths to buff up. The
muscles in his back flexed as he turned.

Julia bit one corner of her lower lip. “Very
impressive,” she whispered.

Jordan lowered the zipper on his pants, reached
in and drew out his Longcock.

Mike had to stifle a gasp. The penis, which he
remembered as a long, but otherwise unremarkable, appendage, looked
like it had a workout regimen of it’s own. It swooped down from
Jordan’s groin in a lazy arc, veins crawling along the sides, the
head a purple helmet mounted on top of the thick shaft. Was that
even possible? Mike couldn’t help but wonder. The knot in his nuts
tightened as he watched Julia’s eyes drop to the cock. He nearly
doubled over when she lifted a slender foot and ran her big toe
along the underside of the organ, holding the head up and regarding
it like it was a piece of fine art. She finally looked up into
Jordan’s eyes again. “Also impressive,” she said quietly. She
fingered the neck of her t-shirt.

Jordan stared at her chest as her nipples
hardened and poked against the fabric. He wrapped a hand around his
cock and stroked himself. He looked far more confident than Mike
remembered him. Almost cocky.

“Well,” Julia said in a whisper. She lowered her
foot and scooted to the edge of the couch, her face just an inch or
so from Jordan’s big cock. She crossed her arms over her stomach,
grabbed her shirt and pulled it up over her head. Her beautiful
breasts came tumbling out. She threw the shirt over Jordan’s
clothes.

“Fuck,” Jordan muttered as his eyes dropped to
her tits.

Julia sat up perfectly straight. She put the tip
of her index finger under Jordan’s cock and raised it until it was
right in front of her mouth. She looked up at him with big,
innocent eyes.

Mike put a hand over his mouth. This guy was
about to get shredded. He felt a pang of guilt about standing there
watching and enjoying it. But Julia looked as devious as he’d ever
seen her and he knew she was about to pull out all the stops and
send Jordan back in time.

“Let’s see what we can do with this thing,”
Julia whispered.

Jordan took a step towards Julia, his hips
jutting forward, his body aching to feel her mouth around his
cock.

Go easy on him Jules, Mike couldn’t help
but think. He’d hate to see Jordan’s self-esteem crushed a second
time.

Julia regarded the head of his cock for some
time. Then she flicked her tongue out and swiped the tip around the
urethral opening with a seductive glance up at Jordan.

“You’re just as fucking hot as I remember you,”
Jordan said, reaching down and playing with her breast.

“Why thank-you,” Julia whispered. A second later
she slipped the head of his cock into her mouth, swirled her tongue
around it, then hollowed her cheeks in a deep suck. Her jaw moved
up and down, her eyes on Jordan’s, as her performance began. She
looked like she’d been coached by every male director that had ever
made a porno. Those big eyes opened wide. Her angelic mouth
dutifully sucking the tip of Jordan’s cock. An innocent expression
on her face like it was a lollipop in her mouth and not a slab of
man-meat. A perfect little pixie perched on the couch with a face
that said “don’t mind me while I suck the nut out of your
balls.”

Mike nearly swooned with excitement. To his
surprise, however, Jordan did not seem nearly as excited. He had
his fists planted on his hips and was staring down at Julia
sternly, watching her jaw rise and fall and his cock harden in her
mouth. He seemed…unfazed by her performance. Perhaps this was going
to be interesting after all?

After a few more minutes of sucking, Julia
pulled off to catch her breath and give her jaw a rest. She wiped
her bottom lip with a finger and looked up at Jordan. There was a
nice pink hue to her cheeks, the colour moving down her neck and
chest.

“That fucking mouth,” Jordan muttered. He ran
his thumb along her lower lip. “I never forgot that fucking
mouth.”

“Um, thanks,” Julia said, glancing off to the
side.

Mike’s heart pattered when she caught his eye.
Her smile melted his insides. The quick wink she flashed with one
eye drove him wild.

“You take any more?” Jordan asked.

Julia looked up at him, one eyebrow raised in
defiance. “I’ll take all you want,” she said before letting her
tongue fall out of her mouth and opening wide.

A shiver ran through Mike at seeing her
response.

Jordan put a hand on either side of her head. He
pulled her hair back into a pony tail and held it behind her head
with one hand. Lifted his cock with the other and placed the head
on Julia’s outstretched tongue. Rocked his hips back and forth a
few times, letting the cock glide deeper into her mouth with each
gentle thrust. “You’re fucking beautiful, Jules,” he whispered.

The blood ran cold in Mike’s veins at hearing
Jordan use his pet name for his wife. He couldn’t recall if he’d
called her that the last time they’d seen Jordan. Even if he had he
found it hard to believe the guy had remembered. It was oddly
unsettling, an almost too intimate intrusion into their
marriage.

Julia, too, seemed startled to hear it. Only for
a fleeting moment but Mike saw the surprise flash across her face
before she regained her composure to continue playing the dirty
whore. She obediently accepted about half of his shaft into her
mouth.

Jordan kept a tight grip on her pony tail. He
reached down again and fondled one tit, then the other. Ran his
thumb over her nipples and moved her head back and forth along his
cock like it was a fleshlight.

After a few strokes Julia gave up on trying to
look seductively up into his eyes. She stared straight ahead at his
chiselled abs, taking as much of his cock as he offered.

Jordan continued moving her head back and forth.
Staring lewdly at his cock in her mouth, turning his head to one
side, then the other for a different angle. After a minute he
pulled his cock out of her mouth to let her catch her breath.

This time Julia was not nearly as calm,
collected, or in character as she had been a few minutes ago. There
was a wild look in her eye as she sucked in a few ragged breaths,
then licked her own saliva off her lips. Her head turned up as
Jordan pulled her hair back tighter.

He leaned over her and pressed his lips against
hers.

Her back arched when his tongue plunged into her
mouth, playing with hers. When he grabbed her breast she thrust her
chest out even further.

Jordan pulled away from the kiss with his head
tipped to one side. He stared into her eyes like they held all of
life’s secrets. He leaned lower and licked her neck, then laid a
trail of kisses down her shoulder and back again to her jaw. He
whispered something into her ear Mike couldn’t hear. Let go of her
pony tail.

When he did, Julia looked up at him and nodded.
She opened her mouth, stuck her tongue out again and put her hands
on his thighs.

“Hang on a sec,” Jordan said. He undid his belt
and slipped his pants down his legs, along with his underwear.
Folded those up and threw them on the pile of clothes at the end of
the couch. He’d obviously been warned about skipping leg day
because his legs were as ripped as his arms. He stepped forward
again, cock in hand. Laid the head on Julia’s tongue then eased it
into her mouth.

Julia got her hands back up on his thighs. Her
elbows bent as Jordan stepped closer.

Mike’s jaw dropped and his eyes widened as he
watched the outline of the head of Jordan’s cock form at the top of
her throat. He realized the whispered exchange must have had
something to do with this. Was Jules really going to try and take
that whole cock down her throat?

“You tap out if you can’t take the whole thing,”
Jordan said.

Julia nodded, her mouth stuffed full of
cock.

Jordan took another step forward, keeping his
hips back, then eased more of his cock into her throat.

Mike saw the ridge of Jordan’s glans stretching
Julia’s neck and throat. He watched it slowly plunge lower, watched
the shaft stretching her lips. His heart skipped a beat when her
eyelids fluttered, then again when she raised her eyes to look up
at Jordan’s. She had about six inches of cock in her mouth and
throat. She drummed her fingers on Jordan’s thighs.

Jordan grinned. He shook his head, then pulled
his cock slowly out of her face. It emerged covered in a thick
coating of saliva and bile, standing tall and proud and pointing at
Julia’s forehead.

“Okay maybe not all you want,” she said, wiping
her lips with the back of her hand. She let out a small laugh.

Jordan smiled. “You did great. Take those tights
off,” he said. He took a step back.

Julia stood up in front of him. She hooked her
thumbs into her yoga pants. She turned and wiggled her ass as she
pulled the pants down her legs. She wasn’t wearing any underwear
and Mike got an eyeful of her glistening, wet slit.

Jordan stood staring at it, too. He reached out
and pressed three fingers against the damp petals of her sex.
Slipped the center one between them and dipped into her core.

Julia wriggled her ass some more and smiled as
Jordan pressed his finger in and out of her.

“I still remember what it feels like in there,”
Jordan said, staring intently at Julia. “I still remember the shape
of inside you.”

Mike arched his brow. Worry wormed through him.
Jordan was starting to look and sound like more of a stalker than a
former bull. The way he was staring at her. All that stuff he’d
said about that night two years ago. Like he’d been obsessing about
her this whole time.

Julia didn’t seem to mind. She smiled at
the…compliment, if that’s what it was. Turned and looked over her
shoulder at Jordan. “Care to come inside again?” she asked.

Jordan looked down at his hand on her cunt. He
pulled his finger out of her and swiped between her folds with his
thumb. Dragged the thumb up to her pretty ass hole and rubbed it
around a few times. Without warning he pressed it into her.

Julia's eyes shot wide open. She stumbled
forward, falling onto her knees on the couch. Her hands shot out to
the backrest to steady herself. When she turned to look at Jordan
over her shoulder her face was red and she looked flustered. “You
might want to warn a girl before doing that,” she said.

Jordan fucked her sphincter with his thumb and
grinned. He grabbed his cock with his other hand and swiped the
crown against her sodden lips. “You want me to pull it out?” he
asked.

Julia's eyelids fluttered. Her blush deepened.
“I didn’t say that,” she replied.

Jordan’s grin widened and he pressed his thumb
deeper into her, causing her back to arch.

She sucked in a quick breath and leaned forward
against the backrest. It exposed more of her pussy and the lips
spread slightly.

Jordan took the opportunity to press more of his
prick into her. He shuffled forward, feeding shaft into her pussy
hole. He shoved the thumb deeper into her ass until his palm
settled on her ass cheek.

Julia whimpered. She pressed her face against
the couch and pushed back with her arms.

Mike’s world narrowed. His vision seemed to zoom
in on Julia’s beautiful, naked body and the cock half inside it.
Heat crackled beneath his belly.

Jordan thrust his hips forward. The rest of his
cock slid into Julia. He gave his hips another thrust, pinning
Julia to the back of the couch.

She moaned, her cheek mashing against the
pillow. Her eyes closed and her mouth fell open. “Oh fuck,” she
whispered.

“Oh fuck good? Or oh fuck bad?” Jordan
asked.

Julia flashed a flustered smile. “Good kind,”
she said. When Jordan drew his cock out of her she pressed a hand
against her belly.

He held just the tip inside her, stroking it in
and out in a slow rhythm.

Julia’s face got redder and redder. She tried to
push back and get more of him inside her but he held her in place
with his thumb in her ass. Her expression changed. Closer to
something pained. A needy look that drove Mike wild.

Jordan kept at it. Moving the crown of his prick
in and out of her entrance, teasing her with it. He smiled and
stared at her face.

She tolerated the shallow intrusion for about a
minute or so. Turned her head to look over her shoulder again. “You
can put thing back in me any time now,” she said.

Mike thought she sounded a little annoyed. It
was hard to tell. Jordan looked like he thought he knew what he was
doing. But Jules wasn’t into this kind of extended teasing. She
liked to be full. She liked to be fucked. Rough and hot.
That’s why she did this.

“I’ll put it in when I put it in,” Jordan
replied.

Mike’s eyes bugged. He knew his wife well enough
to see the exact moment her irritation boiled over. First the
uninvited thumb in the ass. Now this annoying attempt at dominance.
The expression only lasted a split-second. In that split second it
became clear that Julia was going to shred Jordan to pieces.

She closed her eyes and moaned.

Fakest sound Mike had ever heard her make.

Jordan’s grin widened as he kept on rubbing her
opening with the head of his prick. “You ready for it?” he finally
asked.

Mike shook his head. They guy thought he had
game. The only game he had was being annoying. His erection
stiffened as he started to wonder what Jules was going to do to the
poor bastard.

“Oh god, please!” Julia moaned.

Mike nearly lost it and burst out laughing. If
Jordan hadn’t been so full of himself he might have been able to
tell she was pretending. He was too busy staring at his cock going
in and out of her and grinning about his prowess.

“Oh god!” Julia groaned. “Oh god I can’t take
it!”

Jordan tipped his chin back. “Beg me for it,” he
said. He wrapped a hand around his cock and pulled the tip out of
Julia’s snatch. He pressed it back in and pulled it out again a few
times like he was a porn star vying for the title of Worst Scene
Ever. “Beg me for it,” he said again.

“Oh god please. I want your cock inside me! I
need it!” Julia cried out.

Jordan held the tip at her entrance for a few
seconds, then smashed his whole shaft into her in one rough
thrust.

Julia rolled her eyes back into her head and let
out a warbling mewl.

“Yeah? You like that? You like that dick?”
Jordan said, his jaw clenched.

Julia’s jaw fell. She craned her neck to look
over her shoulder at Jordan. On the way her eyes met Mike’s and a
wicked light flashed in them. She took her hand off the couch
pillow. Held out three fingers and stuffed them into her mouth.
Drove them deep into her throat and made a guttural, gagging sound,
eyes locked on Jordan’s.

The confidence on Jordan’s expression faltered.
His balls drew up between his legs and the hilt of his shaft
flexed. “Holy fuck,” he grunted.

Julia pulled her fingers out of her mouth. They
were covered in sticky mucus. She let her tongue fall out of her
mouth and started panting. “Take your thumb out of my ass,” she
said, breathless.

Jordan blinked a few times and looked down at
his thumb inside her ass. He looked back up at her just as she
stuffed her fingers back down her throat and fucked it with them.
His eyes went wide. He looked…befuddled. Like an obedient pet, he
pulled his thumb out of her ass. Spread her ass cheeks with his
thumbs. A bead of sweat had broken out on his forehead. The
befuddlement turned to worry as he watched her reach around and
find her ass hole with her fingers. His eyes widened.

Julia winced as she stuffed her middle finger
into her back hole. Her ring finger went in next, followed by her
index finger.

Jordan blinked again, like he couldn’t believe
what he was seeing. The muscles in his ass tightened and he gritted
his teeth.

Julia caught Mike’s eye and a wicked grin
stretched across her lips. “Oh Jordan,” she said in a breathy
voice. “Oh god your cock feels so good inside me.”

Jordan glanced down at where his body
disappeared inside hers. He furrowed his brow as Julia started
rolling her hips up and down. Massaging his prick and clearly
propelling him to the edge very quickly. She locked eyes with him
and drove her fingers in and out of her ass. “Holy shit,” he
whispered.

Her hips started rolling up and down in a quick
twerk. Her ass cheeks jiggled around her hand.

Jordan grunted and winced, his balls moving up
even higher between his legs.

Julia started jack-hammering her ass hole with
her fingers. She stayed her hips.

Mike saw the moment she started working Jordan’s
cock with the inside of her vagina because Jordan’s whole body went
tense. He felt a pang of sympathy for poor Jordan. The guy had
obviously worked hard. He’d obviously trained for this. The only
muscle he hadn’t developed was his personality. He’d been much more
fun as a skinny dork. Some guys just didn’t get it.

Julia raised an eyebrow. Her head whipped around
to look at Jordan again. “Yeah? You like that? You gonna’ come for
me?” she whispered.

Jordan grunted again. He looked very conflicted.
His eyes moved from Julia’s, to her hand in her ass, to his cock
inside her, then back to hers. He drew his cock halfway out of her.
His nostrils flared.

Julia feigned a look of shock. Her mouth fell
open, her eyes went wide. She arched her brow. The expression
turned pained. “Oh no! Oh please no!” she begged. “Oh I want you
inside me! I want to feel your cock inside me!” Her eyes darkened.
“I want to feel your cum in my pussy,” she growled.

Jordan started to shake. His toes curled against
the carpet. He grabbed her hips and looked straight ahead at the
wall.

Mike wondered if he was praying?

“Oh please oh please oh please!” Julia mewled.
She fucked her ass harder with her fingers, her hole hissing as it
released air and squishing as she mashed them back in.

Jordan let out three guttural sounds like he was
trying to suck in a breath. He held himself at the halfway point.
His eyes darted to his cock. His lip started to tremble.

Mike saw the moment Jordan’s resolve cracked on
his brow, right over his eyes.

Jordan staggered forward, driving the full
length of himself into Julia. He threw his head back and let out a
bovine howl as his body shook with the full force of an intense
climax. As his head sagged forward again and his eyes opened Julia
grinned.

She pulled her fingers out of her ass, brought
them to her mouth and slid them across her tongue.

Jordan’s body spasmed again as he stared at her
depraved performance. Then his shoulders slumped and he let out a
heavy sigh.

“All finished?” Julia asked, all sweetness and
innocence.

A momentary anger flashed across Jordan’s
expression.

Mike’s body tensed. The guy was big but if it
came to it he’d have no trouble stepping in if Jordan didn’t
behave.

Thankfully the look passed quickly. Jordan
stepped back. His sodden cock sagged out of Julia and slapped
against his thigh. He stared at his seed trickling out of Julia’s
slit, obviously mesmerized by the filthy sight. Obviously
disappointed in himself. “I, uh…” he began, then swallowed. “I
should probably head back to the airport,” he muttered.

Julia stayed in position and watched him collect
his things. “Don’t want to miss your flight,” she said.

Jordan said nothing in reply. He threw his shirt
on and his underwear and pants. Didn’t bother doing up any buttons
or putting his cuffs back in.

“You want me to call you a cab?” Julia
asked.

“I’m good,” Jordan said, obviously sullen.

Mike realized it was time to make a brief exit.
He turned and tiptoed to the kitchen, then out the French doors
into the sun room. He waited there until he heard the front door
slam. He sighed and made his way back through the house to find
Julia in the exact same pose. Her ass and pussy bared and ready for
him. Her hands clinging to the back of the couch. He stepped into
the living room undoing his belt. “Poor guy,” he said quietly,
undoing his shirt buttons. “That was bordering on cruelty,” he
said.

Julia shot him a sly smile over her shoulder.
“The guy was an ass hole. Cruel would have been telling him to come
back and try again in a couple of years,” she said, chuckling.

Mike winced and pulled in a breath through his
teeth. He let his pants fall to the floor and stepped up behind
Julia. Mike shook his head as he put his hands on Julia’s hips. He
shifted her sideways, off the back of the couch and pressed her
face down against it. He climbed onto the couch behind her. “You
beautiful whore,” he whispered.

Julia chuckled. “You really know the way to a
woman’s heart,” she said.

“Sorry it didn’t work out,” he said, massaging
the head of his cock and pressing it up against Julia’s sullied
sex.

She shrugged. “Doesn’t matter,” she said.
“You’re here to make it all better.”

He let out a heavy sigh as he slipped into the
tight confines of her used pussy.

Chapter Six

Julia was on the couch next to him, her bare
feet in his lap as they watched TV. It had been a few weeks since
the Jordan incident and they’d decided to let things cool down a
bit. But these last few days he’d felt the tension building again.
Between them and inside Julia. She’d been initiating sex more. And
she wanted it long and hard when he gave it to her. It was obvious
she had an itch to scratch. He knew it was only a question of time
before she’d ask for another man again. Sitting there he had a
feeling that time might be closing in. “You want to get some take
out?” he asked, swinging his head in her direction.

She shrugged. “I’m not very hungry,” she
said.

He smiled with one half of his mouth. Definitely
closing in. “You seem a little bored with this show,” he said,
putting his hands on her feet and rubbing her soles. That usually
got her engine revving.

“Mmm,” she purred, wiggling on the couch then
turning onto her back.

He looked at her and smiled. “Julia feeling
horny?” he asked.

She flashed a playful glare, then smiled. “So
what if I am?” she asked.

He shrugged and turned to stare at the TV.
“Anything I can do to help?” He dug his thumb into her arch and
felt a pleasant surge of excitement as she let out a soft groan in
response to the pressure.

She brought a hand to her mouth and played with
her bottom lip with a finger. She contemplated the question for a
few moments. “I think I want some fresh dick,” she finally
said.

He arched his brow and smiled, amused by her
directness. “Okay then,” he said. “Anything I can do to help you
out with that?” he asked.

She reached into her pants pocket and pulled out
her phone. Handed it to him as she pulled his feet off his lap and
swung them over the edge of the couch. She sat up next to him. “You
can text Travis and see if he’s free tonight.”

He thought for a moment before it came to him.
“Travis? The guy from the hotel? That was…an underwhelming occasion
if you’ll remember correctly.”

A playful smile formed on her lips. She tapped
them with her finger. “I just want a toy to play with.”

A dark thought infected his mind. The memory of
her dalliance in the alley after Travis had failed to satisfy. It
nursed the uncomfortable feeling that spread through him. Down his
back and through his guts. Down into his groin where it brought
heat and need. He turned to see her looking at him.

“What?” she asked, eyes narrowing.

“What about the Jalen fellow?” he said, his
voice low.

Her flirtatious expression faltered. Only for a
moment but long enough for him to see.

It drove a delicious, searing heat into his
guts. There was obviously so much there. Disappointment. Longing.
Lust and hunger. His heart skipped a beat when she looked the other
way.

“He hasn’t texted,” she said, shaking her
head.

Her reply made him hotter still. It was a
perverse pleasure, relishing her need of other men. When they’d
first started he’d had a few wobbles. Let his jealousy get the
better of him and had to have Jules talk him down from a few bad
moods. But the more they did it the more he’d embraced this crazy
lifestyle. The more Julia needed it the more he needed it, too.
“Not that I mind but how come you want me to text him for you?” he
asked, smiling at her again.

She sat up and swung her legs over the edge of
the couch. Leaned sideways and kissed him on the cheek and lingered
next to his ear. “Because,” she whispered. “I think it’s kind of
hot having my husband invite my lover over.” She kissed him on the
cheek again. “And I have to go pee.” She sprang up off the couch
and swayed across the living room, flashing a smile over her
shoulder.

Hot tendrils of pleasure worked through him as
he stared at her beautiful ass before she disappeared. He
contemplated her answer. It was hot what she wanted. But it
came with a certain angst. Knowing that most husbands would abhor
the thought of their wife even thinking of sleeping with another
man. Here he was pleased as punch that she was back in the game and
ready to give him another show.

He tapped her phone on and entered the unlock
code. Looked down to see the little orange message icon glowing
next to her messaging app. He thought of waiting for her to come
back so she could check the message herself but his curiosity got
the better of him. He tapped the icon and the messaging screen
sprang to life. His heart skipped a beat.

Yo. Jalen here from the other night behind
the hotel. Didn’t mean to ghost just got busy. You busy now?

The timestamp on the message showed it delivered
just a few minutes earlier. She obviously hadn’t noticed.

His chest and stomach tightened as his mind
drifted back to that night in the alley. Seeing Jules lose her cool
over Jalen’s big cock. Thinking how hot it would be to see it
again. He looked up at her as she walked back into the room
carrying two diet sodas.

“Any luck?” she asked, setting the cans down on
the table in front of them.

“Lots,” he replied. “But not what you were
expecting. Here,” he said, handing her the phone. He eyed her like
a hawk as she took it and looked down at the screen. Seeing her
reaction, the way her eyes widened and her lips parted, ratcheted
up his own excitement.

Her eyes darted to his, a look of astonishment
on her face.

It drove him even wilder. She looked like a
school girl whose long time crush had just acknowledged her
existence. It crushed him to think she could have feelings like
that about another man after getting fucked by him once in a dirty
back alley. “It’s Jalen,” she said, her voice a whisper.

He had a tremendous urge to bend her over and
fuck her over the back of the couch from the way she was acting.
But he wanted to savour the slow burn of watching her excitement
build at another encounter with Jalen even more. “It sure is,” he
said, pretending it didn’t faze him one bit.

“What do you think I should write back?” she
asked.

He started chuckling and shook his head. “Wow.
That guy really got into your…head, huh?” he asked.

She seemed to realize how girlish she was being.
She flashed a put-on pout. “What?” she said, flopping down on the
couch next to him. “I just don’t want to, you know, scare him away
or something by writing the wrong thing,” she insisted.

“Really?” he asked. “Or is it that little Jules
doesn’t want the new boy to know how much, you know, she
likes him?”

She gave him a playful punch to the arm and
started giggling. Sucked her lips between her teeth and stared at
the phone screen, thumbs hovering over it as she pondered how to
proceed.

He gazed at her, mesmerized by the change in her
personality. This was a mature, accomplished woman. She ran a
successful company she’d built from scratch herself. Here she was
fawning over a text message from a young stud like an insecure
sophomore. It was as fascinating as it was arousing. “Just text him
back that we’re ready and waiting for him,” he suggested.

She shot him a worried look.

“What?” he asked. “It’s not like this is your
first rodeo, Jules. Stop overthinking it and text him back.” A
dull, worrying ache started in his stomach. “Why are you looking at
me like that?” he asked.

“What if…what if he doesn’t want to do it in
front of you?” she asked quietly.

That nearly took the wind out of his lungs but
he didn’t let on. Took a few breaths to compose himself before
forcing a smile. “Wow. I can’t believe you’ve become that kind of
slut. You would actually sell me out for another crack at that
cock?”

“Of course not!” she shot back.

But the mere fact she’d brought it up made him
think otherwise. He didn’t let himself get too twisted up with
worry about it. She was suffering from a temporary bout of poor
judgment because of a cock she remembered fondly. He felt the need
to defuse the situation because Jules looked confused about her own
emotions and maybe a little worried, too. “Listen to me. Text him
what you want. Wouldn’t be the first time I had to hide in a
closet.” He told himself he didn’t care what she texted back. A
small part of him worried, though. They were a strong, committed
couple. If he had take one for the team and go hide so Jules could
scratch an itch she was having he wasn’t going to blow it up into
some loyalty test. He wasn’t a psychopath.

Finally her thumbs started tapping. She paused
to chew on her lip and think a few times. Deleted a few lines
before retyping them.

He turned his attention away from her and
towards the TV so he didn’t stress her out. A few minutes later she
set the phone down on his lap. He turned to look at her. “What’s
that about?” he asked without looking at the screen.

“So you can see what I typed,” she replied.

He put a hand on the back of her neck, leaned in
and kissed her on the cheek. “Babe. I trust you completely. I don’t
need to…”

“Just read it,” she insisted.

He picked up the phone and looked down at the
screen.

Hey! So happy to hear from you! Hubby and I
are just chillin. You’re welcome to swing by if you don’t mind an
audience!

His heart warmed with love for her. He felt a
pang of guilt at ever having doubted her. He looked to the side and
smiled. She was wearing a soft smile of her own, her eyes a little
misty. He leaned in and kissed her on the lips. “Not sure what I
did to deserve you,” he said quietly.

“Same,” she whispered back.

The phone buzzed in his hand. He passed it to
Julia, who tapped on the screen and read the message. She turned it
to face him, smiling.

LOL hell no! Gimme a chance to thank the
man!

He grinned at her. “Guess you better go shower,”
he said.

“I love you,” she said, before jumping up off
the couch and practically running towards the bathroom.

Chapter Seven

Julia was still upstairs when the knock came at
the door. Mike eased himself off the couch and walked to the front
door. Undid the deadbolt, turned the handle and swung it open to
find the muscular Jalen standing behind it.

Jalen raised an eyebrow at him.

Mike flashed a smile and stretched out an open
hand. “You must be Jalen,” he said. “I’m Mike.”

Jalen took his hand and gave it a few pumps. He
returned the smile as he stepped into the house. “Mike. Nice to
meet you, man.”

He closed the door behind him and waved Jalen
into the living room. “Get you a drink?” Mike asked.

Jalen let out an awkward sounding chortle. “Uh,
sure I guess.”

“What’ll you have?” Mike asked.

“What do you have?” Jalen said.

Mike turned and waved at the expansive liquor
cabinet behind him.

Jalen chuckled. “Okay. Wow. Impressive. Single
malt would be nice.”

“Coming right up,” Mike replied. He grabbed a
glass, popped the cork on a half-full bottle of Scotch and poured
out a finger into the glass. After re-corking the bottle he walked
the drink back to Jalen and handed it to him.

Jalen’s nostrils flared as he swirled the Scotch
and took a long whiff of the aroma. “Wow. That’s nice.”

Mike smiled and immediately felt more at ease.
He hadn’t gotten much of a read on Jalen in the alley, given how
quickly Jules had seduced the guy. He realized now that he was good
people. Kind. Polite. Didn’t mind fucking an old cougar when she
asked.

Jalen took a sip of his drink and savoured it
before swallowing. “Really, really fine,” he said.

“Thanks. Picked it up on a trip to Scotland last
year,” Mike explained.

Jalen looked around the room and started
nodding. “Things going alright,” he said.

Mike picked up his own drink and took a sip.
“We’ve been very lucky,” he said.

Jalen smirked and looked down into his glass.
“Hey don’t mind me. I’ve actually never done this before. Kinda
nervous, I guess,” he said.

That put Mike even more at ease. Jalen had a
good strong cock that Jules was enamoured with. But he was
obviously pretty green when it came to being a bull. He almost felt
a little bit bad for the guy. And the last thing he wanted was for
Jalen to have any sort of performance anxiety and for Jules to be
disappointed. He put a hand on Jalen’s shoulder and gave it a
squeeze. He had just the thing to put Jalen at ease. “Hey. Can I
let you in on a little secret,” he asked, leaning in and
whispering.

“Uh, sure,” Jalen said.

“That night you fucked her in the alley behind
the hotel?” Mike said.

Jalen’s eyes widened. “You know about that?” he
asked, sounding stunned.

“I was there, dude,” Mike admitted. “Stuffed
behind that rusted out truck. Watching.”

Jalen’s eyes went wider still. A slow smile
spread across his mouth. He put a hand over it and started
laughing. “Oh shit. No way!”

“Yeah. Sorry, bud. Don't want to creep you out
or anything but I thought you should know.”

Jalen shook his head and set his drink on the
table. “Bruh I just…I don’t know what to say. That was…pardon me
but that was nasty hot.”

Mike gave a stern nod. “Jules is nasty hot
alright. It’s one of the reasons I love her.”

“That’s some crazy shit. Y’all are
freaky,” he said, snapping his fingers.

“Our tastes have become somewhat…refined over
the years. As you get older it…when it happens, you’ll understand,”
Mike joked. “But the reason I’m telling you that is just so you
know we’re cool. You got that? I’ll be watching but pretend like
I’m not there. It’ll be better for all of us.” He took his hand off
Jalen’s shoulder.

Jalen raised an eyebrow. “You sure about that,
man? You got no, like, red lines or shit you don’t want
crossed?”

Mike set his glass down and eyed Jalen with a
stern stare. “Let me be perfectly clear. My wife and I want you to
fuck her as nasty as you know how. There are no consequences to be
worried about,” he said, waving a hand over his stomach. “She likes
to be used. The dirtier the better. I like to watch. So knock
yourself out?”

Jalen seemed taken aback by this. He stared at
Mike, stunned, for a few moments before shaking his head. He picked
up his drink and smiled before taking a sip. “So I don’t really get
this thing but, man. Did you ever luck out. Smoking hot wife who
does what you tell her? Sign me up.”

Mike flashed a tight smile. “Best of luck to you
finding one. I’m still trying to figure out how I got so
lucky.”

Jalen held out a fist and Mike gave it a bump.
“Okay. Cool. That makes me feel better, actually. Wasn’t sure what
I was showing up to but I figured it was better than sitting at
home alone on a Friday night.”

Mike gestured towards the stairs. “Allow me to
show you up to the bedroom. Jules should be finished getting ready
by now.” He picked up his drink and started towards the stairs with
Jalen following.

As they reached the landing Mike realized Jules
was not, in fact, quite ready yet. The bathroom door was ajar and
he could see her standing naked at the mirror applying her make up.
For a moment he thought of turning around and giving her time to
finish up and get dressed. Then it occurred to him how hot it would
be if Jalen just walked in on her like that. He stepped to the side
and turned to Jalen. “Hey why don’t you get in there?” he said.

Jalen shot him a skeptical look. “You sure man?
I don’t want to…I don’t know. Make it weird or something.”

Mike leaned closer. “Listen my friend. You’re
not going to make anything weird. Just pretend I’m not here. You’re
her side guy and you just stopped by for a fuck. You gonna’ go in
there and take what you want?”

Jalen eyed him sideways and smirked. “Just like
that?”

Mike gave a single nod. “Just like that,” he
replied.

Jalen nodded back.

Mike clapped him on the shoulder as he set off
towards the bathroom. Jalen looked more confident now. His head and
shoulders back, a little roll in his step. Like he belonged
there.

Julia gave a startled gasp when he pushed the
door open. Her eyes shot wide open and her arms shot to cover her
breasts and crotch. “Oh my gosh! Jalen!” she said, a hot blush
rising to her face. “You scared the shit out of me!” She burst into
a nervous laugh.

For a second Mike thought he’d killed the mood
by sending Jalen in. The redder Jules’ face got the more his
stomach sank. He saw that twitch and her cheek and the look in her
eye when she was about to get pissed off.

Jalen moved in like a professional. Wearing a
half smile he reached out and pulled her arms away from her body.
Took a good long look at her before nodding and looking into her
eyes. “Even hotter than when I saw you last,” he said quietly.

Jules, obviously flustered, demurred
nevertheless. She looked off to the side and a small smile lit her
mouth and eyes. She blushed hotter still but this time it wasn’t
fury but a mild embarrassment. At being so exposed and at the
compliment. “Did he tell you to come in here?” she asked.

“He’s not here,” Jalen said, shaking his
head.

She frowned for a moment, then realized what he
meant and chuckled. “Ah. Okay. Right. I was uh, I was going to put
something nice on so that…”

“No need,” Jalen said, shaking his head.
“This’ll do just fine.” He let go of one of her arms then took her
other hand and pressed it up against his groin. “Feel that? That’s
just from looking at you,” he said.

Julia’s expression changed the minute she cupped
his junk. Her mouth opened a little wider. Her eyes darted down
towards his package. Her breath came heavier, her breasts heaving
up and down, the nipples hardening. Her eyes moved back up to
Jalen’s and she bit her lip.

“You feel that? You like that? You want a piece
of that?” Jalen asked.

She gazed into his eyes as he rubbed her hand up
and down the outline of his shaft. “Yes please,” she finally
whispered.

Mike sank into the good place. Standing at the
top of the stairs, holding his drink and looking into the bathroom
he felt his own erection start to harden.

Jalen reached down and pulled his zipper open.
Taking Julia by the wrist, he pulled her hand into his pants.

Her eyes opened a little wider and fell back to
his groin.

Jalen pulled his underwear open and tucked her
hand into it.

She drew in a slow breath and let it out in a
slower sigh as she caressed his growing cock.

“Go on. Pull it out,” Jalen ordered.

She gave the cock a tug. Pulled the dark flesh
out and cradled it in the palm of her small hand.

Mike felt a jab of adrenaline and arousal as he
watched her. Sure they did this for the both of them but it was
these moments that he personally treasured. The warm waves of
pleasure coursing through him seeing Julia being sexual with
another man. Punctuated by spikes of angst at seeing Julia being
sexual with another man. Made him feel alive. Nothing else quite
like it. He watched Julia work the cock, first with one hand then
with both, firming it up until it was arcing slightly upwards at
her. Her nipples had gone ruby-stiff and the top of her chest was
as rosy as her cheeks. He even got a small whiff of the scent of
her arousal.

Julia looked up into Jalen’s eyes. She held his
gaze for a while, then turned slightly sideways and met eyes with
Mike. “I’ve had dreams about this cock,” she said quietly.

The sentence sent a sharp pain jabbing through
Mike’s guts. The fact she’d dreamed about another man’s cock and
said nothing about it meant something. He wasn’t quite sure what.
Normally they were open about everything and Julia had no qualms
confessing her deepest, most secret fantasies. The fact she’d kept
this to herself was hot and slightly worrying at the same time.

“Yeah?” Jalen asked. “You dream of putting your
mouth on it?” He reached up and tucked Julia’s hair behind her ear.
A tender gesture to accompany the nasty question.

Julia bit her lip, glanced at him, then looked
at Mike again. She gave a few shallow nods then dropped her eyes to
the ground. “I have,” she admitted.

That sent another wave of delicious angst
rushing through Mike. His wife, lying in bed next to him, had
dreamed of going down on Jalen’s impressive cock and said nothing.
Hearing her admit it freely to Jalen only made things angstier and
hotter. Like, what? She couldn’t tell the man a lie? She couldn’t
keep the secret that she’d kept from her husband?

She bent her knees and made to kneel down in
front of him but Jalen took her by the arms. He walked her slowly
backwards until she was standing just in front of the toilet. He
guided her down to sit on it then grabbed his cock and waved it in
front of her mouth. “Make your mouth a hole,” he said.

Julia arched her brow and looked up at him,
obviously a little taken aback by the instruction.

“Make your mouth a hole,” Jalen repeated, a
little more firmly this time.

Julia glanced at Mike and the smallest smile
flashed across her expression.

It warmed Mike, seeing her getting into
character. Sinking into the role of being Jalen’s slut for her
husband.

She pressed her legs together like she was at
church, laid her hands in her lap and her mouth slowly took on the
shape of an “O” that Jalen had asked for.

“That’s nice,” Jalen said, smiling and reaching
down to tweak her nipple.

She drew in a quick breath at his touch.

Jalen pointed the tip of his cock at her rounded
lips. Pressing it against them he traced the outline, staring down
at Julia. He nudged his hips forward and the head of his cock
slipped into her mouth.

Julia sat with her back straight, hands
perfectly still on her lap and looking forward at Jalen’s abs.

Mike grinned at seeing her get into the game so
quickly. Turning into nothing more than a fuck doll for Jalen in
the blink of an eye. His heart pattered a little faster when she
glanced at him sideways.

At that same moment Jalen pushed his cock deeper
into her mouth. The head poked against the inside of her cheek,
making it bulge. Jalen did that a few times as Julia stared at
Mike.

His knees went weak at her expression alone.
She’d mastered that perfectly innocent look that said like this?
Is this what you wanted? It drove him wild knowing the
performance was all for him.

Jalen fucked her mouth for a while. When he
pulled his cock out it was covered in a very generous layer of
glistening saliva.

Julia looked up at him.

“Alright. Get to work on it,” he said. He took a
few steps back, drawing Julia off the toilet and onto her knees on
the bathmat in front of him.

Julia put one hand at the root of his cock. She
stroked his shaft a few times with the other. She stuck out her
tongue and slathered more saliva first on one side of his shaft,
then the other. Then she got underneath it and gave his
undercarriage the same treatment.

Jalen shrugged off his jacket and let it fall to
the floor. He watched Julia as she alternated popping his cock into
her mouth and sucking and licking the shaft. He unbuttoned his
shirt and let that fall to the ground onto the jacket.

Mike’s cock hardened at the powerful visual.
Jalen’s very well maintained physique, the dark skin shinning under
the bright bathroom lights, towering over Julia as she serviced his
member.

Jalen undid the button on his pants and they
fell to puddle around his ankles. He stepped out of them and pushed
his cock deeper into Julia’s mouth. The head kissed the back of her
throat and she gagged. Jalen took no notice. Leaning in he forced
her to crawl backwards until her back was pressed up into the
corner of the wall and the glass wall of the shower. He tilted his
head to one side and met her eyes with his. “Just like the
dumpster, huh?” he said.

Julia’s eyes sparkled with a lusty, simmering
heat. Her mouth full of black cock, she gave a few slow nods.

“Your man says you like it best nasty,” Jalen
said.

Julia’s eyes darted to Mike. She locked onto his
gaze and stared long and hard.

Mike’s body pulsed with heat. She knew how much
he loved this. Seeing her debauched with another man’s cock
sticking out of her mouth and having to answer a question like
that. His heart soared when, with her eyes still on him, she nodded
again.

Jalen pressed his cock deeper. He slowed when he
felt her throat tighten. He stopped and pulled a little out when
she gagged and coughed and sputtered. But he drove it right back in
as soon as she’d caught her breath, moving it slowly in and out of
her throat until tears formed at the corners of her eyes. He pulled
it out.

The tears spilled over as she gasped and sucked
in a massive lungful of air. They rolled down her cheeks,
saturating her freshly applied mascara and streaking the sides of
her face. She knelt staring up at him and panting with her tongue
hanging out the front of her mouth.

After letting her catch her breath for a moment
Jalen reached down and grasped her nipples between fingers and
thumbs.

Julia gasped and fell forward. As he pulled on
her teats she scrambled to her feet, wincing from the pain.

Jalen dragged her by the tits to the sink. He
gave them a yank and Julia bent at the waist, her hands shooting
out to steady herself against the marble. Jalen stepped behind her.
He grabbed her gently by the hair and pulled her head back until
she was staring at his reflection in the mirror. “You like being a
dirty slut?” he asked.

Mike’s insides were churning with lust. His cock
was hard and every second of seeing Julia so deliciously used was
only making him more aroused. He stared intently at her as he
waited for her answer.

“Yes,” she said in between breaths.

Jalen stared into her eyes in the mirror. “You
gonna’ say that for me?”

“I love being a dirty slut,” Julia instantly
replied.

A slow smile spread across Jalen’s lips. “You
gonna’ get used good tonight,” he said. His hand fell down her back
and in between her legs.

Julia sucked in a breath and got up on her toes
as his fingers moved along her slit, collecting damp. He brought
them out from between her legs and up to his nose. Gave them a
sniff then put his hand on Julia’s cheek and pushed them into her
mouth. “Suck,” he ordered.

Julia’s cheeks hollowed instantly. Her jaw
started moving as she swiped her tongue around the fingers clawed
into her mouth.

When she was finished Jalen pulled them out. He
drew a smear down her cheek, the side of her neck and down between
her breasts. He hoisted his other hand between her legs.

Julia mewled and her feet twisted on the
floor.

Never having seen her react like that, Mike
actually bent down to see what Jalen was doing. His jaw
dropped.

Jalen had his finger and and thumb squeezed over
her clit. The same way he’d twisted her nipple. He was being more
tender now, though. But it was obviously driving Julia crazy.

She was staring at her own reflection in the
mirror. And she seemed to be revelling in the pained expressions
passing across her face as Jalen manipulated the tender spot. Her
shoulders shook, causing her breasts to sway side to side. Her feet
squirmed on the floor and her knees twisted in.

Mike heard a soft squish right before she
moaned.

Jalen stared at her as she bent low, her face
just above the faucet as her whole body shook with an orgasm. He
tugged and twisted her clit through the climax.

Mike saw wet start trickling down the insides of
her thighs.

Finally she stilled, panting.

Jalen pulled his hand out from between her legs.
It was dripping with her juices. His eyes fell to her ass. “Reach
back. Spread your cheeks,” he said quietly.

A knot started to form in Mike’s stomach. The
ass play had not ended well for the last guy. Julia didn’t mind it
here and there but she usually got it on her terms. He was shocked
when her hands shot back to her ass and she pulled her cheeks apart
for Jalen, exposing her ass hole.

Jalen tipped his head to one side and took a
step back.

What a sight for Mike. Jalen’s black body
towering over Julia’s white frame bent over the sink, with her
hands spreading her ass for him. A shudder rippled through him when
Jalen pressed the tip of his thumb against Julia’s sphincter.

Julia let out a grunt.

Jalen looked up at her in the mirror. “Tight
hole,” he said. He stepped forward and tucked his cock up between
her legs. Pressed it up against her entrance and swayed back and
forth as he coated it in her lubricant.

“Oh god,” Julia panted.

Jalen glanced down at his prick between her legs
and his thumb on her ass, then looked up from under his brow at her
reflection in the mirror. “You want that cock?” he asked.

Julia gave her head a quick, almost violent,
nod.

“If you want that cock you’re gonna’ have to
gimme’ that ass. Understand?”

Julia gave another feverish nod. Clenching her
jaw she spread her cheeks wider.

Mike’s eyes bugged when he saw the sensitive
ring of muscle leading to her insides relax and open wider.

Jalen’s dark thumb moved into it.

Julia grunted. Her body heaved forward over the
sink as Jalen pressed deeper. She winced. “Oh…I don’t know if…”

Jalen eased his hips back. He tucked his cock up
against her snatch and leaned forward. The head slipped into her
pussy.

Julia drew in a shuddering breath. She grabbed
the sides of the vanity, her breasts sagging nearly into the
sink.

A smirk appeared on Jalen’s lips. He thrust
forward, plunging his black cock into her now sopping hole.

“Mwwaaaahh…” Julia moaned.

As he drove his shaft deeper Jalen shoved more
of his thumb into her, too. He plunged it in and out a few times
which made Julia grip the sink even harder as she braced herself
against the double onslaught of his cock and thumb. When his cock
was half inside her he paused. Twisting his thumb he corkscrewed
into her back hole and put his palm on her ass cheek.

Julia’s toes twitched and splayed as she panted
over the sink.

Jalen held her in place, staring at her
reflection in the mirror.

After a minute or so she glanced at him and
started wriggling. “P—please,” she sputtered.

“P—please what?” Jalen asked.

Julia wrinkled her nose. “Please mo–o–ore,” she
groaned.

“You gotta’ ask for it nice,” Jalen said. “Tell
me what you want and say it like you mean it,” he insisted.

“Please I need more cock,” Julia sobbed.

Jalen grinned. “That’s better,” he said. With
his thumb still dug deep into her ass hole, he gripped her cheek
with his fingers. Instead of pushing his hips forward and thrusting
his cock into her, he pulled, drawing her pussy over his
stiff shaft.

Julia alternately grunted and squealed as the
fat hose filled and stretched her.

Mike put a hand over his mouth and felt a bead
of sweat break on his forehead. On one hand he couldn’t believe
what he was witnessing. Julia hadn’t had a defilement like this
in…years? Maybe ever? Jalen’s absolute mastery of her body was like
watching a musician of the highest calibre play a finely crafted
instrument.

He pulled on her ass until it settled on his
tilted hips. Her pussy swallowed the last few inches of his prick
with a messy slurp.

Mike’s dirty imagination ran away from him. He
imagined the inside of her generating suction, suckling that black
dick as deep as it would go into her pussy. Which of course brought
to mind the point of coupling in the first place. Sure it was hot
as hell watching his wife get used like this. Just a few
generations back this sort of sexual taboo would have been
unthinkable. Because, as fun as it was, sex was about procreation.
Reproduction. Without the amenities of modern contraception there
had always been a risk that it would lead to a new life being
created. And even though that wasn’t in the cards for Julia any
longer he couldn’t help but flirt with the idea that at one point
in time Jalen’s black seed spraying into Julia’s fertile woman
might have taken root.

Jalen pushed Julia half way off his cock, then
pulled her on again. He found a slow but steady rhythm, accompanied
by the wet schluck, schluck, schluck of her hole accepting
and releasing him.

Julia bellowed a long, low moan as the hard
flesh of Jalen’s dark prick slid along her insides. After a few
minutes of this her body tensed and she erupted in a sort of
half-sneeze, half-scream of an orgasm. It was abrupt and lighting
quick, leaving her twitching on his dick and thumb.

Jalen reached around her and grabbed her tit. He
yanked her off the sink and, still conjoined, walked her to the
door frame where she splayed her arms and suspended herself from it
by her hands. He glanced at Mike and gave a single nod.

Mike nodded back and swallowed the saliva that
had pooled in his mouth. He couldn’t believe Jalen had never done
this before. He wasn’t just a natural at being a bull. He was a
fucking virtuoso.

Jalen slowly pulled his thumb out of Julia’s
ass. He put his hands on her hips and pulled her back hard onto his
cock. Pushed her forward and did the same again. Picked up speed
until his pelvis was slam, slam slamming against her ass.

Mike stared at Julia head on. Her hair was
completely dishevelled. Makeup smeared all over her face. Her
expression was half-exhausted and half-pained as Jalen’s mighty
prick plied her cunt. She endured about a minute of his fucking
before she started shaking again. She let out a sharp cry of
pleasure and her face scrunched up.

Jalen gave her two more thrusts then yanked his
cock out and took a step back.

A hot gush of wet sprayed from her pussy onto
the bathroom tile and hallway carpet. She folded like a rag doll,
falling down onto her knees, hands still on the frame as her pussy
pulsed and more juice flooded out of her.

Jalen stood massaging his cock behind her and
waited for the spasms to pass. When they did he stepped up and put
a hand on her shoulder.

Julia, suddenly re-energized by his touch,
scrambled to turn and face him. She looked up with a pleading
stare, then climbed up his legs to try and take his cock into her
mouth.

Jalen smiled. He bent over and put a hand on her
face. “Yeah you’ll get some more don’t worry,” he said quietly. He
lifted his hand to his nose and sniffed the thumb that had been
inside her. “Stink so pretty,” he said, grinning.

Julia grabbed his wrist and drew his hand down
in front of her face. She popped her mouth onto his thumb and gazed
up into his eyes as she sucked and cleaned it in a gesture of the
deepest submission.

Jalen stroked his cock and pointed it at her
face. He winced with the left side of his face as a shot of
ejaculate burst out the head of his prick and splattered across
Julia’s nose and cheeks.

That only made her suck harder. Like she was
begging to be covered in more of his seed.

Jalen pointed the tip of his prick at her chest
and sprayed another healthy burst across her tits, grunting as he
did. When his orgasm finished he whipped his cock at her body a few
times like a priest performing a blessing. He stood up straight and
looked at Mike. “Okay if I use your shower?” he asked.

Mike nodded. “There are clean towels in the
closet and a bathrobe if you want.”

Jalen gave him a thumbs up and a grin.

“Okay if I use my wife?” Mike asked.

“Sure thing dude. She’s your wife.”

Mike shrugged. “Some guys aren’t into it.”

Jalen waved a hand. “No problems here. Knock
yourself out.”

Julia, who had dropped to all fours, head
sagging heavy towards the floor, lifted it slowly and looked at
Mike from under her brow. Setting one hand in front of the other
she set a plodding pace, dragging herself across the floor until
she came to a stop in front of him. She looked up, her face and
chest covered in Jalen’s semen.

Mike shook his head. “I can’t even tell if
you’re being for real,” he whispered.

Julia smirked. She grabbed his pant leg and
hauled herself up onto her knees. Tugged his zipper down and his
cock out, planted her face on it and started swaying back and forth
like a sex zombie.

Mike, who’d already been painfully close to an
orgasm just watching Jalen have his way with her, lost it. Putting
his hands on the side of her head he closed his eyes. All he could
think of was the velvety wet inside of her mouth gliding along his
shaft. His cock flexed and he erupted onto her tongue. He groaned
at the sound of Julia’s throat gurgling with the head of his cock
and the sperm shooting down her gullet. As his orgasm ebbed he
stroked out the last of it on the insides of her cheeks then let go
of her head.

Julia grabbed his shirt with one hand, then the
other. She climbed up to stand the same way she’d climbed his
legs.

His cock flexed when she came eye to eye with
him. “Are you being for real?” he asked, desperate to know the
answer.

Julia opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out.
The sperm he’d just shot into it came spilling out, down her chin,
landing on her chest in fat splats then running down towards her
belly button and lower to the top of her pussy cleft.

Mike’s jaw dropped. His heart warmed. That a
self-respecting middle aged woman would stoop to such depravity to
satisfy her husband was astonishing. He’d never felt so loved or in
love as he did in that moment.

Julia wiped her chin with the back of her hand,
cum smearing across her cheek. “I have to take a shower,” she said.
She turned and padded to the bathroom. Slipped inside and, just
before closing the door, glanced at Mike and flashed a mischievous
smile.

His cock started to harden again.

Chapter Eight

As he walked up to the bathroom door to listen a
sharp jolt of adrenaline ripped through him. Through the white
noise of the water falling from the shower head he heard a
different sound. Sucking, suckling, smacking. His heart bounced in
his chest. He couldn’t resist twisting the door handle and peering
in through the crack.

The mirror was nearly fogged over with only a
small circle of reflective surface in the center. In that circle,
perfectly framed, was the reflection of Julia’s head tilted back
and Jalen’s lips pressed against hers.

It was the most disconcerting, unsettling image
he’d seen in the entire time he’d been sharing his wife with other
men. Julia wasn’t sucking Jalen’s tongue. She wasn’t pressing hers
lewdly into his mouth. She wasn’t performing for Mike
because, for all she knew, he wasn’t watching. No. Julia was
making out with Jalen and he with her. Like she had fucking
feelings for him or something.

A red hot streak of jealousy tore through him.
Julia’s wink and smile before she’d slipped into the bathroom had
been reassuring. This was deeply unsettling. The jealousy faded but
was followed with an intense anxiety. He quietly closed the door,
took a few steps back and reminded himself to breathe deep.

Three deep inhales and exhales later and he was
chuckling at himself for succumbing to a very adolescent moment.
They were all consenting adults. Julia had just let him unload
inside her mouth. Now he was going to get mad about a little
kissy-kissy? He had himself talked down in no time. Heading down
the stairs to pour himself another drink. There was still a tiny
voice in the back of his head wondering what was going through
Julia’s mind as she made out with Jalen in the shower. It was
easily quieted knowing he would get all the answers he needed out
of her later. He took the time to mix himself a Tom Collins as he
waited for Jalen and Julia to finish up in the bathroom.

He wondered if Jalen would be up for more or if
he’d head out when he came back. He mostly wanted him to stay but a
part of him did want to grill Julia as soon as he could. He hoped
he could have his cake and eat it, too. When he finished mixing the
drink he walked to the living room and turned on the TV. He heard
shuffling upstairs but nothing sexy-sounding so decided not to head
up. After a few minutes he heard footsteps on the stairs. He looked
up to see Jalen descending in a white bathrobe and a pair of his
old slippers. Gave him a bit of a funny feeling. Julia must have
dug those out from the back of the closet. Was that weird? Or was
he getting paranoid again? “Hey Jalen,” he said, forcing a
smile.

Jalen made himself right at home, taking a seat
in the armchair next to the couch. He put his arms high on the
armrests, looking a little like a king, and smiled back. “Dude your
wife is hot,” he said.

Mike smirked and set his drink down. “Yeah I was
aware of that, actually,” he joked.

“No I mean like hot to trot. She was up there
begging me to stuff that pussy again. I told her I needed a little
break to catch my breath she nearly started crying.”

Mike’s smile faded. “She’s definitely a horny
girl,” he said. Horny but not horny enough to be actually
crying for more sex. “Can I get you anything?” he asked Jalen,
hoping to distract himself from Julia’s behaviour.

“I’ll have what you’re having,” Jalen said,
tipping his chin toward Mike’s drink.

“Sure,” Mike muttered, pulling himself up off
the couch. As he was leaving the living room he saw Jalen pick up
the remote and start flipping through channels. His paranoia kicked
in, rattling him. As he walked to the kitchen his mind was
wandering around upstairs, wondering what Julia was actually up to.
He tried to swat the thoughts and doubts away but they wouldn’t
leave. As he picked up a lemon to slice it he shook his head. “What
the fuck am I doing?” he muttered. “It’s my house and my damn wife.
I can go ask her a question if I want to.” He set down the lemon on
the cutting board and the knife next to it. Marched out of the
kitchen and started up the stairs.

“How ‘bout that drink?” Jalen shouted at
him.

“Just be a second,” Mike said, irritation
creeping through him. He mounted the steps two at a time, walked
quickly towards the bedroom, put a hand on the door and pushed it
open.

Julia rolled from her side onto her back beneath
the comforter. She pushed herself up on her elbows and flashed a
tired smile.

Seeing her deflated his anxiety almost
immediately. He walked into the room at a much slower pace and sat
down on her side of the bed to gaze into her eyes.

Her look turned quizzical. “Everything okay?”
she asked. “You look a little…piqued?”

Mike shook his head and let out a sigh,
realizing he’d let his demons get the better of him. “I’m sorry I…”
He weighed whether to tell her he’d spied on her in the shower or
keep it to himself. “I saw you. In there with Jalen,” he said.

Julia raised an eyebrow and chuckled. “Uh, yeah.
I know you did. That was the plan remember?”

“I mean when you were kissing him. In the
bathroom. I looked in.”

Julia sat up straighter and bunched the
comforter up around her chest, covering her breasts. “Are you
having a wobble?” she asked. “Because that’s not sexy,” she said,
shaking her head.

Mike scoffed and chuckled. He had been
having a wobble but he was convinced he had a handle on it. And
what was sexy was the possibility of seeing Julia doing more nasty
things with Jalen. “Don’t worry about me,” he said. “I just came in
here to see if you needed anything.”

Julia narrowed her eyes at him. “You better not
be lying to me,” she said. Her expression softened and she put a
hand on his arm. “Mike if this is going to go sideways or
something…”

“I just haven’t seen you kiss anyone like that
for a long time,” he blurted.

She arched her brow and pondered that. “I guess
that’s right,” she said. “Did it make you jealous?”

Why’s she asking that?

The question popped up along with what he could
have sworn was a soft cackling. Which was preposterous. He shook
his head and scowled.

“Mike,” she said, letting out an exasperated
sigh.

He looked up at her almost pleading expression
and realized he was ruining this for her. Ruining it for the both
of them. Letting his paranoid demons get the better of him and
throwing a big slopping bucket of ice cold water onto what should
be a bonfire of fun. He hung his head and put a hand on his
forehead. “Fuck,” he muttered. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I
am…was having a wobble,” he clarified. To his great relief
Julia moved closer, reached out and put a hand on his shoulder. He
looked up at her, embarrassment and shame making his face
flush.

“Mike,” she said, quietly.

He couldn’t bear to look her in the eye. He hung
his head again.

“Mike I need you to look at me.”

It took a Herculean effort to do what she’d
asked. He felt like a dog who’d been caught stealing a steak off
the counter.

“Thank-you,” she said. “I want to be clear about
something. If you want it to, this can end right now. I can put my
clothes on, go downstairs and tell Jalen I’m very sorry but he
needs to go home. I mean that. This is us, Mike. This is about you
and me. If you start dragging…”

“I’m not dragging anything else into it,” he
interrupted. They’d had this talk a few times and he knew where it
was going. Another glance at her softened his resolve to play the
tough guy. “Okay maybe I was dragging in one or two things,” he
admitted. “It’s just…that kiss,” he said in a whisper.

She sighed and tilted her head slightly to one
side. “I just kind of got swept up in the moment. I love being
nasty for you. You know that. Seeing you watching me as I went into
the bathroom…I don’t know. I think I almost wanted you to look in
there. I don’t know. What’s nastier than wondering if your woman’s
starting to have, you know, feelings for the guy that’s
fucking her?”

“Oh god, Jules,” he groaned. Out of the corner
of his eye he saw a smile light her lips. Watched her shuffle
towards him on the bed, letting the comforter slip off her body
enough to expose the tops of her breasts. She put one hand on his
back and the other on his thigh. Slid it up his leg until her
finger nudged against his growing erection. He turned to look at
her. “Were you?” he asked, his stomach twisting in anticipation of
her answer.

“Was I? Was I what?” she asked, all sweetness
and innocence.

Seeing her slip back into character was
intoxicating. “Jules you know what I’m talking about. Come on.
You’re killing me here.”

A flirtatious but devilish smile twisted across
her mouth. “You need to tell me if you’re still into this game,
bud,” she said. “Do you want this? Or do we need to take a little
break?”

His brain gnawed on the question for a good few
minutes. He knew the prudent thing to do, the safe thing, would be
to say that’s what he needed. To take a time out, politely tell
Jalen that his services were no longer required and spend the rest
of the evening cuddling under the covers and nursing whatever
emotional wounds he’d inflicted on himself. But at his core he knew
he wasn’t that guy. He was kind and caring in their marriage, sure.
But he could be tough and ruthless when he needed to be. He hadn’t
climbed the corporate ladder by whimping out when the going got
tough. He shook his head. “I’m all sorted,” he said. “I swear. I
just…I let me imagination run away from me.”

“You better not be lying to me,” she
whispered.

“Scouts honour. Cross my heart and hope to die,”
he said, drawing a cross over his heart.

She paused a few seconds, studying his
expression. Then her smile widened. “Then why don’t you go
downstairs and fetch that lovely man with his lovely fat, black
cock and we can have some more fun you and me.”

He stared at her for a few moments. He knew
she knew he still wanted his answer to the feelings
question. He also knew this was part of it. Part of her game. Part
of their game. She’d hold out until Jalen was gone before telling
him the answer. Knowing it was going to be driving him crazy not
knowing.

It brought his trust in her flooding back
in.

Chapter Nine

“Everything alright up there?” Jalen asked as
Mike walked into the living room carrying his drink. He looked a
little worried that maybe everything wasn’t.

“Hundred percent,” Mike said, setting the
fizzing glass on the coffee table in front of Jalen. He flopped
down on the couch and let out a sigh.

“You sure?” Jalen asked, looking
uncomfortable.

Mike started to chuckle. He took a big slug of
his own drink and set the glass back down on the table. “Let me
tell you something my friend,” he said, turning to Jalen. “When
you’re watching your wife get her insides rearranged by a hot young
stud sometimes it…does a thing to you.”

Jalen raised an eyebrow. “Too much? I go over
the line?” he asked.

“Absolutely not,” Mike reassured him, shaking
his head.

Jalen cracked a slight smile. “Was it the kiss?”
he asked. “I saw you poking your head in there. No kissing?”

Mike burst out in an embarrassed laugh and
covered his mouth. He blushed again at knowing he was being as
transparent to Jalen as he had been to Jules. The whole thing felt
different now and a mercifully short shame washed through him. “You
got me, dude,” he admitted. “But, just, don’t even think about
it.”

“You sure, man?” Jalen asked. “I’m here for a
good time. Not trouble.”

Mike leaned forward in his chair and steepled
his fingers over his knees. “Look I get it. You seem like a smart
guy. Your picking up on something and you don’t want to step in it.
I’m telling you it’s a non-issue. Now it’s your call to make. But
just know that there’s a woman upstairs who’s in quite a heat that
wouldn’t at all mind if you made your way up there.”

Jalen picked up his drink and took a sip. He set
his drink down and grinned. “We’re cool then?” he asked, holding
out a fist.

Mike reached over and bumped it. “We’re cool,”
he replied.

Jalen gave a few thoughtful nods before standing
up and walking towards the stairs. He grabbed the railing and
turned to look at Mike. “You gonna’ come up and watch the show?” he
asked.

“In just a bit,” Mike said.

Jalen climbed the stairs and disappeared from
view.

Mike sank back into the couch and sighed. He
closed his eyes. Let the anxious thoughts he’d been having roll
through his mind without acting them out. He smiled and shook his
head. He still felt a little sheepish from his outburst and for
doubting Julia. She was his. He should have known better. But there
was no use getting worked up about all of it again. A feminine moan
rolled down the stairs. It sent a shiver down his neck and spine
and his insides squeezed. In a good way this time. When he heard
the second one his cock started to harden. He felt himself slipping
into the good place, the world melting away.

He opened his eyes and massaged his thickening
member through his pants. Heaving off the couch he trudged towards
the stairs and climbed them to the landing. Walked to the few steps
to the open bedroom door and glanced inside. The sight took his
breath away.

Jules was lying on the bed with her face against
the mattress and her arms stretched out on either side of her body.
Her knees were bent, ass high up in the air, feet dangling over the
edge of the mattress.

Jalen had shed the bathrobe. He was on his knees
on the floor behind her, his face buried in her pussy, tongue
eagerly lapping at her wet folds. Every few licks he’d dip down,
slurp her clit into his mouth and suck, which elicited another low
moan from Jules.

Mike leaned against the door frame and watched.
His cock rose higher as Julia started writhing, obviously
approaching another orgasm. Her ass started wiggling and she
reared, smashing her snatch against Jalen’s face.

He pulled away, raised a hand and brought it
down on her ass cheek in a firm smack that echoed around the
room.

Julia gasped and stopped moving.

“Hold still and let me eat that pussy,” Jalen
growled. He raised his other hand, smacked her other cheek, then
nuzzled up against her wet sex and started slurping at it
again.

The moans started coming faster and louder. Each
time Julia lost control and started moving she’d be rewarded with a
stiff smack on each ass cheek. By the time her body started shaking
from the impending climax her ass was a sexy bright red colour.

Jalen pinched her clit and rolled it between his
finger and thumb while licking her messy folds.

Julia screamed as she came, pressing herself up
off the bed, her tits hanging low beneath her chest.

Mike’s cock throbbed as he watched the tiny
eyelet of her sphincter contracting and releasing as she came.

Jalen finished off her orgasm by pulling his
face away from her cunt and pressing two fingers into her pussy and
fucking them in and out.

Julia’s body trembled and she collapsed back
down onto the bed, panting from exertion.

Jalen stared at her pussy as he moved his
fingers in and out of her.

Mike was transfixed, too. Seeing his dark flesh
plying those pink folds fully engulfed him in a burning desire to
see more.

Jalen glanced over his shoulder and noticed Mike
was there. “You hungry?” he asked, grinning.

Mike adjusted his stance to try and hide his
erection. “Just pretend I’m not here,” he replied.

Jalen gave a nod. “Before I do y’all got a dildo
or something?” he asked.

Mike’s eyes widened at the request. He shook his
head and cursed himself. He’d been thinking of buying Julia a dildo
for Christmas. A big black one that they could both enjoy. He’d
passed, thinking that the gift was a little too selfish. “I’m
afraid n…”

Before he could finish Julia was smacking her
hand on the mattress, her fingers straining to reach the drawer of
her night table. She muttered something but her voice was muffled
by the pillow.

Mike’s jaw dropped. He walked over to her side
of the bed, bent down and opened the night table drawer. He stifled
a gasp. There, next to her hand cream and the lube they sometimes
used, was a thick, black dildo that looked to be about ten inches
long. He reached in and wrapped his hand around it. It was made of
a firm rubber with barely any give. It had a helmet-shaped head and
gnarly lines running down the side in the shape of veins. He turned
it around a few times and studied it before turning to stare at
Julia. He shook his head and smiled. “You little cock slut,” he
whispered, chuckling.

“It was shupposhed to be a shurprishe,” she
said, still talking into the pillow.

That got a few more chuckles out of him. He
turned and walked to the foot of the bed and set the dildo down
next to her leg.

“Perfect,” Jalen said.

As he picked it up Mike made his way to the
armchair in the corner of the room. He sank into it and put a hand
over his crotch, massaging his cock to try and relieve some of the
pressure swelling inside it.

Jalen, his fingers still moving in and out of
Julia’s pussy, pursed his lips, tongue between them, and spat a wad
of saliva onto her puckered ass hole. He pulled his fingers out of
her pussy and pressed them against her back hole and worked the
liquid in until the hole was glistening.

Mike winced when Jalen leaned forward and
started eating her ass out. Julia had never been a fan of too much
ass play. Didn’t bother him much because he generally preferred to
stay away from that area, too. But Jalen’s sloppy and very eager
rim job had him leaning forward in his seat.

Julia’s moans were surprising. She seemed to be
enjoying having her ass eaten out as much as she’d enjoyed it on
her pussy. When Jalen stopped and pulled his face away, she
whimpered.

“Come on now. Get your hands on there. Gape that
ass hole for me,” Jalen said.

Mike’s arousal grew along with his interest. He
watched Julia obediently reach behind herself and spread her cheeks
the way she’d done in the bathroom. When Jalen picked up the dildo,
she moaned.

He pressed the head of the dildo against her
back hole.

“Ungh,” Julia grunted. Her ass puckered. “Jalen
I don’t think…”

He landed a fat smack on her left ass cheek with
his palm. “I told you how it’s gonna’ be. You want this cock you
gotta’ gimme’ that ass.”

“It’s too big!” she moaned.

“Fuck that,” Jalen said. “You don’t even know
how good you gonna’ get it.” He tucked one hand between her legs
and started rubbing her clit.

She moaned again. Her sphincter loosened from
the manipulation.

Jalen grinned at his handiwork. “Look at that.
Opening up like a flower in the sunshine,” he said. He gripped the
dildo firmly in his other hand and pressed it against her hole.
Started gently twisting and turning, applying pressure, easing up
when Julia’s moans got louder, then pushing again when they
quieted.

As the head slipped into her back channel Julia
grunted. Her fingers curled, clawing at the red flesh of her
backside. To Mike’s astonishment she stretched herself open even
wider.

“That’s a good girl,” Jalen said, his voice low.
“You stretch that ass wide for that big, black dick.”

Julia’s moan went straight to Mike’s crotch. His
cock went rigid.

Jalen gave the dildo a hefty shove and got a
third of it stuffed into Julia’s ass. His fingers spun and flicked
faster and faster at her clit.

Her hands fell from her ass and balled into
fists, gripping the sheets. “Gaaah!” she half groaned, half
grunted. Another powerful orgasm tore through her, her whole body
shuddering as the dildo wagged up and down behind her ass in time
with the contractions.

Jalen brought her down slowly. His spinning
fingers slowed into a massage until Julia, unable to take any more,
rolled onto her side and closed her legs.

“Please,” she moaned. “I need a few seconds.”
She was breathing heavily and her face was covered in a sheen of
sweat.

“Alright,” Jalen said, standing up behind her.
He gripped his half-hard cock and stroked it as he stared at her.
“Go over there and tell your husband what a dirty slut you are,” he
said.

Julia groaned. A moment later she started
crawling backwards. She slipped off the end of the bed and onto her
feet. Took her a while to stand up and when she did, her knees were
bent in in a funny way as she tried to accommodate the thick toy
stuffed inside her butt. She turned to face Mike.

Mike’s body filled with heat and the air left
his lungs again. Watching her wobbly gait as she crossed the room
to the armchair had his cock throbbing under his hand.

Julia came to a stop in front of him with her
head bowed. She looked up from under her brow, playing the ingenue,
but broke character for a second and a smile lit her lips. It faded
quickly as she resumed her performance. “I’m supposed to tell you
what a dirty cock slut I am,” she muttered.

Without a word Mike leaned forward and put a
hand on her hip. He turned her sideways and put his other hand on
her ass. He savoured the sensation of her warm skin, still burning
from the spankings Jalen had given her. Let his hand slide down
onto the rubber toy sticking out of her and slid it along the shaft
a few times. He couldn’t resist pressing his fingers up between her
legs. He was rewarded with a glob of her natural lubricant rolling
out onto them. Hot and thick as liquid honey. “Holy shit,” he
whispered.

Julia looked at him sideways, put a finger to
her lips and bit the tip.

“You fucking like this,” Mike said. “What
gives?” In all their years together she’d never expressed a desire
for anything like this.

Julia shrugged and blushed.

Mike glanced at Jalen. He’d taken a seat on the
edge of the bed, stroking his cock. It was stiff now. As thick as
the dildo and nearly as long. Mike turned to look at Julia again.
“Go over there and fuck that big, black dick,” he ordered.

“Yes sir,” Julia whispered, flashing another
playful grin.

Mike’s body warmed. Now they were into it. Just
the way they liked it. All the stress and worry from witnessing the
kiss gone. Julia deep into her role as willing submissive. He sank
back into the armchair and watched her waddle back to the bed.

Jalen reached up and put a hand around her
breast. He leaned forward and slurped the nipple into his mouth,
giving it a few long pulls before releasing it and doing the same
to the other. He pulled away and leaned back on one hand, the other
still stroking his cock. “Alright get on this thing,” he said.

Julia’s eyes darted side to side. She reached
back and gripped the dildo. “I think I have to take this ou…”

“No. No you don’t,” Jalen said, swatting her
hand away. “You don’t even know how good you’re gonna’ get it. Now
get on this dick like I told you.” He wagged his cock at her.

Julia glanced over her shoulder at Mike.

It was a departure from their usual adventures,
including him. But he liked it. He liked ordering her around. He
liked that she’d come to present herself to him, the shamed slut
about to get fucked with a dildo hanging out of her ass. “Leave it
in,” he ordered.

Julia whimpered. She put a hand on Jalen’s
shoulder and hoisted a foot up onto the bed next to his leg. When
she put her other hand on his other shoulder he wrapped his around
her waist, lacing his fingers together at the small of her
back.

She leaned back against his grip and stepped up
into a squat on the bed, his cock directly beneath her dripping
sex. And it was dripping. Fat blobs of the thick juice pooling on
her petals and falling onto Jalen’s junk, coating the shaft and
rolling down onto his leathery balls. “I don’t know if there’s
enough room in there,” Julia said.

Jalen pulled her down lower. Her pussy pressed
against the head of his cock. A moment later, as the surface
tension broke, she slipped onto him and gasped. “Oh my god,” she
whispered.

“Yeah. Like I said,” Jalen whispered. “You’re
about to see how good you’re gonna’ get it.” He pulled her lower,
impaling the entirety of his shaft into her sex.

She let out a shuddering breath on the way down,
then a warble as she settled into a frog-squat on his lap. “Oh
fuck,” she gasped, looking down between her legs. She studied the
spot where their bodies were connected, then looked over her
shoulder at the dildo. “Oh fuck,” she said again.

“I told you,” Jalen said. One of his hands moved
up her back and to her neck. He pulled her in and their lips
connected.

A pulse of arousal shot through Mike as he
watched their jaws moving, tongues dancing against each other
inside their mouths. Maybe it was the nastiness of the dildo
hanging out of her ass. But it was a hell of a lot easier watching
them kiss this time than it had been seeing their tender make-out
session in the shower. Mike rubbed his cock and settled deeper into
the armchair.

Jalen pulled away and stared deep into Julia’s
eyes. “You like that? You like both holes filled up?” he asked.

Julia gave an enthusiastic nod.

“See? I told you. Now get to work. Get what you
came for.”

She threw her arms around his neck. Her thighs
and glutes flexed as she raised herself off his lap, halfway up his
cock, then plunged down again. She threw her head back and moaned.
As she started pumping up and down the dildo flopped and flailed
behind her.

Jalen grunted as she stroked him with her pussy,
staring at her closed eyes and open mouth, his balls already
pulling up closer to his cock as her beautiful body tipped him
towards release.

Julia erupted in a rhythmic “ungh,ungh,ungh,”
each time she landed on his lap and his cock drove deep inside her.
“Oh my god. Oh my fucking god. I’m gonna’ come again. I’m gonna’
come again!” she wailed.

Jalen was not nearly as stoic this time as when
he’d spilled his seed on her face and breasts. His eyes were wide.
He, too, had started sweating. His gaze darted to her breasts
flapping in front of him. His dark hands caressed the soft skin on
her back. Suddenly he drew in a sharp breath and his body
jolted.

“Oh!” Julia cried. Her pussy squished as it
squeezed Jalen’s hard prick.

Jalen’s hips jerked forward. He grabbed her back
and pulled her forward, leaning back himself until he fell onto the
bed. His hips erupted in a powerful fuck, Julia now on all fours
over top him taking every inch he had to give and moaning as she
came. He gripped the dildo with one hand and pulled and pushed,
pulled and pushed it in and out of her ass. He grunted and a few
thrusts later creamy trickles of his ejaculate spilled from Julia’s
cunt and coated his shaft.

Mike looked on, mouth agape. As Jalen stopped
thrusting, Julia began rolling her hips back and forth, rubbing out
the last of her pleasure on his thick cock still inside her.

Chapter Ten

“Fuck I need a sandwich or something,” Jalen
said, chuckling as he rolled Julia off to the side and his cock
fell out of her.

She lay next to him completely still save the
rising and falling of her chest as she worked to catch her breath
after the exertion of riding him.

Jalen stood up off the bed. He grabbed his robe
and wrapped it around himself, tucking his arms into the sleeves.
“Alright if I go poke around in your fridge?” he asked.

Mike, trapped in the good place, dismissed him
with a wave. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Julia.

Jalen started chuckling again. “Cool. You enjoy
yourself. This shit’s fucked, if you ask me but you do you bro.” He
slipped his feet into the slippers and shuffled across the carpet
and out the door.

Mike stood up slowly. His cock was throbbing in
his pants. He tugged at his belt and unbuckled it. Undid his pants
and let them fall to the floor before stepping out of them. He
pulled his t-shirt off over his head and threw it to the side. As
he approached the bed he removed his underwear before crawling onto
it on all fours. He eyed Julia’s crotch. It was wet and sticky with
Jalen’s seed. He turned and looked her in the eye.

“Was I a good slut?” she whispered.

“Better than I’ve ever seen you,” he replied. He
grabbed her ankle and hoisted her leg up into the air. Arousal
throbbed through him at the sight of her bared snatch leaking seed.
He shuffled closer on his knees and pressed his fingers into her
cunt.

She flinched and her body twitched. “Gentle,”
she said, sucking in a breath. “I’m really tender.”

He dipped his fingers in and out of her honey
hole. When he pulled them out they were coated in Jalen’s sperm. He
wiped them off on the sheets and gently lowered Julia’s leg. “You
liked it,” he said.

Julia smirked. “Was it that obvious?” she
asked.

“You like that dildo in your ass,” he
clarified.

A deep blush rose to her cheeks. “Oh. That,” she
said. Grinning, she turned her head, hiding her face in the
pillow.

Again Mike’s body throbbed with arousal. He got
on his hands and knees and crawled over to her face. Pulled the
pillow away and put a finger on her chin, turning her head to make
her meet his gaze. “I guess we better save your pussy for him.
huh?” he asked.

Julia’s expression turned serious.

Mike realized she was probably still a little
wary after his wobble.

“If you want we can try,” she said quietly.

He shook his head. He climbed off the bed and
stood next to it. “Come here,” he said.

A smile slowly spread across Julia’s lips. With
what seemed a great effort, she hauled herself up onto her hands
and knees and moved towards him in a seductive crawl, her eyes on
his the whole time. “I’m spoiling you with these blowjobs,” she
said. Her tongue flicked out and grazed the tip of his prick.
“Mmm,” she said, wiping her lips with a finger. “Salty
already.”

Mike’s eyes wandered down her hourglass frame
and stopped at the dildo still hanging out of her ass. It was hard
to believe she’d let Jalen put it in. Harder to believe than that
was that the thick thing had fit into her tight ass hole. He
groaned as he felt the wet warmth of her mouth surround his
prick.

She swayed forward swallowing more of him, then
back, easing him out of her mouth. She did it again and again,
finding a slow rhythm, occasionally glancing up to meet his
eyes.

The motion and the look she flashed him were
hypnotizing. His balls were full. His cock was almost itchy, he was
so aroused. He could feel the pressure building, an orgasm swelling
from the stimulation of Julia’s tongue and the memory of seeing her
bouncing on Jalen’s lap with that thing hanging out of her
ass.

He bent at the waist and put a hand on her back.
He gripped the dildo with his other hand and pulled and pushed it
in and out a few times. Julia’s moan vibrated along his cock,
tickling his prostate and pushing him even closer to ejaculating.
“How did it feel?” he asked her.

She put a hand on the root of his prick and
pulled her mouth off. “His cock is amazing,” she admitted. “I
haven’t felt that stuffed in…ever, I think,” she said. She closed
her lips around his prick again and started swaying. Took her mouth
off his cock and reached behind herself. Looking up at him she
gripped the dildo and fucked her ass with it a few times.

“Oh fuck, Jules,” he muttered.

She pulled off of him again. Stuck her tongue
out, her mouth open wide. “I want every last drop down my throat,”
she whispered.

“Oh god,” he groaned. He gently put a hand on
the back of her head. “Oh god Jules that feels amazing.” He would
have much preferred fucking her face to face. Missionary, staring
into her eyes with the memory of seeing her fucked still dancing at
the front of his brain. But it seemed Jalen was going to stay the
night and he really did want to see her pussy getting destroyed
again. There’d be lots of time for cuddle-fucking once Jalen made
his exit. He looked down to find her staring up at him.

She let go of the dildo and reached between his
legs. Tickled his balls with the tips of his fingers before cupping
them in her hand and giving them a gentle squeeze.

The pressure pulled his trigger. He grunted and
nearly doubled over as the first contraction of his orgasm rumbled
through him. He felt his shaft flood with cum. Then his cock
recoiled inside her mouth sending the first delivery of his payload
into her throat like she’d asked.

Holding his gaze like a professional, she
stopped swaying. She let her body fall forward, his cock
disappearing into her mouth, then gliding into the tight confines
of her throat until her nose pressed against his abdomen. She
started swallowing, massaging the head of his throbbing prick with
the muscles in her throat.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted. He shuddered at the
pleasure of being inside her face so deeply. He doubled over,
pleasure racking him as he shot load after load into her mouth.

She stayed in place like a good little slut, her
button nose bouncing against his belly as his body twitched and
spasmed.

As the last of his seed left him he groaned.
He’d never felt so completely drained. So utterly fulfilled by an
orgasm that he wasn’t sure when he’d be able to get it up
again.

She pulled her mouth off his cock slowly. It
left a trail of ejaculate along his shaft. As she popped off the
head she started licking and slurping up with was left, again
glancing up at him to make him know for sure she’d always be his
good little whore. She cleaned him until he was glistening then,
exhausted, flopped onto her side with a pleased smile on her
lips.

“Okay to come in?” he heard Jalen say behind
him.

Mike walked over and hurriedly got into his
underwear. Despite all the years they’d been doing this he still
didn’t really love the locker room feel of a roomful of dicks.
“You’re good,” he said once his cock was tucked away.

Jalen strolled in smiling. He stopped just past
the doorway and his eyes moved between Mike and Julia. “So, uh,
where y’all want to take this next?” he asked.

Mike turned and looked at Julia.

With a heavy sigh she dragged herself up onto
her knees, leaving her face down on the mattress in a lewd pose.
She looked at him out of the corner of her eye and flashed a wicked
smile. “Honey would you mind sleeping in the guest bedroom
tonight?” she asked, loud enough for both of them to hear.

The question was a rip-cord for his arousal. He
knew she was playing. Pretending to be in charge and giving him
that oh so small sizzle of humiliation that she knew he loved. It
fell over him like a weighted blanket and his shoulders sagged. He
scooped his pants up off the floor and his shirt with them. Walked
over to where Jalen was standing by the door. “You show her a good
time,” he said.

Jalen smiled and chuckled. As he walked past
Mike he gave him a few claps on the back. “Sleep tight,” he said.
Walking towards the bed he shed the robe and let it fall to the
floor.

Mike walked through the bedroom door and out
into the hallway. He turned to pull the door shut. The last thing
he saw before it closed was Jalen up on his knees behind Julia,
hands on her ass. As it clicked shut he heard Julia moan, the sound
of Jalen’s thick black cock entering her once again.

Chapter Eleven

He had no trouble falling asleep after his
climax. He woke with a start, covered in sweat, emerging from a
dream about Julia being taken by Jalen from behind. He pawed the
nightstand until he found his phone and tapped the screen to
life.

3:20

He wiped the sweat of his brow and lowered
himself onto his back on the bed. A few minutes later he realized
he was now wide awake, his heart pumping inside his chest at the
thought of Julia and Jalen sleeping in the room next to him. Of
course curiosity started twisting through him. Wondering what they
looked like, the two of them, sharing a bed. Were their arms and
legs tangled up in the pose of new lovers unable to let go of each
other, even in sleep? Or was she curled up on her side of the bed,
the comforter up to her nose with Jalen sprawled out naked next to
her? Had she put on pyjamas? At least a t-shirt? Or was her naked
body exposed, ready to be used when Jalen next got the urge?

It got the better of him and soon he was
slipping out from beneath the sheets and padding softly across the
room. He opened the door as quietly as he could and stepped out
into the hall. When he got to the door of the master bedroom it was
closed. He turned his head to listen. He couldn't make out any
sound coming from within so he put his hand on the door handle and
twisted.

The door opened quietly and he poked his head
into the room. The dank, swampy stench of too much sex hung in the
air. The smell singed his nostrils and set his heart and mind
alight with an erotic fire. His eyes widened as they adjusted to
the darkness. His gaze fell on the tangle of sheets at the foot of
it and the tangle of limbs beyond. His breathing quickened and his
heart began beating faster.

The dimly lit scene could have been yanked
straight out of his most horrific erotic dreams. A true beast with
two backs, one white, one black, lay sprawled before him.
Undulating gently, muscles flexing taut then relaxing, a thick
black piston of flesh pumping in and out of Julia’s cunt.

Her legs were spread wide, her warm pussy
stretched and accepting the incoming tube of meat as it massaged
against her clit and occasionally made her mewl. Her arms were
wrapped around Jalen, hands gliding slowly up and down his black
skin feathering it with her fingers. Every few thrusts her toes
would splay, then curl. Her body would quiver and she gripped him
even more tightly to herself.

Jalen was gazing deep into her eyes. His
whispered words were too soft to hear but it was clear they were
not the filthy mutterings of dirty speak. The tone was too tender,
too intimate. After each utterance he would lean in and lock lips
with her in a slow and sensuous kiss.

As their lips met Julia’s hands would glide to
the back of his neck and head, pulling him deeper into her mouth
and accepting him more fully into herself.

If he didn’t know better Mike would have sworn
they were falling in love or already there. It sent a powerful
tremor of jealousy shaking through him. So potent he had to work
very hard not to slam a fist against the light switch, throw the
lights on and demand just what the hell was going on in there? But
what was most disconcerting was that this was the farthest Julia
had ever felt from him. He felt a vast gulf between them, like she
was just a speck on the horizon and drifting farther away with each
thrust Jalen made.

He couldn’t say how long he stood there,
mesmerized by their lovemaking. And that was what it looked like to
him. They weren’t in it for just the fuck. They weren’t just
rubbing for a quick hit of pleasure chemicals to the brain. They
were forging a bond. Establishing a connection. And the look on
Julia’s face made him wonder if it was a connection she’d ever
truly be able to break?

He was certain she would. He had to be. He knew
that harbouring a doubt about it threatened to flood him with a
blinding rage and break their spell. But he teased himself with
that thought as he stood there. The particular way it made his
testicles rise between his legs was unlike any erotic thrill she’d
given him.

Jalen reaching up and caressing her cheek with
his thumb felt like a knife to Mike’s gut. He watched Julia’s lips
move but couldn’t hear the words. He saw Jalen nod. Her legs rose
up, thighs gliding along Jalen’s dark skin, her ankles locking
around the small of his back. Her toes curled and her body
shuddered. Jalen speared his cock deep into her and held it there.
Mike saw the root twitching, the muscles flexing and delivering
Jalen’s seed deep into Julia’s pussy.

They kissed again. Eyes closed, Julia’s arms and
legs wrapped around Jalen’s dark frame pinning her to the bed.

Mike eased the door shut. He stood there staring
at it, letting the memory of that last vision torment him. Julia,
his beautiful Julia, not just taking a cock for his viewing
pleasure but making love to another man for her own. It was a dark
notion and deeply unsettling which was also what made it so
seductive to return to over and over.

He walked as quietly as he could to the
bathroom. After relieving himself he picked up a glass standing on
the sink and filled it. Brought it back to the bedroom with him and
set it on the nightstand. He lay down on his back and stared up at
the ceiling. At some point he fell asleep.

***

He rubbed his eyes against the sunlight
streaming in through the kitchen window. It was nine-thirty and the
coffee he’d put on was nearly ready. He leaned over the counter and
set his palms flat against it. He’d been tempted to peek into the
master bedroom on his way down the stairs but resisted. Truth was
he wasn’t sure how much more of this he could take.

Watching Julia, usually a maneater, getting
seduced into making love in the middle of the night without him
there was something he’d never forget. He stood up straight and
turned around when he heard the sound of bare feet slapping against
the tile floor. Again the sight of her took his breath away.

She was wearing a cotton robe with no belt tied
around the waist. It hung loose and open, her breasts and pussy
exposed for him to see. She had the languid gait and stare of a
woman utterly exhausted by carnal overindulgence. She walked right
up to him, a tired smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.
Pressed her hands against his chest, leaned in and kissed him on
the cheek. “Hey stranger,” she whispered.

The words were oddly reassuring. They reminded
him that this was still their game. That they were familiar
enough, that their bond was strong enough that she could
take a lover in the middle of the night then come downstairs and
say good morning and still feel all that love humming between
them.

“Hey beautiful,” he whispered back.

She smiled wider and gazed into his eyes, as if
searching for something.

“You get a good sleep?” he asked, more in the
interest of giving her an opening to confess than anything
else.

She shook her head and blushed a little. “Not
really,” she replied.

“Oh?”

She looked at his chest and ran her hand up and
down his t-shirt before gazing up at him again. “Jalen’s a
machine,” she said quietly.

“Oh?” he repeated, raising one eyebrow.

“I forget how many times he fucked me after you
left,” she admitted.

It slayed him, his stomach hardening into a
lump. His cock started to flex and throb.

Julia let her hands fall slowly down his torso.
Past his abs. She pulled the elastic of his pyjama pants open and
tucked her hand into them. Wrapped it around his cock and gave it a
few lazy strokes. “Mmm,” she purred. “I miss this thing.”

His stomach relaxed and his chest warmed. He
leaned his ass against the counter and tipped his head back,
letting her fondle and harden him. When he was fully stiff she
pulled his cock out and stroked it some more, staring at it.

He reached up and tucked her hair behind her
ear. “What’s the plan?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I’m all hopped up on sex,” she
replied. “It’s all I can think about.” She let go of his cock and
put her hand, palm up, under her chin. Worked up a big gob in her
mouth and spat. Let her hand fall and wrapped it around his prick
again, stroking harder this time.

“Oh fuck that feels good,” he muttered.

“Good,” she said. “You deserve it. You’re being
very, very patient with me.” Her smile turned devilish.

That made him feel even better. She knew what
this was doing to him. She knew how it was twisting and squeezing
him. Most of all she knew he liked it. Even though it was agonizing
in a way, he liked the dark undercurrents of jealousy and angst it
brought. Toeing the line of cheating on him by fucking Jalen when
he wasn’t there.

He felt the need to open himself to her somehow.
To show her that even though it hurt the pain it brought was
delicious. “I looked in on you last night,” he said.

“You don’t say?” she replied, smiling with one
corner of her mouth.

He smirked at her glib reply.

“What’d you see?” she asked, tugging him
harder.

“Jalen doing a number on you,” he answered. “You
sure he’s not getting too deep inside your head?” he asked.

She gripped him harder and stroked faster.

The muscles in his stomach flexed and he felt
first trill of an orgasm somewhere between his cock and his
balls.

“He’s getting entirely too deep
everywhere,” she whispered.

He grunted. His nuts tucked up tighter to his
undercarriage. “I need to feel the inside of you,” he said,
brushing her cheek with the backs of his fingers.

Her head shook slowly side to side. “Not gonna’
happen for a little while,” she said. “My pussy’s way too raw from
fucking Jalen,” she said, staring into his eyes.

The words sent a burst of angry pleasure
crackling up his spine and lighting up the base of his brain.

“Mike?”

“Huh?” he grunted.

She leaned closer. “I think he wants to fuck my
ass next.”

“Ungh…”

Her head tipped ever so slightly to one side.
“Would that be okay?”

His cock twitched in her hand. He stared down at
it as the first pulse of ejaculate shot through the shaft. It
loosed, spraying across her pelvis, some of it sprinkling onto the
well-used lips of her pussy.

She clenched her jaw and started angry-jerking
his cock. Splattering cum over her belly and thighs. Jerking so
wildly some of it fell onto her toes.

He endured spasm after spasm of climax, dousing
his mind in pleasure with the memory of why this was so hot always
just beneath the surface of his thoughts. When his cock finally
started to soften she relented. Her stroking slowed into a loving
caress. She teased him with just her fingers running up and down
his shaft.

His body sagged and he felt like he was going to
melt into a puddle on the floor.

Jalen appeared in the door of the kitchen. He,
too, was wearing a robe that was untied. Sporting a raging morning
wood, the kind only a younger man can still get. It throbbed as he
walked across the kitchen like he owned the place.

Julia turned and looked over her shoulder at
him. Her eyes dropped to his cock and widened. She groaned and let
go of Mike’s cock and turned around to face Jalen.

Jalen’s eyes rolled down to her tits. Then lower
down to the mess coating her stomach and legs and feet. He came
right up to her, put his hands on her shoulders and turned her to
face Mike again.

“Hang on. Hang on, cowboy,” Julia said, trying
to push him away. “I’m too sore right now. Fuck I might be too sore
to…”

“It’s alright,” Jalen said, nudging her to one
side and putting a hand on her neck. He bent her down so her tits
and face were pressed against the counter. “We’ll just use a
different hole,” he said.

Mike looked sideways. The look in Julia’s eyes
sent another thrill racing through him. Fear and worry but
underneath a perverse excitement that she was about to get fucked
in the ass.

Jalen reached into the pocket of his bathrobe
and pulled out the bottle of lube they kept in their night table.
Popped the cap and sprayed a line of goo along his cock. Flipped
Julia’s robe up and squirted three dollops of it onto her ass
crack. Massaging himself, he worked the lube around and into her
ass hole with his thumb.

Julia gasped when he pressed it into her and
twisted.

He popped it up and lined his cock up with her
hole for entry. Pressed the mushroom head against her sphincter and
shuffled forward.

“Wait!” Julia hissed, her hand shooting back to
catch his hip.

“What up?” Jalen said.

Julia slowly turned to look up at Mike. “My
husband hasn’t told me if it would be okay or not yet,” she
whispered.

Jalen smirked and put his hands on her hips.
“What’ll it be, boss?” Jalen said, looking off to the side and not
at Mike. “Okay to fuck this slut in the ass?”

Mike gazed at Julia’s wide eyes. He looked at
Jalen’s thick, hard cock pointed at her back hole. Right there in
the kitchen, surrounded by the smell of morning coffee. It was
beautifully disgusting. “Fuck her ass,” he whispered.

Jalen didn’t wait. Shuffling forward he plowed
inch after inch of his cock into her.

Julia moaned and wriggled. Twisted her hips,
adjusting her body and opening as she took more and more of him
inside herself. Her fingers curled against the counter. She winced
and flinched and twitched as Jalen got two thirds of his prick into
her.

Jalen paused. He reached up and grabbed a
fistful of hair and twisted it, pulling her face of the counter.
Cocked his hips and started gliding in and out of the ass hole he’d
stretched wide with her giant dildo. He fell into a steady rhythm,
her body swaying as he fucked his cock in and out of her.

Her tits flapped as she stared at the wall and
took her pounding. When she made to turn her head Jalen let his
hand fall back to her hip. She turned to look sideways at Mike. Her
hand slid across the counter, fingers splayed.

Mike’s heart did a little leap in his chest as
he realized what she wanted. He reached out and met her hand with
his. Laced his fingers through hers and held it tight. Marvelled at
how precisely she understood this part of his kink. How perfectly
she could juxtapose the nasty with the sweet. Holding her husband’s
hand while getting her ass fucked leaning against the counter in
their kitchen.

Jalen sucked his lips between his teeth. “Fuck,”
he grunted.

A smile lit first in Julia’s eyes, then her
lips.

Mike’s eyes darted to Jalen’s cock moving in and
out of her ass. He saw her ass cheeks squeeze.

“Fuck!” Jalen barked.

Mike’s eyes darted back to Julia’s. She was
grinning now. His heart swelled with love at the sight of her. This
was the real Julia. His Julia. His sexy siren that ate young
men for breakfast. His maneater.

“Fuck,” Jalen grunted again. His thrusting
slowed and he looked up and away, trying to douse his arousal to
last a little longer.

Oh no you don’t, Julia’s expression
seemed to say. Her butt flexed and she swayed back and forth,
gliding along Jalen’s hard prick.

It got him up on his toes, his hips twisting as
he fought against the coming deluge.

Julia squeezed Mike’s hand harder. “I love you
baby,” she whispered.

Jalen roared. His hips slammed forward, mashing
the entire length of his cock into her back channel.

Julia gasped. Her eyes widened with delight. Her
body bucked as Jalen dispossessed himself of his load deep inside
her guts.

Another magical moment Mike would remember
forever.

Jalen’s orgasm subsided. He let out a huff of
air and stepped back, dragging his deflating hose out of Julia. He
put a fist up to his mouth and started chuckling.

The sound shook Mike from his trance.

Julia looked over her shoulder at him.

Suddenly modest, Jalen closed the robe and held
it together with a hand at the lapels.

Mike smirked. “What’s so funny?” he asked.

Jalen’s laugh ebbed and he shook his head. “I
think I might be getting the hang of this,” he said.

Mike exchanged a glance with Julia. They both
started chuckling. A few moments later and the three of them were
howling, Julia lying flat on the counter, Mike leaning on it for
support and Jalen doubled over a chair. They rode the wave of joy
and exhilaration, wiping tears from their eyes.

“Y’all are wild,” Jalen said. “Been a great time
but I gotta’ grab a shower and some clean clothes. Dinner prep
starts at noon at the hotel,” he said, jerking a thumb over his
shoulder.

Mike stepped toward him and extended a hand.
“Thanks for being a good sport, man,” he said.

Jalen smacked his hand against Mike’s palm and
gave it a few strong pumps. “Ping me any time, dude,” he said,
stealing a glance at Julia.

Julia pulled her robe tight across her
chest.

Jalen let go of Mike’s hand and walked over to
her. He put a hand under her chin and tipped it up. Closed his eyes
and kissed her on the lips. “Good times,” he whispered. “Gotta’ go
though.”

Mike and Julia watched him walk out of the
kitchen and jog up the stairs. Mike turned to look at her. Walked
over to the counter and put his hands on her arms. Leaned in and
kissed her lips. “I’m glad you’re back,” he whispered.

She looked up at him with twinkling eyes and
shook her head. “I never left, dum-dum,” she said, a wicked smile
twisting her lips. “I just know which buttons you like
pressed.”

Mike heaved out a massive sigh, chuckled, then
kissed her on the forehead.

THE END
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